
A u t h o r ' s  Note 
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THE MEANING OF LIFE 

The lecture on anthropological research methods had left many 

questions unanswered for me,After the lecture, later that afternoon, I 

paid the teaching assistant a visit in order to clarify some points 

raised by the professor. When 1 entered the office, I found the 

teaching assistant at his desk eating pistachio nuts. He was deliber- 

ately aiming the shells out the window at unsuspecting students on the 

; I  lawn below. I had once been sitting on the building's steps, under 
. . 

that very window, when something had landed on the top of my head. I 

thought that pigeons were roosting in the rooftop carnies, but I 

discovered, upon closer inspection, that what had hit me was not 

pigeon droppings, but pistachio nut shells. Now I understood where 

those shells were coming from. 

This one is a real 'poor baby,' I thought watching Rex Jones turn 

red at being caught at his tricks. He had a sheepish grin and a boyish 

demeanor and the overall sense which Clara Mendez had retereed to as 

the 'poor baby syndrome." She had pointedout that all of us were 

operating under the social and psychological command that we had to 

regard ourselves and present ourselves at all times if possible, in 

the light of 'poor baby, me.' At the time she had told me this, 1. 

-,\ resented it immensely and argued the point, but alter asoulful 
. , .. 

examination, I had to admit that I myself loved to be regarded a s a  
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poor  baby. Not o n l y  t h i s ,  bu t  I had n o t  come a c r o s s  anyone who d i d  n o t  

f a l l  i n t o  t h a t  c a t e g o r y .  

I hope I ' m  n o t  d i s t u r b i n g  y o u , "  I s a i d  t o  Hex Jones ,  "bu t  

t o d a y ' s  l e c t u r e  brought  up some p o i n t s  I would l i k e  t o  d i s c u s s  wi th  

you. That  i s ,  i f  y o u ' r e  n o t  t o o  busy." 

With a t h r u s t  of h i s  l e g ,  Hex J o n e s  pushed h i s  s w i v e l  c h a i r  away 

from t h e  window. 

h o w  can I h e l p  you?" h e  s a i d  p o i n t i n g  t o  a c h a i r .  I n o t i c e d  he 

took  i n  a n  e y e f u l  of t h e  r i s i n g  heml ine  of my s k i r t  a s  1 sat down. 

" 1  d o n ' t  unders tand  how a n t h r o p o l o g i s t s  can know what i s  go ing  on 

i n  a  f o r e i g n  c u l t u r e  when they  d o n ' t  even  speak  t h e  l anguage?"  I s a i d  

p u l l i n g  my s k i r t  down o v e r  my knees .  

Rex J o n e s  smi led  n e r v o u s l y ,  b u t  t h e  nervous  t w i t c h  of h i s  p a l e  

cheek  b e t r a y e d  impa t i ence .  " A n t h r o p o l o g i s t s  p r a c t i c e  a  method c a l l e d ,  

' p a r t i c i p a n t  o b s e r v a t i o n ' , "  he s a i d ,  hammering on h i s  words.  H e  

g l anced  a t  h i s  watch t o  gauge how much t ime  h e  had b e f o r e  h i s  o f f i c e  

hour  was o v e r .  "The a n t h r o p o l o g i s t  f i e l d  worker p a r t i c i p a t e s  i n  t h e  

a c t i v i t i e s  of t h e  s o c i e t y  h e ' s  s t u d y i n g ;  h e  t a k e s  c o p i o u s  n o t e s ;  he 

t a p e  r e c o r d s  and pho tographs  e v e r y t h i n g  p e r t i n e n t ,  which upon r e t u r n -  

i n g  from t h e  f i e l d ,  he a n a l y z e s  w i t h i n  t h e  framework o t  h i s  t h e o r y .  In  

o t h e r  words,  he u s e s  h i s  d a t a  t o  p r o v e  t h e  h y p o t h e s i s  h e  h a s  s e t  o u t  

t o  test ." 
" A r e  you say ing  t h a t  t h e  a n t h r o p o l o g i s t  a l r e a d y  knows what k ind  

o f  d a t a  h e  wants  t o  i s o l a t e  b e f o r e  h e  goes  t o  t h e  f i e l d ? "  I a sked .  

" i s n ' t  t h a t  be ing  b i a sed?"  

J Hex J o n e s  gave h i s  c h a i r  a  l i t t l e  s w i v e l  toward t h e  desk  and p u t  

on H i s  w i r e  rimmed g l a s s e s ,  c a r e f u l l y  a d j u s t i n g  them o v e r  each e a r .  
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'That isn't bias; it's his modus operand!. If Anthropology is to 

be a science," he continued leaning towards me, "it must follow the 

scientific method, which is hypothesis testing. His findings must be 

open to verification." 

'Meaning what?" I asked. 

"Meaning that another field worker collecting the same data under 

similar circumstances would obtain the same results." 

"But what about Lewis and Kedfield in Tepotzlan?" I asked. 

1 was referring to the classic case in which two field workers 

doing research in the same rural community in Mexico had obtained 

dramatically different results, thus, showing that replication, 

although theoretically advisable, might not be feasible in actual 

: 1 
., ,, practice. 

"That was a special case," Rex Jones conceded. "It only proves 

that the researchers weren't looking at the same things, or document- 

ing their work carefully enough. And that's precisely my point: social 

science entails careful documentation." 

1 reminded him how difficult it was for two people in our own 

culture to agree about a given issue, even thought the issue was 

familiar to both of them; a condition which made agreement about 

issues of a foreign culture nearly miraculous. 

"Anthropologists are people before they are scientists?" I 

pointed out. 'So, while they are participating and observing, 

wouldn't they also be emotionally involved in a life where everything 

is strange? Wouldn't they have feelings, opinions, and interpret 

events according to their past experiences?" 



Images of the cave in Northern Mexico, where I had spent many 

months reliving my own past experiences in a process called the 

'recapitulation", came to mind. I remembered how difficult it had been 

for Clara Mendez, my teacher, and I to reach an agrement about 

anything, including what she had meant by the 'poor baby' syndrome. 

She was departing from the inconceivable viewpoint of what she 

referred to as the sorcery tradition, and I, saw everything from the 

predictable vantage point of my middle class upbringing. We had heated 

arguments in her kitchen; disagreements in which we were talking at 

cross purposes, not seeing the world in the same terms at all. 

Hex Jones chuckled condescendingly at my moment of introspection, 

which he seemed to interpret as confusion. "You're 'missing the point," 

h e  said shaking his head. "That's precisely why anthropologists need 

to follow a strict methodology decided upon beforehand. fieldworkers 

must refrain from making subjective interpretations and stick to 

recording objective facts. Look at the sociologists downstairs.'' 

He was referring to the department of demographers who had their 

offices on the second floor. At one point in the history of the 

university, Anthropology had been a part of the Sociology department. 

But now they prided themselves in being independent, but not too 

independent, it seemed, when it came to methodology. It was partially 

the fear of becoming a hardened actuarial!, that had made me select 

anthropology as a major. I t  still had an air of romanticism to it, a 

certain sense of adventure surviving from the nineteenth century 

travelers' accounts in which modern-day Anthropology has its roots. 

'] In spite of the field worKers9 efforts to categorize everything via 



the scientific method, Anthropology still had the potential for 

exploring the unknown, of crossing conceptual boundaries. 

"What about the sociologists?" I asked clicking my pen to the 

open position in case I had to take notes. 

"Sociology, as we know, depends on how reliable its data collee- 

ti011 techniques are and on the ability to verify its findings. That's 

why they use statistical analysis, surveys, in-depth interviews, to 

insure replication. Anthropology must copy their methodology because 

verification is even more important in our discipline, where, as you 

yourself have pointed out, everything is strange." 

I noticed Hex's roving eye dart at my legs again. I gave him a 

fierce look that Clara Mendez, the champion of woman, would have been 

proud of. I had always assumed the vulnerable state of women was a 

natural condition resulting from our biological makeup, but Clara had 

set the record straight from the outset. 

Biology my foot," she had said. "Licking men's balls and being 

their servants is the not the result of any biology, but of the 

mesmeric commands of our male dominated culture." 

I was shocked to hear tier say that at the time, and it was only 

after montns of listening to Clara's sermons about the plight of 

women, and immersing myself in the practice called the recapitulation, 

that I began to see more clearly the pitiful position society has 

allocated the female species. It was obvious that we women had to 

fight twice as hard as men to succeed in anything we did. Once in our 

own right, and once again to overcome the powerful predispositions 

thrust upon us by our male culture. One of the reason for attending 

the university and cultivating the intellect, I was told, was to be 
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able to grasp and evaluate for myself the taken-for-granted views of 

the role of women, and in so doing, free myself from their mesmeric 

grip. 

"A stranger coming to 'study' culture, which is an abstraction," 

I said picking up the thread of our argument, "could work in the field 

for years without ever realizing that he is misunderstanding what he 

sees or what the people are doing. It has happened to countless 

researchers and to Peace Corps workers." 

T h e  Anthropologists and Peace Corps workers I know are pretty 

astute." Hex said. "They Know when someone is bullshltting them." 

What if the anthropologist wants to help ttie people he is living 

with," I proposed. "What if he or she gets so involved in the culture, 

! ', that i t i s  impossible for him or her to remain objective?" 

I was thinking, of events that had happened under the tutelage of 

Clara and Her colleagues, and of how I would never be able to explain 

their worldview adequately using the theories of anthropology or the 

scientific method. 

"Tnen he or she is no longer an anthropologist," said Hex raising 

a bushy eyebrow. "He or she is simply a social worker or a do- 

gooder, or worse yet, has gone native." 

To bring his point home, he cited several cases in which the 

anthropologist had 'gone native.' The first incident involved a 

researcher working among the Navaho Indians. While studying the Peyote 

Cult, using the method of participant observation, he ingested far too 

many peyote buttons to remain ~bjecti~t?. He had visions of the Great 

Spirit, received countless messages, and when he came out of his 

hallucinogenic state, he started hisown religion. 



'And d o n ' t  f o r g e t  t h e  c a s e  of  Beth Wassermann, a  f i e l d  worker i n  

Samoa," Hex reminded me r e a c h i n g  f o r  h i s  p i p e .  

"Was s h e  one of B o a s ' s  s t u d e n t s ,  l i k e  Margaret  Mead?" 

H e  shook h i s  head .  I had t h e  d i s t i n c t  f e e l i n g  t h a t  h e  w a s  

p u l l i n g  my l e g .  

"What a b o u t  Beth Wassermann?" I  v e n t u r e d .  

S h e  went t o  Samoa t o  c o l l e c t  d a t a  f o r  h e r  d o c t o r a l  d i s s e r t a t i o n  

on s e x u a l  customs and m a r r i a g e  r i tes .  She p u t  a s i d e  h e r  o b j e c t i v i t y  

and ' p a r t i c i p a t e d '  f a r  t o o  much t h a n  was n e c e s s a r y ,  i f  you c a t c h  my 

d r i f t . "  

Hex made a  lewd g e s t u r e  t n a t  l e f t  no doubt  a s  t o  t h e  n a t u r e  of  

Kuth Wassermann's p a r t i c i p a t i o n  among t h e  Samoans. 

t "What happened t o  h e r ? "  I a sked  c e r t a i n  t h a t  t h e  s t o r y  would n o t  

end w e l l .  

"She f e l l  i n  l o v e  w i t h  a  P o l y n e s i a n  p r i n c e , "  Hex s a i d  s h a k i n g  t h e  

s tem of h i s  pipe a t  me a s i f  h e  were s c o l d i n g  a  c h i l d .  "She broke  t h e  

t a b o o s  and t h e  w i t c h  d o c t o r  p u t  a c u r s e  on h e r .  She n e a r l y  d i e d  i n  

c h i l d b i r t h ,  i f  t h e  m i n i s t e r  h a d n ' t  i n t e r v e n e d  w i t h  h i s  w h i t e  magic .  

Beth l e f t  t h e  i s l a n d s  i n  d i s g r a c e  and n e v e r  f i i i s h  h e r  r e s e a r c h . "  

The s i l e n c e  f e l l  upon t h e  room. Hex looked  a t  m e  t o  a s s e s s  my 

r e a c t i o n .  

" I ' m  s t i l l  n o t  c o n v i n c e d , "  I s a i d  doggedly.  " I t  seems t o  m e  t h a t  

t h e  whole approach  t o  a n t h r o p o l o g y  is wrong. You have  t o  do more t h a n  

mere ly  o b s e r v e  t o  unde r s t and  a n y t h i n g .  You have t o  become invo lved . "  

Hex t o o k  h i s  pipe o u t  of  h i s  mouth, t u rned  it o v e r  and t apped  i t  

on t h e  edge  of an a s h t r a y .  Nothing f e l l  o u t .  I r e a l i z e d  h e  was u s i n g  



t h e  p i p e  a s  a  p l acebo  t o  h e l p  him s t o p  smoking o r  p e r h a p s  t o  make him 

appea r  more d i s t i n g u i s h e d .  

"You d o n ' t  have t o  t a s t e  an a p p l e  t o  know t h a t  i t ' s  r e d , "  h e  

reminded m e .  

"But  how do you know what an a p p l e  t a s t e s  l i k e  u n l e s s  you b i t e  

i n t o  i t , "  I c o u n t e r e d .  " I f  you go t o  t h e  f i e l d  a l r e a d y  burdened  w i t h  

a  bag of  h y p o t h e s e s ,  y o u ' r e  n o t  r e a l l y  be ing  open t o  t h e  e x p e r i e n c e s ,  

which i s  t n e  whole p o i n t  of  an thropology-- the  s t u d y  of man, what  h e  

b e l i e v e s  i n ,  how he f e e l s ,  how he t h i n k s ,  how he r e l a t e s  t o  t h e  

u n i v e r s e .  " 

Rex smacked h i s  l i p s  and s t u c k  t h e  p i p e  back i n t o  h i s  mouth. H e  

seemed t o  have  come t o  t h e  end of  h i s  p a t i e n c e .  

"You ' r e  a s k i n g  q u e s t i o n s  t h a t  belong t o  t h e  domain of p h i l o s o p h y .  

I you w a n t t o  know abou t  t h e  meaning of l i f e ,  y o u ' r e  i n  t h e  wrong 

depa r tmen t .  Although my f r i e n d  C a r l o s  might  be a b l e  t o  answer some o f  

your q u e s t i o n s .  He ' s  an a p p r e n t i c e  t o  a  Mexican shaman." 

Upon b e a r i n g  h i s  name, t h e  t e a c h i n g  a s s i s t a n t  s i t t i n g  a t  a n  

a d j a c e n t  d e s k  p u t  down t h e  book he was r e a d i n g  and t u r n e d  t o  f a c e  Hex. 

"She w a n t ' s  t o  know a b o u t  t h e  meaning of l i f e , "  Rex s a i d .  " I ' l l  

b e  damned i f  I can answer h e r  q u e s t i o n s ,  s o  I ' l l  l e a v e  h e r  i n  your  

hands .  " 

H e  g l a n c e d  a t  h i s  watch a g a i n .  "Bes ides ,  I ' m  l a t e .  I have  t o  

d r i v e  a l l  t h e  way t o  Garden ia . "  

Hex s t u f f e d  some examina t ion  p a p e r s  i n t o  h i s  b r i e f c a s e  and 

) h u r r i e d l y  l e f t  t h e  room. 



"What's so pressing in Gardenia?" I asked turning my chair to 

face Carlos. 

"Hex likes to gamble," Carlos said in a hushed tone. "And Garden 

is the only place near here where it's legal. Mark my words, one of 

these days he'll gamble away his research grant to Nepal." 

Carlos had black curly hair, a smiling friendly face, and a 

mischievous sparkle in his dark shiny eyes. I had the unsettling 

feeling that I had seen him before; not just in the anthropology 

department, but somewhere else and that we were united by an invisible 

bond. But try as I might, I could 'not remember where or when we had 

met. 

Carlos lean forward and looked at me intently as if he, too, had 

experienced a kind of deja vu. "Haven't we met before?" he said - -  
obviously aware of the cliche. 

Even though he had taken the words right out of my mouth, it 

sounded so much like the classic line that I became defensive. 

"You've probably seen me around the halls," I said trying to 

sound casual. "Or in Hitchcock's class." 

'Hmm. Perhaps," he said giving me a pensive look. 

His gaze actually Held me the way hypnotists might grasp a 

patient. 

You're much too young and pretty to worry about the meaning of 

life," tie said in a friendly tone. "You can't be more than nineteen or 

twenty. Why not leave the weighty questions to the wizened philoso- 

phers?" 

\ 
1 ., "I-m twenty two and ~ ' r n  very much interested in the meaning of 

life," I snapped, annoyed by what seemed to me a chauvinistic state- 
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ment . ' W h a t ' s  t h e  p o i n t  t o  a l l  t h i s .  There must be someth ing  more 

t h a t  makes l i f e  wor th  l i v i n g  t h a n  t h e  b u l l s h i t  we've g o t t e n  e v e r y  day 

of ou r  l i v e s .  " 
i 

A s  I spoke ,  I g e s t i c u l a t e d  wi th  my hands ,  knocking o v e r  a d i s h  of 

p a p e r  c l i p s  on h i s  d e s k .  They s c a t t e r e d  o v e r  h i s  p a p e r s ,  bu t  C a r l o s  

p re t ended  n o t  t o  n o t i c e .  

I r e s p e c t  your  c o n c e r n s , "  he s a i d  l e a n i n g  toward m e .  " I t ' s  j u s t  

t h a t  most p e o p l e  r e a l l y  a r e n ' t  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  meaning of a n y t h i n g  

e x c e p t  pe rhaps  o f  l o v e . "  

" I  d i s a g r e e , "  I s a i d .  "What about  t h e  s e e k e r s  and m e d i a t o r s .  

T h e y ' r e  a lways  s e a r c h i n g  t o r  answers  t o  l i f e ' s  fundamenta l  q u e s t i o n s . "  

T r u e ,  b u t  i n  my o p i n i o n ,  t h e '  s o  c a l l e d  ' g u r u s '  are n o t  s o  much 

engaged i n  a  b o n a f i d e  p h i l o s o p h i c a l  i n q u i r y ,  b u t  i n  a n  a t t e m p t  t o  

i n t e n s i f y  t h e i r  e x p e r i e n c e s .  They a r e  l o o k i n g  f o r  t h e  meaning of 

l i f e  p r e c i s e l y  because  they  a r e  bored wi th  l i f e .  I f  t h e y  would l i v e  

l i f e  w i t h  g u s t o ,  t h e y  would n o t  be s o  concerned w i t h  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  i t s  

meaning ." 
I had a  f e e l i n g  he was i n c l u d i n g  m e  i n  t h e  c a t e g o r y  of  t h o s e  who 

l a c k e d  g u s t o  i n  t h e i r  l i v e s .  

'Come back i n  twenty y e a r s  a f t e r  you 've  l i v e d  and t h e n  we can 

t a l K  about  t h e  meaning of l i f e , "  he s a i d  w i t h  a  wink. 

I n  twenty  y e a r s  t h e  e n t i r e  world might  b e  blown t o  b i t s , "  I 

snapped.  "Is t h a t  t h e  i n t e n s i t y  of e x p e r i e n c e  y o u ' r e  t a l k i n g  abou t?"  

I r e a l i z e d  from h i s  p a i n e d  ' exp res s ion  t h a t  I was s h o u t i n g .  I 

d o n ' t  know why I had g o t t e n  so r i l e d  up. A c o o l  g u s t  o f  wind came i n  

from t h e  open window and r u l f l e d  t h e  examina t ion  p a p e r s  on C a r l o ' s  

d e s k .  1 took  a  deep  b r e a t h  t o  calm myse l f .  

10 



I f  you really want to know about the meaning of life," Carlos 

said, "you should meet this Yaqui Indian I'm working with. He knows a 

great deal about life and its meaning. In fact he is one of the wisest 

people I've ever met. Perhaps we can go to Mexico some time and I'll 

introduce you to him." 

Upon hearing this, I experienced an intense apprehension. I began 

to perspire. All my senses were on red alert. Perhaps Carlos was 

just making polite conversation, or maybe he was trying to proposition 

me with some sort of a trip. At any rate, I felt a deep uneasiness. 

Going to Mexico with Clara Mendez was one thing, but to go with a 

strange man was another. The worst part was that something inside me 

wanted to return to Mexico in the worst way. 

I looked at Carlos, trying to decern his meaning, when for an 

instant, I thought he had shrunk and move backward in space. It was as 

it' I were seeing him from the end of a long tunnel. I continued 

staring dumfounded, and suddenly I recalled where I had seen him 

before. Once I had had a vision of a gathering of sorcerers in Mexico. 

One of them was a young latin man with dark curly hair that looked 

very much like the person talking to me now. 

The more I looked at Carlos the more this secret suspicion grew 

inside me. With no rational foundation, I became convinced that Carlos 

was the young man of my vision, the new nagual. I remembered being 

told that when power put us in contact, he would bring me to Mexico 

where I would meet the other members of the present nagual's party 

that were waiting for me. I tried recalling who these other members 
. ~ 

, I  were, but I was certain that except for Clara, Nelida and a strange 

bird-like creature named Kmilito, 1 had never met them. I was shocked 
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t o  r e a l i z e  t h a t  my t i m e  i n  Los Angeles  had a lmos t  o b l i t e r a t e d  t h e i r  

memory. My overwhelming c o n c e r n  w i t h  d a i l y  a c t i v i t i e s  and my s t u d i e s  

a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y ,  had c r e a t e d  a  w a l l  of f o r g e t f u l n e s s .  The d u l l  

o b l i v i o n  t h a t  sur rounded m e  was s o  d e n s e  t h a t  t h e  t i m e  I had s p e n t  i n  

Mexico became vague and d ream- l ike ,  a s  i f  i t  had neve r  happen.  

Yet of one t h i n g  I was c e r t a i n ,  I had been e x p r e s s l y  commanded 

n o t  t o  r e t u r n  t o  Mexico o r  s e a r c h  f o r  anyone u n t i l  power a g a i n  opened 

t h e  way. And when t h a t  moment came, I had t o  s e i z e  t h e  q u a r t e r  

c e n t i m e t e r  of chance power o f f e r e d ,  o r  t h e  door  would c l o s e ,  p e r h a p s  

neve r  t o  open a g a i n .  A s  a  wave of memory swept o v e r  m e ,  I f e l t  my e a r s  

buzzing and expe r i enced  a profound d i z z i n e s s .  I wanted t o  run away, 

y e t  I hea rd  myself  s a y i n g ,  " I ' d  1 i k e . t o  go t o  Mexico," i n  a v o i c e  t h a t  

I cou ld  h a r d l y  be my own, f o r  it came from t h e  d i s t a n t  end of  t h a t  

l o n g  t u n n e l .  

1 looked  up and r e a l i z e d  t h a t  C a r l o s  was a l s o  confused .  I t  was 

o b v i o u s  from h i s  e x p r e s s i o n ,  t h a t  h e  had n o t  e x p e c t e d m e  t o  t a k e  h i s  

i n v i t a t i o n  s e r i o u s l y ,  l e t  a l o n e  g i v e  h i m  a  d e f i n i t i v e  answer .  

"Are you a l r i g h t ? "  C a r l o s  asked  w i t h  genuine  c o n c e r n .  

" I ' m  p e r f e c t l y  f i n e , "  I s a i d  s h a k i n g  my head t o  clear it. " I t ' s  

j u s t  s o  warm i n  h e r e . "  

A s  I r e g a i n e d  my s e n s e s  I t o l d  myself  t h a t  I had g o t t e n  o n l y  a  

g l impse  of a  f a c e ,  and t h a t  the v i s i o n  of t h e  n a g u a l ' s  p a r t y  had been 

s o  f l e e t i n g  I cou ld  have e a s i l y  been mis taken  abou t  t h i s  young man. 

Most l i k e l y  h e  w a s n ' t  t h e  same p e r s o n  a t  a l l .  Y e t  i n  s p i t e  of  my 

r a t i o n a l  d o u b t s ,  I was d r i v e n  by an unknown f o r c e .  I had t h e  c e r t a i n t y  

t ha t  i f  C a r l o s  w a s  t h e  man i n  my v i s i o n ,  I could  o n l y  f i n d  t h a t  o u t  i n  

Mexico; and i f  I d i d n ' t  act now, I would never  g e t  a n o t h e r  chance.  



I do want to go to Mexico," I repeated. 

Well, that would be great," Carlos said uneasily, gathering up 

the paper clips I had spilled. "We'll do that sometimes." 

I really want to go. When would be a good time?" 

"1 go to Sonora every other weekend," Carlos said hesitantly. 

"All right. How about next weekend. I'll be through with my exams 

by then. " 

Wooow, not so fast," Carlos said trying to back off. "Don't you 

think we should go to a movie or have dinner or something first, 

instead of rushing oft to Mexico? After all we hardly know each 

other ." 
"Movies bore me, and I never eat in restaurants," I said. "Be- 

, , , sides, I'd like to meet this sorcerer informant, that you are working 

with I promise I wouldn't be in the way." 

I could tell Carlos was peeved by my insistence, but that his 

curiosity was also peeked. He seemed to be considering the possibili- 

ties, but then had a sudden change of heart. 

'Heally, I don't think I could just spring someone on the old 

man," he said. "Especially a young woman. Do you speak Spanish?" 

"Yes, I do," I lied without flinching. 

He looked surprised. "It still isn't a good idea. I don't know 

why I brought it up in the first place. Let's forget the whole 

thing ." 
"It is a good idea," I said enthusiastically. "Think of it as an 

appointment with destiny." 

Again Carlos hesitated. 



How abou t  a s k i n g  your  i n f o r m a n t  i f  i t ' s  a l l  r i g h t  t o  b r ing  a 

f r i e n d  from t h e  U n i v e r s i t y , "  I suggested. ,  " A  f e l l o w  an th ropo logy  

s t u d e n t .  What harm i s  t h e r e  i n  . t h a t .  I f  h e  s a y s ,  no ,  w e ' l l  f o r g e t  

a b o u t  i t .  I t  c a n ' t  h u r t  t o  a s k .  What do you have t o  l o s e ? "  

C a r l o s  s i g n e d  w i t h  rel ief  a s  i f  h e  had found a  way o u t .  He was 

c e r t a i n  t h a t  h i s  Yaqui I n d i a n  in fo rman t  would n o t  wish t o  meet  a  young 

woman from t h e  Un i t ed  S t a t e s .  

" A l r i g h t ,  I ' l l  a s k  i f  I  can b r i n g  someone," h e  conceded.  " I f  h e  

a g r e e s ,  I ' l l  c a l l  you and you can j o i n  me i n  Nogales." 

I w r o t e  my phone number on a s c r a p  of  paper  and handed i t  t o  him. 

I watched him s l i p  i t  i n t o  h i s  s h i r t  p o c k e t .  A s  I  l e f t  t h e  room, I was 

c e r t a i n  h e  would neve r  mention me t o  h i s  I n d i a n  i n f o r m a n t ,  l e t  a l o n e  

1 
e u s e  t h e  phone number. The f o l l o w i n g  week, l a t e  a t  n i g h t ,  I r e c e i v e d  an 

unexpec ted  phone c a l l .  



2 

Nogales 

I looked at my watch; it was 5 : 5 3  A. M. I had driven straight 

from Los Angeles to Nogales, stopping only twice to refuel and to grab 

a bite to eat. Carlos had asked me to meet him at nine o'clock in 

front of the Greyhound bus depot, but I had given myself plenty of 

leeway in case the traffic was heavy or I had car trouble. 

As I parked the car in an all-night parking lot near the bus 

depot, I wondered if I had made the right decision in coming.'- Carlos 

had sounded strange during the brief telephone conversation. It was 

as if he couldn't talk or was reluctant to do so. I could have easily 

misunderstood the time and place of our meeting. There had been a 

great deal of static on the line, with a Spanish speaking female voice 

interrupting. I had assumed it was the operator, but now I wasn't 

certain. 

Despite the feeling of having met him before, I didn't really 

know Carlos and I wasn't familiar with Mexico, for I had never 

ventured beyond the vicinity of Clara's house. Rural Mexico was to me 

a hostile, rugged country where anything could happen to the unsus- 

pecting traveler. Also, I had been exaggerating when I told Carlos 

that I spoke. Spanish. The few classes I had taken at the University 

hadn't given me a command of the language. Once again, it seemed, I 
1 

had jumped into a situation I was completely ill-equipped to handle. 
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The long  d r i v e  had l e f t  me e x h a u s t e d ;  I set  t h e  a l a r m  of my 

w r i s t w a t c h  f o r  e i g h t  t h i r t y ,  t h e n  s t r e t c h e d  o u t  a l o n g  t h e  back s e a t  t o  

r e l a x .  With my e y e s  c l o s e d ,  1 p r a c t i c e d  some r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  b r e a t h i n g ,  

a  p r a c t i c e  I had n e g l e c t e d  t o  keep  up. I wondered i f  by r e t u r n i n g  t o  

Mexico, I would be a b l e  t o  b e t t e r  unders tand  some of t h e  i n c o n c e i v a b l e  

e v e n t s  t h a t  had t a k e n  p l a c e  under  t h e  guidance  of  Clara and he r  g roup  

of s o r c e r e r s .  

Those e v e n t s  now seemed s o  d i s t a n t  t h a t  t r y i n g  t o  reca l l  them 

f i l l e d  m e  w i t h  a  deep  melancholy .  My c o n s t a n t  conce rn  w i t h  myself  and 

my d a i l y  a c t i v i t i e s  had c louded  my v i s i o n .  And i n  s p i t e  of  t h e  months 

o f  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  and t h e  c o u n t l e s s  promises  I  had made t o  change ,  o l d  

ways and f e e l i n g s  had s l o w l y  c r e p t  back l i k e  c r a b  g r a s s ,  whose growth 

had been trimmed, b u t  whose r o o t s  remained s t u b b o r n l y  i n t a c t .  

Then sun  b e a t  down on my head when I awoke f rom a sound s l e e p .  I 

had been dreaming I was g a z i n g  a t  l e a v e s  of  t h e  g r o v e  of t r e e s  i n  

f r o n t  of C l a r a ' s  house.  I expe r i enced  i n s t a n t  p a n i c ;  i t  was n i n e  

t h i r t y ;  t h e  a l a r m  had f a i l e d  t o  go o f f ,  o r  i f  i t  d i d ,  1 had n o t  h e a r d  

i t .  I f e a r e d  I would m i s s  my appointment  w i t h  d e s t i n y ,  and t h e  l o n g  

d r i v e  would have been f o r  n o t h i n g .  A s  u s u a l ,  I had been  c a r e l e s s ,  

when I s h o u l d  have remained a ler t .  On t o p  of e v e r y t h i n g ,  t h e  s u n ,  

s h i n i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  c a r  window, had g iven  m e  a k i n g - s i z e d  headache .  

I n  my h a s t y  d e p a r t u r e ,  I n e g l e c t e d  t o  b r i n g  a  h a t .  

I locked  t h e  car door  and headed f o r  t h e  b u s  d e p o t  where I j o i n e d  

t h e  crowd of  p e o p l e  m i l l i n g  a b o u t  i n  a g r e a t  h u r r y .  Everyone was 

e i t h e r  go ing  towards  t h e  b o r d e r  o r  had j u s t  c r o s s e d  o v e r  and was 

r u s h i n g  away from it. I n e a r l y  c o l l i d e d  w i t h  a hunched backed woman. 

When I h e a r d  c r y i n g ,  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h e  woman wasn ' t  hunched backed 
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at all; she was carrying a baby wrapped in a roboso tied to her back 

and shoulders. Not even the baby's head was visible, and I wondered 

how it could breath. 

I felt so sorry for the woman, that I gave her a ten dollar bill. 

She took it and smiled gratefully, flashing a silver front tooth. At 

the sight of money, I was instantly surrounded by a group of boys 

selling lottery tickets. They all insisted that I buy one or at least 

let them carry my bag. I bought a box of chicklets from a girl in 

pigtails and hurried passed stands selling belts, ponchos and pottery 

figurines. 

I wanted to buy some bananas, for the last meal I had eaten was a 

meatloaf sandwich at Gila Bend, but I didn't dare take the time. I 

. L , needed to get to the Greyhound bus depot in a hurry. Cars were parked 

or stopped in every available space and everyone seemed to be honking 

at the same time. I stood on the street corner waiting for an 

opening to cross, when I saw Carlos in the distance waving his hand. 

I couldn't tell if he was telling me to stay put or to meet him. I was 

so relieved to see him tnat I hurried across the street, stopping a 

few cars in the process. 

At close range, Carlos looked different. His clothes smelled of 

mesquite wood smoke. At the University he wore tailored slacks and 

sports coats. Now he had on Ievis, a long sleeved khaki shirt and.. 

hiking boots. He had a kind of energy and agility that made him stand 

out from the crowd. Something in the way he balanced his weight on 

the balls of his feet, gave the impression of an athlete with superb 

, control over his movement. 



"I suppose  you tnough t  I w a s n ' t  going t o  show u p , "  I s a i d  t o  

breaK t h e  awkwardness. 

' Y o u ' r e  r i g h t .  I was b e g i n n i n g  t o  wonder i f  you were coming. How 

was t h e  d r i v e ? "  

I was i n  a  daze  t h r o u g h  most of i t .  Luck i ly  t h e r e  w a s n ' t  much 

t r a f f i c .  I would have been on t i m e ,  b u t  I f e l l  a s l e e p . "  

"My god. Did you have an a c c i d e n t ? "  

"So, I woke up i n  t h e  n i c k  of t ime .  But t h a t ' s  t h e  r e a s o n  I ' m  

l a t e .  " 

He gave me a  confused l o o k .  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  h e  had t h o u g h t  I had 

f a l l e n  a s l e e p  a t  t h e  wheel w h i l e  d r i v i n g  r a t h e r  t h a n  i n  t h e  back  s e a t .  

"To be p e r f e c t l y  f r a n k , "  I s a i d  q u i c k l y ,  " I  d i d n ' t  e x p e c t  t o  h e a r  

f rom you. " 

M e  t o o , "  C a r l o s  s a i d ,  t a k i n g  my bag. " I  was s u r p r i s e d  when I 

w a s  t o l d  t o  ca l l  you." 

'Who t o l d  you t o  c a l l  me?" 

"The Yaqui I n d i a n  I a m  working wi th . "  

C a r l o s  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t r u e  t o  h i s  promise he had mentioned t o  h i s  

i n f o r m a n t ,  t h a t  he had m e t  a s t u d e n t  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  and t h a t  h e  had 

i n v i t e d  h e r  t o  come t o  Mexico. 

"My in fo rman t  wanted m e  t o  t e l l  him i n  d e t a i l  t h e  c i r c u m s t a n c e s  

of  o u r  m e e t i n g , "  C a r l o s  c o n t i n u e d .  

W h a t  d i d  you t e l l  him?" 

I d e s c r i b e d  t o  him how Hex J o n e s  g o t  f e d  up w i t h  your  q u e s t i o n -  

i n g  and handed you o v e r  t o  m e .  Apparent ly  t h a t  was an omen." 

''What do you mean by an omen?" 



'Don Juan s a i d  t h a t  t h i n g s  neve r  come t o  u s  d i r e c t l y ;  t h a t  t h e r e  

a lways  h a s  t o  b e  an u s h e r  who opens t h e  door .  And t h a t  if w e  d i d n ' t  

jump a t  t h a t  p r e c i s e  i n s t a n t ,  t h e  door  would c l o s e  and we would never  

know w h a t  might  have  been." 

C a r l o s  looked a t  me s e r i o u s l y .  

"You mean Rex J o n e s  is some s o r t  of an u s h e r ? "  I s a i d  confused .  

He nodded. "According t o  don Juan ,  m y s t e r i o u s  f o r c e s  were a t  

work. Something i n  m e  had vo iced  an i n v i t a t i o n  t o  b r i n g  you t o  

Mexico, and someth ing  i n  you jumped t o  a c c e p t  i t .  That  could  o n l y  mean 

one  t h i n g .  " 

"What was t h a t ? "  I  wondered i f  i t  w a s n ' t  t h e  one t h i n g  t h a t  is  on 

eve ry  man's  mind 

C a r l o s  t o o k  

s i d e w a l k .  

" I t  means," 

where an o v e r  n i g h t  t r i p  w i t h  a  woman i s  concerned .  

my arm t o  Help 

h e  e x p l a i n e d ,  

m e  around an open manhole i n  t h e  

" t h a t  a t  one l e v e l ,  w e  were both  aware 

of t h e  impor tance  of t h e  moment. I t  a l s o  means t h a t  power had opened 

t h e  way, and t h a t  we have t o  b e  impeccable  i n  o r d e r  t o  t r a v e l  under  

i t s  a u s p i c e s .  I n  o t h e r  words,  w e  a r e  i n  t h e  hands  o l  power moving 

th rough  an open door ."  

A c o l d  s h i v e r  r a n  up my back. I was a f r a i d  I was n o t  p r e p a r e d  

f o r  s u c h  a  jou rney .  

F r o m  now o n ,  n e i t h e r  you no r  I are i n  c h a r g e  of  what w i l l  

happen ,"  C a r l o s  c o n t i n u e d .  "Whatever may happen a f t e r  we c r o s s  t h e  

b o r d e r ,  f a l l s  w i t h i n  t h e  d e s i g n s  of  power. In o t h e r  words,  someth ing  

b e s i d e s  your  o r  I w i l l  be c a l l i n g  t h e  s h o t s . "  H e  gave  me a  p e n e t r a t -  

r i n g  l o o k .  "Are you up t o  i t ? "  



Before  I cou ld  r e p  l y ,  w e  Soun d  o u r s e  1 v e S  a t  t h e  b o r d e r  check- 

p o i n t .  C a r l o s  t o l d  m e  t h a t  h e  had l e f t  h i s  c a r  on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e ,  and 

t h a t  he would c r o s s  o v e r  and w a i t  f o r  m e  i n  Mexico. H e  showed me 

which form I needed t o  fill o u t  and which door  I would be  p a s s i n g  

t h r o u g h  t o  e n t e r  Mexico. H e  handed me my bag then  l e f t  t h r o u g h  t h a t  

same doorway and d i s a p p e a r e d  around t h e  c o r n e r  of t h e  b u i l d i n g .  

I d i d n ' t  l i k e  being l e f t  a l o n e .  I e n v i s i o n e d  i t  a s  a  test  t o  see 

it' I c o u l d  make i t  a c r o s s  on my own. O r  p e r h a p s ,  C a r l o s  t h o u g h t  I 

spoke  enough Span i sh  t h a t  I d i d n ' t  need him t o  t r a n s l a t e .  While I 

w a i t e d  i n  l i n e ,  I began a s s e s s i n g  my s i t u a t i o n .  I was a b o u t  t o  embark 

on a  Journey  w i t h  someone I had s e e n  i n  a  v i s i o n ;  on a q u e s t  f o r  power 

i n  a  manner t h a t  could  o n l y  be c a l l e d ,  " f o l l o w i n g  t h e  d e s i g n s  of  t h e  

s p i r i t . "  C a r l o s  had made i t  c l e a r  from t h e  o u t s e t  t h a t  w e  would n o t  

be on a  v a c a t i o n ,  bu t  under  t h e  a u s p i c e s  o f  power. I d i d n ' t  know what 

p o w e r '  meant ,  b u t  I knew t h a t  it was t o o  a b s t r a c t  a  c o n c e p t  f o r  . 
p r e c i s e  d e f i n i t i o n s .  On such  a j o u r n e y ,  a l l  one cou ld  do w a s  t o  

a c q u i e s c e ,  and f o l l o w  i t s  i l l u s i v e  c o u r s e .  

A s  I mul led  t h i n g s  o v e r ,  I had t h e  d i s t i n c t  f e e l i n g  I w a s  be ing  

watched.  Pe rhaps  Nel ida  o r  M r .  Abelar  were among t h e  Mexicans t h a t  

had l i n e d  up t o  c r o s s  t h e  b o r d e r .  I t  had been may months s i n c e  I had 

s e e n  them, b u t  I was c e r t a i n  I would r e c o g n i z e  them, e s p e c i a l l y  

E m i l l t o ,  who o f t e n  v i s i t e d  m e  i n  dreams. H e  had b i g  owl l i k e  e y e s ,  

t h a t  b l i n k e d  as h e  s t a r e d  v a c a n t l y .  I would wake up i n  t h e  middle  of 

t h e  n i g h t  and f i n d  him s t a n d i n g  by  my b e d s i d e .  Then he would v a n i s h  

b e f o r e  I cou ld  t a l k  t o  him. 

1 hea rd  r a s p y  coughing behind m e .  I t u r n e d  a round ,  j u s t  i n  t i m e  

t o  s e e  an o l d  man d r o p  a  huge g l o b  of  s a l i v a  o n t o  t h e  f l o o r .  I 
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c r i n g e d  n a u s e a t e d .  I would have moved away b u t  i n  f r o n t  of me was a  

woman h o l d i n g  a n  i n f a n t  whose runny n o s e  was making t r a c k s  on h i s  

f a c e .  H e  was t r y i n g  t o  g r a b  my h a i r  w i t h  h i s  s t i c k y  f i s t s .  I r ecog-  

n i z e d  t h e  t a t t e r e d  magenta r a b o s o ;  i t  w a s  t h e  same woman I had bumped 

i n t o  as I had h u r r i e d  t o  the Greyhound bus d e p o t .  She smi l ed  a t  m e  i n  

r e c o g n i t i o n  and s a i d  someth ing  i n  r a p i d  S p a n i s h  which I  d i d n ' t  

unde r s t and .  I s m i l e d  back dumbly nodding. 

I t  w a s  h o t  and s t u f f y  and I f e l t  d i z z y ,  b u t  I d i d n ' t  d a r e  t o  go 

t o  t h e  door  f o r  f e a r  o t  l o s i n g  my p l a c e  i n  l i n e .  I r eached  i n s i d e  my 

p u r s e  f o r  a s c e n t e d  h a n d k e r c h i e f  and waved i t  i n  f r o n t .  of  my f a c e  

w i t h  a  d e v i l  may c a r e  a t t i t u d e .  Ra the r  t h a n  l e a v i n g  me room, t h e  man 

behind m e  crowded fo rward  as  t h e  l i n e  p r o g r e s s e d .  I f e l t  a n o t h e r  wave 

of nausea  f l o o d  m e  and became t o t a l l y  judgmenta l .  

I r a t i o n a l i z e d  my f e e l i n g s  of s u p e r i o r i t y  as a n  a t t e m p t  t o  

ba l ance  my p h y s i c a l  d i s t r e s s .  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h e s e  were dange rous  

f e e l i n g s  t o  have.  During t h e  long  h o u r s  of r e c o u n t i n g  my l i f e ,  I had 

d i s c o v e r e d  t h a t  I  had been su r rounded  by p e o p l e  who f e l t  i n t r i n s i c a l l y  

s u p e r i o r  t o  everyone  else. T h e i r  s u p e r i o r i t y  was based  on n o t h i n g  b u t  

f a l s e  r e a s o n i n g ,  j u s t  a s  w a s  mine,. I had s imply  c o p i e d  t h e i r  f e e l i n g s  

t o  p e r f e c t i o n .  I k e p t  t e l l i n g  myself  t h a t  I was n o t  a  p a r t  of t h e  

s c e n e ,  bu t  was a s t u d e n t  of a n t h r o p o l o g y ,  a p e r s o n  of c u l t u r e d  

European a n c e s t r y ,  who was t h e r e  t o  do r e s e a r c h ,  n o t  be touched  by t h e  

p o v e r t y a n d  f i l t h  t h a t  pervaded  t h e  p l a c e .  

I n  t h e  m i d s t  of  my e m o t i o n a l  b u t t r e s s i n g ,  I e x p e r i e n c e d  a 

profound f e e l i n g  of d e j e c t i o n  as I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  months o f  r e c a p i t u -  

l a t i n g  meant n o t h i n g  when c o n f r o n t e d  w i t h  d i s c o m f o r t  and a l a c k  of  

c o n t r o l  wherein my i d e a  of t h e  myself  was t h r e a t e n e d .  What was worse ,  
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I s a w n o w ,  t h a t  t h e  power t o  imbue t h e  s e l f  w i t h  wor th ,  comes from an 

unshakable  c o r e  t h a t  w e  a l l  have ,  t h e  f e e l i n g  o r  r a t h e r  t h e  c e r t a i n t y  

t h a t  we a r e  s p e c i a l  and above r e p r o a c h .  

I moved forward  t o  p u t  d i s t a n c e  between myself  and t h e  o l d  man 

behind m e ,  of whom I k e p t  c a t c h i n g  g l impses  from t h e  c o r n e r  of my eye .  

He seemed t o  be inward ly  l a u g h i n g  a t  my d i s c o m f o r t ,  and t h a t  made m e  

even more annoyed. For d i s t r a c t i o n ,  I opened my p u r s e  and t o o k  o u t  t h e  

g o l d  pen C l a r a  had loaned  m e  t o  make my r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  list; a l i s t  of 

names of a l l  t h e  peop le  I had e v e r  encoun te red  d u r i n g  my l i f e t i m e .  I t  

had been a  long  l i s t  and I had come t o  c o n s i d e r  t h e  pen as  my own 

p o s s e s s i o n .  C l a r a  had s a i d  i t  had belonged t o  one of  t h e  members of 

t h e  n a g u a l s  p a r t y ,  a l t h o u g h  s h e  had n e v e r  s a i d  who t h a t  p e r s o n  was. 

i When 1 r e t u r n e d  t o  Los Ange le s ,  I took  t h e  pen w i t h  m e  and used it t o  

t a k e  my examina t ions  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y .  It I d i d  n o t  have my 'power '  

pen wi th  m e ,  I a lways f e l t  I d i d  p o o r e r  on t h e  exams. 

1 l i l t e d  o u t  t h e  t o u r i s t  c a r d  b u t  b e f o r e  I c o u l d  r e t u r n  t h e  pen 

t o  my p u r s e ,  t h e  o l d  man behind m e  b u t t e d  up a g a i n s t  m e  and a s k e d ,  

"May I borrow your  pen?" 

S t a r t l e d ,  t o  h e a r  e n g l i s h  spoken ,  I  t u r n e d a r o u n d  t o  f a c e  him. 

H e  was o l d ,  b u t  n o t  d e c r e p i d ;  of  medium h e i g h t ,  w i t h  a wide f l a t  n o s e ,  

and o r i e n t a l  l o o k i n g  e y e s .  He had a  a i r  of  f a m i l i a r i t y  a b o u t  him as he 

s m i l e d  i n  a. f r i e n d l y  manner. 

I looked a t  h i s  hands ;  t h e y  were d i r t y .  I d i d  n o t  want t o  l end  

my power pen t o  a s t r a n g e r  who might  con tamina te  i t  w i t h  wierd  e n e r g y ,  

o r  worse y e t ,  pocke t  it w h i l e  I w a s n ' t  l o o k i n g .  I wanted t o  say  I 

d i d n ' t  have a pen b u t  h e  had o b v i o u s l y  s e e n  m e  u s i n g  i t .  B e s i d e s ,  

o u t r i g h t  l y i n g  was something I had t r o u b l e  do ing .  The r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  



had helped me realize that my reluctance to lie stemmed from several 

painful childhood incidence. 

On one occasion, my mother had accused me of tracking mud onto 

her newly polished linoleum floor. I had had no trouble lying then, 

and I had accused my younger brother of dirtying up the floor. But 

when my mother found my muddy shoes under my bed, she made me apolog- 

ize to my brother and to beg his forgiveness. I also had to go to 

bet without supper. Later, as I recapitulated this event, I realized 

that it had not been so much the dirty kitchen floor that had infur- 

iated my mother, but the act of lying which was something well brought 

up girls simply ought not do. 

I looked at the old man. As if sensing my preoccupation, he 

wiped his hands on the front of his shirt to clean them. 

"It's a beautiful pen," he whispered leaning closer. "I will 

guard it carefully. Too many thieves around." 

I couldn't tell if he was being facetious, but as if in a daze, I 

slowly handed him the pen. From the corner of my eye, I kept a close 

watch to make sure he didn't pocket it. I snuck a few sideways 

glances at his face 'too. It was quite striking, now that I got a 

better look. He had high cheekbones, strong Indian features, and eyes 

that burned 'with a fierce bird-of-prey intensity that reminded me of 

Emilito's; it gave the man an awesome, yet strangely appealing 

quality. 

Watching his face made me dizzy. I heard a loud buzzing in my ear 

and felt a pressure at my solar plexus. The room began to sway and I 

! felt as if I was about to keel over. 

"Lean on me," tne man said as he pressed my back to steady me. 
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"When i s  t h e  baby due?" t h e  woman i n  f r o n t  o f  m e  asked  t u r n i n g  

a round .  

"What a r e  you t a l k i n g  abou t?"  1 stammered. 

I r e a l i z e d ,  t h e n ,  t h a t  t h e y  must have t h o u g h t  I was p r e g n a n t  and 

t h a t  was why I was f e e l i n g  f a i n t .  

" I  know how you must f e e l ,  d e a r , "  s a i d  t h e  woman g i v i n g  m e  a  

s y m p a t h e t i c  p a t .  She looked  l i k e  C l a r a ,  on ly  s h o r t e r ,  s t o c k i e r ,  and 

d a r k e r  complected.  "Xnen I w a s  c a r r y i n g  Heime," s h e  c o n t i n u e d ,  " I  

u sed  t o  f e e l  f a i n t  a l l  t h e  t ime."  

' I ' m  t i n e ,  1 s a i d .  " I  j u s t  h a v e n ' t  e a t e n . "  

I saw you i n  t h e  street w i t h  t h a t  young man," s h e  c o n t i n u e d  as  

i f  s h e  h a d n ' t  hea rd  m e .  " I s  he your husband,  o r  d i d  you c r o s s  t h e  

b o r d e r  t o  g e t  m a r r i e d ? "  

I d i d  n o t  come t o  Mexico t o  g e t  m a r r i e d , "  I y e l l e d .  "And I ' m  

n o t  p r e g n a n t  ! " 

Everyone i n  t h e  room t u r n e d  t o  look  a t  who was s h o u t i n g .  A young 

man l e a n i n g  a g a i n s t  t h e  w a l l  s m i l e d  and shook h i s  head a s  if he knew 

b e t t e r .  

"Perhaps  you came f o r  an a b o r t i o n , "  t h e  o l d  man s a i d  w i t h  a 

s n i c k e r .  "Shame on you." H e  g r i n n e d  making h i s  e y e s  look  w i l d .  

I was s o  embar ra s sed  t h a t  I had a ha rd  t i m e  i n t a k i n g  enough a i r .  

I s t a r e d  a t  t h e  o l d  man ' s  f a c e .  H i s  e y e s  were s h i n i n g  as if i l l u m i -  

n a t e d  by two t i n y  f l ames .  They were b l a c k ,  g l o s s y ,  l i k e  a n  a n i m a l ' s  

e x c e p t  f o r  two t i n y  d o t s  of  amber l i g h t  t h a t  k e p t  g e t t i n g  l a r g e r  and 

l a r g e r .  Y e t  t r y  as I m i g h t ,  1 c o u l d  n o t  t u r n  my head away. I became 

mesmerized by h i s  e y e s .  The room became a  w h i t e  haze  e x c e p t  f o r  t h e  
. , 

man ' s  f a c e ,  which had a golden  r i n g  around it. Then h i s  f a c e  s t a r t e d  



to expand until his features disappeared altogether. All that was left 

was a ball of light. I was no longer in the room, but seemed to be 

moving at infinite speed through a long black tunnel. 

"Make room," I heard someone call. "Give the gringa some air." 

I opened my eyes to see muddy shoes and kacki trousers. I was 

gazing up a handful of strangers who were looking down at me. I 

realized, then, I was lying on the floor of the border checkpoint. 

The thought of being on that dirty floor full of spit and filth, made 

me immediately raise up. Someone helped me to stand by pulling my 

arms. Another person handed me water in a paper cup. Gratefully, I 

drank it not thinking whether it was drinkable or not. 

. . ,  I remembered my pen. I looked for the old man with the burning 

eyes, but to my dismay, he was no where in sight. 

A younger man solicitously Banded me half of a cheese sandwich 

wrapped in cellophane. I took it numbly. All 1 wanted was to get out 

of that room into the fresh air. When the official stamped my form, I 

hurried out the side door stepping into, air, light and mariachimusic 

coming from a nearby restaurant. 

Across the street I saw Carlos talking to some men sitting on 

large cement sacKs that had been stacked up against the side of a 

builaing. When I approached, he did not introduce me but hurriedly 

broke off the conversation. 

"No problems crossing?" he asked. 

"it was so stuffy in that room that I keeled over and hit the 

floor," I said dryly. "Then someone swiped my gold pen. And everyone 

accused me of being pregnant, but other than that, it all went fine." 
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" A r e  you s e r i o u s ? "  he a sked .  

D o  I l o o k  l i k e  I ' m  jok ing?"  

H e  looked a t  m e  concerned .  I imagined my p a l l o r  w a s  as  g r e y  a s  

t h e  powdered cement s c a t t e r e d  o v e r  ground. 

"When was t h e  l a s t  time you 've  e a t e n ? "  

I had a  f l e e t i n g  image of Clara ' s  well  lit k i t c h e n  and t h e  

wonderfu l  meals  w e  would have t h e r e  p r e p a r e d  by t h e  e l u s i v e  c a r e t a k e r ,  

E m i l i t o .  

' A  l i f e  t i m e  a g o , "  1 s a i d  knowing t h a t  I was i n d u l g i n g  i n  

melancholy  and s e l f  p i t y .  I a l lowed t h e  waves of d e j e c t i o n  t o  p a s s  

u n t i l  I f e l t  a t  e a s e  a g a i n .  

C a r l o s  s a i d  something i n  S p a n i s h  t o  t h e  p e o p l e  h e  had been 

t a l k i n g  t o  and t h e y  a l l  looked  a t  me and shook t h e i r  heads  pa the -  

t i c a l l y .  

" C a r l i t o s  c e r t a i n l y  has  h i s  hands f u l l , "  one of them s a i d  i n  

h e a v i l y  a c c e n t e d  E n g l i s h ,  and eve ryone  g i g g l e d  and nodded i n  ag ree -  

ment.  Then I saw a man walk p a s s e d  U s  a t  a b r i s k  pace .  H e  seemed t o  be 

i n  a  g r e a t  h u r r y  b u t  he paused and t u r n e d  f o r  an i n s t a n t  as i f  h e  

wanted m e  t o  see h i s  f a c e .  

" T h a t ' s  him,"  I s a i d ,  g rabb ing  C a r l o s '  s l e e v e .  "He's t h e  one who 

t o o k  my pen ." 
' Who? 

But b e f o r e  I cou ld  p o i n t  t h e  man o u t ,  he d i s a p p e a r e d  i n  t h e  crowd 

of Mexicans g a t h e r e d  i n  t h e  s t r e e t .  



Santa  Ana 

I t  was hot  i n  t h e  Sonoran d e s e r t ;  over 1UU degrees i n  t h e  shade. 

In a c a r  without a i r  condi t ion ing ,  i t  was l i k e  being i n  an oven turned 

on low. I had lea rned  t o  make beef jerky t h a t  way, l eav ing  t h e  t h i n  

s t r i p s  o t  meat on an oven rack  t o  dehydrate over n igh t .  The windows 

o t  t h e  Chevrolet were r o l l e d  down and t h e  ho t  a i r  fanned my face .  I -  

f e l t  l i k e  a p i ece  of beef j e rky ,  dry and l i f e l e s s .  

'Can you be more s p e c i f i c  a s  t o  what we a r e  going t o  do on t h i s  

journey of power?" I asked Car los  p u l l i n g  down t h e  v i s o r  t o  s h i e l d  my 

eyes from t h e  g l a r e  of t h e  road.  

Car los  glanced a t  me i n  s p u r t s  a s  he drove. " 1 t ' s  d i f f i c u l t  t o  

e x p l a i n , "  he s a i d  slowing down t o r  a curve. "We're j u s t  going proceed 

without  any s p e c i f i c  p lan and a l low t h e  s p i r i t  t o  guide us .  T h a t ' s  

what I do whenever I come t o  Mexico t o  s e e  don Juan. I abandon myself 

t o  t h e  circumstances a s  they p re sen t  themselves." 

"That sounds t i n e  t o  me," I s a i d .  "But a r e  we j u s t  going t o  d r i v e  

a imless ly  o r  a r e  we heading somewhere i n  p a r t i c u l a r ? "  

"We a r e  going t o  t h e  Yaqui towns of Vicam and Potam w i t h  t h e  hope 

o t  f i n d i n g  ceremonial masks t o r  t h e  Ethnographic museum. ' That w i l l  be 

our o v e r t  maneuver; but e s s e n t i a l l y  we a r e  search ing  f o r  power." 

"How w i l l  we know when we f i n d  i t?" I asked wiping t h e  sweat o f f  

my torehead wi th  a paper towel. 



Carlos  laughed a t  my pained express ion.  "We w i l l  know because 

something i n  us w i l l  change, o r  our percep t ion  of t h e  world w i l l  

change. E i t h e r  way our  journey begins t h e r e ,  i n  t h e  Yaqui towns." 

"Why the re?"  

"Because t h a t ' s  where don Juan and h i s  a s s o c i a t e s  ga ther  t o  renew 

themselves. That i s  where t h e  s o r c e r e r s  of h i s  group come t o  r e s t o r e  

t h e i r  power. 

The t e r r a i n  trom Nogales t o  Hermosillo w a s  d e s o l a t e ;  f o r  miles  

t h e r e  was nothing t o  s e e  except g i a n t  saguaro cac tus  and Long spiny 

o c o t i l l o  i n t e r spe r sed  wi th  toyon t r e e s  and smal l  shrubs.  Now and 

then ,  we passed a dense c l u s t e r  of p r i ck ly  pear  wi th  smal l  b i rds  

pecking a t  i t s  red f r u i t .  For d i s t r a c t i o n ,  I t r i e d  t o  i d e n t i f y  a s  

many d i f f e r e n t  types  o t  f l o r a  a s  I could. I t  I d i d  n o t  recognize  a 

I p l a n t ,  I asked Car los  i t s  name. He seemed very knowledgeable regard- 

ing  t h e  vege ta t i on  of t h e  a r ea .  

" A t  one time I wanted t o  study t h e  medicinal  p r o p e r t i e s  of 

p l a n t s , "  he s a id .  "And don Juan o f t e n  took me h ik ing  i n  t h e  d e s e r t . "  

"Is i t  poss ib l e  t o  s u r v i v e  i n  t h e  d e s e r t ? "  I asked. 

"The Indians u s e  t h e  b a r r e l  cac tus  a s  a source  o t  water  and of 

course  t h e  f r u i t  of t h e  tuna  is  e d i b l e , "  he r ep l i ed .  "As w e l l  a s  many 

o t  t h e  o t h e r  shrubs and roo t s .  But you have t o  know about p l a n t s . "  

The Pan American highway c u t  t h e  f i a t  t e r r a i n  l i k e  a black 

r ibbon.  I watched t h e  whi te  l i n e  s t r e t c h i n g  ahead of us u n t i l  it 

disappeared near  t h e  hor izon i n  a shimmering mirage of vaporous water. 

TO ease  my d i s t r e s s ,  I fanned myself wi th  a cologne scented handker- 

ch i e f .  Car los  glanced a t  t h e  white c l o t h  waving l i k e  a f l a g  of t r u c e ,  

s and wrinkled h i s  nose. 



"It  smel ls  l i k e  a r o s e  garden,"  he s a i d  h a l t  smil ing but when he 

sneezed,  I could t e l l  t h e  pertume bothered him. 

I pu t  t h e  handkerchief back i n  my purse and popped a c h i c k l e t t e  

i n t o  my mouth. f o r  d i s t r a c t i o n  I t e s t e d  myself on how many v a r i e t y  of 

f l o r a  I could a c t u a l l y  i d e n t i t y  wi thout  h i s  he lp .  I could p ick  ou t  

t h e  bisnaga,  t h e  t una ,  t h e  maguey, which is used t o  make t e q u i l a ,  t h e  

t a l l  yucca t h a t  blooms only once every t e n  y e a r s ,  and, of course ,  t h e  

manzani l la  and toyon t r e e s  loaded with  scrumptious but i n e d i b l e  red 

b e r r i e s .  

Around noon, we came t o  a s t r e t c h  of highway t h a t  was being 

r epa i r ed .  Ne slowed down t o  a crawl and I watched the  s h i r t l e s s  road 

workers manually f i l l i n g  i n  potholes .  A worker wi th  a red  kerch ie f  

around h i s  head, was shovel ing t a r  from a bucket ,  t h e  o t h e r  wearing a 

wide-brimmed s t r aw  h a t ,  was r o i l i n g  t h e  t a r  o u t  w i th  an implement t h a t  

looked l i k e  an enormous i ron .  Fur ther  down t h e  road ,  ano ther  worker 

was brushing water on the  f r e s h l y  t a r e d  a r e a ,  sweeping it wi th  a wet 

broom, causing steam t o  torm a s  t h e  water  evaporated i n  t h e  hea t .  

The f r e s h  a s p h a l t  looked l i k e  a t h i c k  s t r i p  o t  melted l i c o r i c e ,  

good enough t o  e a t .  I r e a l i z e d  then ,  t h a t  I was famished. iixcept t o r  

t h e  soda I had i n  Nogales, some f r u i t  we had bought a t  a  roads ide  

s t a n d ,  and some c racke r s  I had found i n  a bag i n  t h e  back s e a t ,  I had 

n o t  ea t en  s i n c e  G i l a  Bend. 

I n  Nogales, Car los  had o f f e r e d  t o  feed me, but my f a i n t i n g  s p e l l  

had Le t t  me too  u p s e t  t o  e a t .  I t  would be t h r e e  hours before  we 

reached Hermosil lo,  where Car los  s a i d  he knew of an e x c e l l e n t  r e s t a u -  

r a n t .  Resigned, I searched through my purse f o r  some more chewing gum 
,, 
! 

. . t o  moisten my t h r o a t .  
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The over r i p e  mangos were fermenting i n  t h e  p l a s t i c  sack i n  t h e  

back s e a t .  A pungent o rder  d r i f t e d  forward and invaded my n o s t r i l s .  

The smel l  was f a m i l i a r ,  y e t  n o t  o f fens ive .  I c losed my eyes and l e t  

t h e  s c e n t  of mangos envelop me. 

A s  my s inuses  c l e a r e d ,  I s a w  a  purple l i g h t  i n  t h e  a r e a  around my 

forehead.  The space opened up i n t o  a  scene i n  f r o n t  of my eyes. I go t  

a glimpse of Emi l i to  making h i s  s p e c i a l  brew of mango l i queu r .  He was 

wearing a  c h e f ' s  h a t  and had on an apron over h i s  nea t ly  pressed blue 

o v e r a l l s .  He was i n  t h e  k i tchen  of C l a r a ' s  house, s tand ing  i n  f r o n t  of 

t h e  enormous wood burning s tove .  

"Because you a r e  a  t r e e  dwel le r , "  he s a i d ,  "you a r e  e n t i t l e d  t o  

sample t h i s  e x c e i i e n t  l i queu r  I ' v e  brewed." 

I s t a r e d  a t  him dumfounded. 

"I d i d n ' t  know you drank l i q u o r ,  Emi l i to ,  l e t  a lone 'brewed it 

y o u r s e l t .  I s n ' t  it bad t o r  your hea l th?"  

I t  i s , "  he admitted wi th  a  devil-may-care gleam i n  h i s  eye. 

"Hut t h i s  i s  a s p e c i a l  occas ion ,  s o  we w i l l  t r y  some, you and I." 

I began t o  f e e l  t h a t  f a m i l i a r  panic whenever Emil i to  broke one of 

h i s  s t r i n g e n t  r u l e s .  I had never  seen Emil i to  t h i s  re laxed be tore .  He 

was always so  c a r e f u l  about what he a t e  o r  drank because of h i s  

A dozen quest ions  and a s  many t e a r s  flooded d e l i c a t e  c o n s t i t u t i o n .  

me. 

"What is  t h e  spec 

" I t ' s  my bir thday 

i a l  occasion?"  I asked. 

,I' he s a i d  wi th  a  c h i l d l i k e  squeal .  

'But  I thought one d i d n ' t  c e l e b r a t e  bi r thdays  i n  t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  

world. What about t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  what about e r a s ing  your personal  

h i s t o r y ,  what about f ac ing  on coming time?" 
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"What about them?" he asked b l i n k i n e l i k e  a b i r d .  

He took out  of t h e  cupboard two e x q u i s i t e  e tched l i q u o r  g l a s se s .  

I had never seen them t h e r e  be fo re ,  i n  s p i t e  o f t h e  keen eye I kep t  on 

t h e  placement of o b j e c t s  i n  and about t h e  house. Nothing had escaped 

my s c r u t i n y  t o r  I had been obsessed wi th  determining who l i ved  i n  t h e  

house and what they were up t o .  

"I though t h a t  l o s i n g  o n e ' s  personal  h i s t o r y  meant t h a t  one 

d i d n ' t  focus on t h e  day one was born,  l e t  a lone  c e l e b r a t e  i t , "  I s a i d ,  

admiring t h e  g l a s se s .  They were c r y s t a l  wi th  a d e l i c a t e  stem and t h e  

f a i n t e s t  geometric p a t t e r n  etched i n  t h e  r i m .  

He c a r e f u l l y  s e t  t h e  g l a s s e s  down on t h e  t a b l e .  "Where d id  you 

ever  g e t  t h a t  i dea?"  he asked. "The day you were born is  most impor- 

t a n t . "  

" I t ' s  a  day I want t o  t o r g e t , "  I s a i d .  

He smacked h i s  l i p s ,  "Well, it i t  i s n ' t  important  t o  you, then  it 

is  t o  me." 

' I  d o n ' t  understand." 

" I t ' s  important because t h a t  was t he  day I began repaying my 

d e b t , "  he explained. 

' I  s t i l l  d o n ' t  g e t  it. Can you t e l l  me what you mean?" 

"The day you woke up i n  t h e  harness and lowered yourse l f  down 

from t h e  t r e e ,  and t h e  f i r s t  moment you l a i d  eyes on me a t  t h i s  very 

k i t chen  door,  t h a t  was t h e  day I began repaying my debt .  As f a r  a s  

I ' m  concerned, t h a t  was your b i r thday  and, i n  a way, mine too.  And i n  

c a s e  you d i d n ' t  know i t ,  which you d o n ' t  because you have a s l u g g i s h ,  

l a zy  mind, t h a t  day was exac t ly  one year  ago from today. So, Taisha 

l e t ' s  d r ink  up and c e l e b r a t e  our  freedom." 
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He handed me the  she r ry  g l a s s  f i l l e d  w i th  a yellow orange t h i c k  

l i q u i d  he had poured out  of a c l e a r  d i s t i l l e r y  f l a s k ,  t h e  kind wi th  

t h e  bulbous bottom one s e e s  i n  a chemists  laboratory.  He held up h i s  

g l a s s  and waited t o r  me t o  do t h e  same. 

I had t h e  f o r e s i g h t  t o  know t h a t  a s  soon a s  our  g l a s s e s  touched 

something monumental would happen. I h e s i t a t e d .  1 d i d n ' t  want t o  

t o a s t ,  and y e t  I was compelled t o  fo l low ~ m i l i t o ' s  ge s tu re .  Reluc- 

t a n t l y ,  I held  up my g l a s s  and s a i d  ' p r o s t '  t h e  way Emi l i to  had, and 

even t r i e d  t o  smile  a b i t .  Then he i n s i s t e d w e  c l i n k  g l a s se s .  

He sipped h i s  l i quo r  d e l i c a t e l y ,  savor ing every b i t .  I cau t ious-  

l y  took a s i p  o t  mine. I nea r ly  choked. It  t a s t e d  l i k e  sweet turpen-  

t i n e .  Thick, and s t i c k y  and warm. Emi l i t o ,  happy t h a t  I was d r ink ing  

h i s  concoction,  looked a t  me with  such hopeful  a n t i c i p a t i o n  t h a t  I 
,,. 

. . took another  s i p .  

" I s n ' t  t h i s  r e a l l y  something?" he s a i d  wai t ing  f o r  my rep ly .  

'Yes,  it i s , "  I s a id  t r y i n g  n o t  t o  grimace. 

That was a l l  I could say;  t h e  l i queu r  had burned my t h r o a t  and I 

wondered it I would ever t a l k  again.  He made me d r ink  every drop and 

then I passed out .  

I remembered having t h e  most v iv id  dream. There was C la ra  and 

Manfred and gorgeous Nelida. I thought we were a t  a  p i c n i c  grounds, 

u n t i l  I r e a l i z e d  it was t h e  back of someone's house. There was an open 

t i r e  i n  an o i l  drum f i l l e d  wi th  mesquite wood and a g r i d  on top. I 

smelled pork r o a s t i n g  over mesquite wood. There was a l a r g e  ga the r ing ;  

among them, a few were young but o t h e r s  were o l d e r ,  and one young man 

i n  p a r t i c u l a r  was s t a r i n g  a t  me. They a l l  seemed s o  happy and bubbling 



with  enthusiasm and c a r e f r e e  d e l i g h t ,  t h a t  I f o r g o t  my anx ie ty  and was 

happy too.  

I focused my gaze on t h e  young man. He seemed t o  be t h e  cen te r  

of t h e  group o t  people who were l i s t e n i n g  t o  him t a l k .  I wanted t o  go 

over t h e r e ,  but Nelida stopped me. She placed her  hand on my shoulder  

and s a i d ,  "Stay he re ,  i t ' s  n o t  time y e t .  Y o u ' l l  meet t h e  new nagual  

soon, on t h e  o t h e r  s ide .  Then your t a s k  w i l l  be t o  merge t h e  two 

s i d e s .  Only t h e  profoundest  a t t e c t i o n  w i l l  a l low you t o  do t h a t . "  

I woke up. Something was poking my r i b s .  I r e a l i z e d  it was t h e  

c a r  door handle. We must have gone around a sharp  curve because I was 

slumped a g a i n s t  t he  door. 

"Damn dogs,"  Car los  s a i d .  "They're always c ros s ing  t h e  s t r e e t  

when a c a r ' s  coming." 

"Did we h i t  i t ? "  I asked concerned. 

Car los  reached ou t  an arm t o  help me s t r a i g h t e n  up. "No," he  

s a i d  r e tu rn ing  h i s  hand t o  t h e  s t e e r i n g  wheel. "I th ink  we were i n  

luck." 

I looked up j u s t  i n  t ime t o  s ee  a mangy dog s l i t h e r i n g  o f f  t h e  

s i d e  of t h e  road i n t o  a gu l ly .  

"Are t h e r e  people l i v i n g  around here?" I asked s u r p r i s e d  t o  s ee  a 

domesticated animal. Except f o r  t h e  cons t ruc t ion  crew, whom I assumed 

were t h e r e  j u s t  t o  r e p a i r  t h e  road,  some crows and a f i e l d  mouse 

d a r t i n g  ac ros s  t h e  road,  I h a d n ' t  seen a s i n g l e  s i g n  o t  l i f e  f o r  

miles .  

,, Natu ra l ly ,  t h e r e  a r e  people l i v i n g  h e r e , "  Car los  r e p l i e d .  "Near 

t h e  h i l l s  t h e r e  a r e  many rancher ias .  You c a n ' t  s ee  them from t h e  



highway, but t h e y ' r e  t he re .  I t ' s  dangerous t o  wonder about he re  a t  

n i g h t .  People around he re  shoot f i r s t  and ask ques t ions  l a t e r . "  

"Who would want t o  l i v e  ou t  here  i n  t h e  middle of t he  Sonoran 

d e s e r t ? "  I s a i d ,  hoping t h e  temperamental Chevrole t  wouldn' t  choose 

t h i s  s p o t  t o  break down. 

" I t ' s  no t  a  q u e s t i o n  of want ing,"  Carlos cor rec ted  me. "This 

e n t i r e  a r e a  was a t  one time s e t t l e d  by the  Yaqui Indians before  they 

were r e loca t ed  t o  Cen t r a l  Mexico. L a t e r ,  they were brought back by the  

ca r loads  t o  work i n  t h e  mines. We a r e  near ing a  town ca l l ed  Santa  Ana 

named a f t e r  t h e  famous genera l  who fought a t  t h e  Alamo and who l a t e r  

became Pres ident  o t  Mexico. There ' s  even a  song about t h e  town.'' 

" I ' v e  never heard of i t ,  t h e  song I mean. I ' v e  heard of t he  

genera l .  Wasn't he p re s iden t  of Mexico t h r e e  t imes?"  

"He got  h i s  l e g  sho t  o t f  and they had a  h e r o ' s  b u r i a l  f o r  i t , "  

Carlos s a id .  "And when he f e l l  o u t  of grace  they  dug up t h e  l e g  and 

threw it i n  t he  r i ve r . "  

I took a  map o t  Mexico ou t  of t h e  glove compartment and c a r e f u l l y  

unfolding i t  then r e f o l d i n g  it t o  show o n l y  t h e  a r e a  t h a t  concerned 

us .  I wanted t o  s e e  j u s t  how f a r  we were from HermosilLo and t h a t  

e x c e l l e n t  r e s t a u r a n t  t h a t  Car los  had s a i d  was t h e r e .  

As we turned a  curve,  a  Pemex s t a t i o n  and a  c l u s t e r  of bui ldings  

came i n t o  view. The houses were whi te  wi th  doors pa in ted  a  b r i l l i a n t  

t u rquo i se ,  t h e  widespread co lo r  of t he  area .  Most of t he  houses i n  

Sonora had t h e i r  doors t u rquo i se  o r  blue. I had always thought 

it was t o  represen t  t h e  blue c loak of t he  Virgin  of Guadalupe, but 

Carlos s a i d  it was because it was an easy co lo r  f o r  d i v e r s  t o  s e e ,  so  
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they  wouldn' t  run i n t o  t h e  houses coming around t h e  curves  of t h e  

narrow s t r e e t s .  

I t  made sense.  By t h e  looks of t h e  d i r t  alleyways and no 

s idewalks ,  it would be easy f o r  a t ruck  o r  c a r  t o  swerve around a bend 

t o o  f a s t  and ram a house. 

"This is  Santa Ana," Car los  s a i d  slowing down. " I f  y o u ' r e  hungry 

we can s t o p  and g e t  something t o  e a t  here ."  

I 'began t o  s a l i v a t e  w i th  a n t i c i p a t i o n .  But when I saw a dead dog 

on t h e  roads ide ,  r e c e n t l y  h i t  by a c a r ,  my stomach a g a i n  became 

queasy. Car los  pul led i n t o  t h e  gas s t a t i o n  and t o l d  me t o  w a i t  f o r  

him i n  t h e  bui lding nex t  door which was' a  r e s t a u r a n t  whi le  he f i l l e d  

t h e  car  w i th  p e t r o l .  

When I en te red ,  I found t h e  l a r g e  a i r y  room was deser ted .  I t  had 

a black and white linoleum Â ± l o o r  metal  t a b l e s  with green speckled 

formica tops ,  tramed p i c t u r e s  of t he  swiss  a l p s  on t h e  whi te  washed 

w a l l s ,  and taded r u t t l e d  c u r t a i n s  on t h e  casement windows, whose 

sashes  were painted t h e  t r a d i t i o n a l  blue. There was even a broken down 

jukebox i n  t h e  corner.  The p l a c e  looked l i k e  something ou t  of a 

f i f t i e s  movie. Any minute I expected a motorcycle gang t o  r i d e  through 

t h e  door, and revving t h e i r  motors r i d e  c i r c l e s  around t h e  t a b l e s .  

I s a t  down a t  one of t h e  t a b l e s  under a c e i l i n g  t a n  t h a t  had one 

o t  i t s  armatures missing. A l ean  middle aged woman and a g i r l  of 

about t e n  came out  from behind a blue c u r t a i n  t h a t  l e d  t o  another  

room. The woman seemed groggy from t h e  h e a t ,  o r  perhaps they  had been 

t ak ing  a s i e s t a  i n  t h e  nex t  room and were awaken when I entered.  I 

smiled a t  t h e  woman, and winked a t  t h e  g i r l ,  who immediately r a n  and 

h i d  behind t h e  cu r t a in .  



Cont iden t ly ,  I ordered two P i e n a t i e l  mineral  waters  s i n  gas i n  

Spanish. The woman smiled and nodded and momentarily re turned  wi th  one 

b o t t l e  of mineral  water  wi th  bubbles and a  g l a s s  of i c e ,  which she  s e t  

on t h e  t a b l e  w i t h  a  bang. I decided it was s a f e r  t o  d r ink  d i r e c t l y  

from t h e  b o t t l e  and bypass t h e  g l a s s  and t h e  i c e .  I was t r y i n g  t o  

dec ipher  t h e  hand w r i t t e n  menu, when Carlos came i n  and s a t  down 

ac ros s  from me. 

" fo rge t  what ' s  on t h e  menu," he s a i d  tak ing  it  ou t  of my hand. 

" In  r u r a l  Mexico, i t ' s  bes t  t o  o rde r  t h e  p l a t e  of t he  day." 

"And what might t h a t  be?" I asked handing him a  napkin I had 

p r i e d  ou t  trom t h e  s t a i n l e s s  s t e e l  napkin holder. 

" I ' l l  f i n d  o u t , "  he s a i d  and beckoned t o r  t h e  woman t o  come over.  

A f r i e n d l y  exchange tollowed. Car los  attempted t o  inc lude  me i n  

t h e  conversa t ion ,  but t he  t low w a s  too  f a s t ,  so  I j u s t  nodded dumbly 

whenever I thought it was app rop r i a t e .  Then Carlos turned t o  me and 

s a i d  i n  Engl ish ,  "She says  t h e  stew i s  t r e s h .  The meat was j u s t  k i l l e d  

today. " 

"What kind o t  meat a r e  we t a l k i n g  about?" I asked remembering t h e  

dead dog on t h e  highway. 

" I t ' s  hard t o  say ,"  he r e p l i e d  wi th  a  shrug. "Le t ' s  t i n d  o u t ,  

s h a l l  we. I ' l l  o rde r  two s p e c i a l t i e s  oÂ t h e  house." 

S ince  I had agreed we were on a  t r i p  of power and t h a t  I would 

o t t e r  a s  l i t t l e  r e s i s t a n c e  a s  p o s s i b l e ,  I accepted h i s  recommendations 

w i th  a nod. 

"Stew w i l l  be t i n e , "  I s a i d  c lean ing  my spoon with  a  napkin. 

Car los  ordered f o r  me, and t h e  woman, i n  a  faded blue s k i r t  and 



; ! white  b louse ,  gave me an angry look a s  i f  offended t h a t  I had cleaned 

t h e  s i lverware .  

Right away t h e  woman re turned  wi th  two bowels on a t r a y  along 

wi th  a s t a c k  o t  steaming t o r t i l l a s  and a bowl of green c h i l l y  peppers. 

She s e t  them on t h e  t a b l e  and I was s o  famished t h a t  before she  had 

even taken t h e  t o r t i l l a s  o f f  t h e  t r a y ,  I had a l r eady  dipped i n t o  t h e  

stew. I n e a r l y  choked. I t  was t h e  h o t t e s t  stew I had ever  t a s t ed .  I 

l i t e r a l l y  had t o  douse t h e  f i r e  i n  my mouth wi th  mineral  water .  

The w a i t r e s s  chuckled and pretended no t  t o  n o t i c e  my discomfort ,  

but I suspected t h a t  she  was g e t t i n g  back a t  me f o r  i n s i n u a t i n g  t h a t  

her  s i l ve rware  wasn ' t  c l ean  and had spiked my po r t i on  of stew wi th  

e x t r a  c h i l i  powder. 

. I c a n ' t  t e l l  what kind of meat t h i s  i s , "  I s a i d  a f t e r  downing 
'1 

p len ty  of water. "The c h i l e  powder is  too  overpowering." 

The stew inc lud ing  t h e  meat looked uniformly brownish r e d ,  

al though I thought I de t ec t ed  a few beans o r  perhaps they were bones; 

I wasn ' t  sure .  

"Do you suppose i t ' s  dog meat?" I asked peer ing  a t  t h e  stew. 

Car los  took a b i t e .  "No, most l i k e l y  i t ' s  bee t , "  he s a i d  and 

con t iden t ly  took another  b i t e .  "Hmm. On second thought ,  perhaps i t s  

donkey meat. " 

Regardless o r  what it was, he made s h o r t  s h r i f t  o t  h i s  stew. 

Apparently he was no s t r a n g e r  t o  c h i l e  peppers e i t h e r ,  t o r  he  a t e  a 

couple oÂ t h e  green ones r i g h t  from t h e  bowel. I ,  on t h e  o t h e r  hand, 

only picked a t  my food and s t u f f e d  myself wi th  t o r t i l l a s .  

' I  s u r e  hope I ' m  n o t  e a t i n g  someone's pe t , "  I s a i d  by way of 

commentary. 
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"Dogs a r e n ' t  pe t s  around h e r e , "  Car los  informed me. "There i s n ' t  

enough food t o  f eed  people l e t  a lone  dogs. A dog 's  l i f e  i n  Sonora i s  

t r u l y  worth nothing.  They have t o  scrounge a l l  day f o r  tood where 

t h e r e  i s n  t any." 

A f l y  landed on t h e  t o r t i l l a s  and I qu ick ly  shooed it  away wi th  a  

f l i c k  of my hand. 

"How come Mexico is  so  poor?" I asked t a r i n g  o f t  a  b i t  of t he  

t o r t i l l a  and leav ing  t h e  p a r t  where t h e  f l y  had landed. "It  seems t o  

me t h a t  w i th  a l l  t h e  a i d  from the  United S t a t e s  government, they could 

grow enough food t o  feed t h e i r  populat ion."  

Car los  shook h i s  head. "There 's  too much g r a f t  and c o r r u p t i o n  i n  

t h e  higher  p l a c e s , "  he s a i d .  "Very l i t t l e  of t h e  money ever t r i c k l e s  

down t o  where i t ' s  r e a l l y  needed." 

"Graf t  and co r rup t ion , "  I s a i d .  "Two of t h e  meanest words i n  t he  

Engl ish  language. " 

I looked a t  Car los ,  h i s  spark ing  eyes had taken on a  somber a i r  

r evea l ing  a  more s e r i o u s  s i d e  of h i s  na tu re .  

"The r evo lu t ion  d i d n ' t  f r e e  t h e  Mexican people ,"  he continued.  

" I t  only  enslaved them more. Now everything i s  i n  t h e  hands of the  

governmentor  t h e  big a g r i c u l t u r a l  conglomerates, and t h e  people  a r e  

s t i l l  going hungry. What kind o t  r evo lu t ion  is  t h a t ,  when n ine ty  

percent  o t  t he  land i s  s t i l l  i n  t h e  hands of a  meager t en  percen t?"  

J u s t  then t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l  turned on t h e  jukebox, and t h e  room was 

t i l l e d  w i t h  l i v e l y  music. I t  was a  ranchera ,  t h e  t y p i c a l  music of 

Sonora. The ins t ruments  included t h e  s m a l l  accordion,  a  harmonica and 

some s o r t  of percuss ion sound a l l  blended toge the r  i n  a  l i v e l y  beat 



t h a t  reminded me o t  a  german polka. I wondered what t h e  words were and 

asked Car los  t o  t r a n s l a t e .  

"I thought you s a i d  you spoke Spanish," Carlos remarked. 

"I do, i n  an elementary s o r t  o t  way." 

"How elementary do you mean?" 

I r e a l i z e d  it would be impossible t o  keep up a  p re tense .  I n  a  

country were on ly  Spanish was spoke, o n e ' s  d e f i c i e n c i e s  would un- 

doubtedly become c l e a r .  I t  was b e t t e r  t h a t  I made a  c l ean  b a r e s t  of 

th ings .  

" F i r s t  year  co l l ege  l e v e l , "  I admitted.  "I won't expect  you t o  

t r a n s l a t e  everything.  Besides ,  I understand a  g r e a t  dea l . "  

Car los  nodded. Apparently he d i d n ' t  bel ieve my boasting.  

The song ended a s  ab rup t ly  a s  it had begun. The woman came over 

and stood by t h e  t a b l e  and cha t ted  wi th  Carlos i n  a  f l i r t a t i o u s  

manner. I looked on, t r y i n g  t o  to l low t h e  g i s t  of t h e i r  conversat ion.  

I could t e l l  t h a t  she  was d e f i n i t e l y  a t t r a c t e d  by Car los  and t h a t  a t  

one po in t  she  was saying t e r r i b l e  th ings  about her  drunken husband. 

But when I was unable  fo l low t h e i r  banter  of jokes and l a u g h t e r ,  I 

gave up l i s t e n i n g  and began a s se s s ing  t h e  woman's appearance. 

I w a s  s u r p r i s e d  t o  s e e  t h a t  t h e  woman wasn ' t  a s  o l d  a s  she  had 

f i r s t  seemed. I n  f a c t ,  under her  un t idy  appearance, she was b e a u t i f u l ;  

w i th  l a r g e  almond eyes,  h igh  cheekbones and p e r f e c t l y  f l a w l e s s  bronze 

sk in .  Her e l a b o r a t e  pendant e a r r i n g s  and long,  j e t  black h a i r ,  t h a t  

was done i n  a  s i n g l e  b ra id ,  gave her  an e x o t i c  look. Incongruously,  

she  wore a l a r g e  amethyst r i n g  on t h e  index f i n g e r  of her  r i g h t  hand. 

There was something about her  t h a t  looked f a m i l i a r ,  y e t  I c o u l d n ' t  p i n  



p o i n t  what it was. I wondered who she was, and what had caused her  t o  

spend her  l i k e  working i n  a  d e s e r t  town i n  Sonora. 

I r e a l i z e d  I was beginning t o  t e e 1  supe r io r  again.  The woman's 

e n t i r e  l i t e  had been decided t o r  her.  She had no a l t e r n a t i v e  but t o  

fo l low t h e  designs o t  her  t a t e .  Then I began t o  p i t y  her  f o r  being 

s t u c k  i n  a  smal l  town having t o  wai t  on customers a t  a l l  hou r s ,  and t o  

t ake  c a r e  o t  a  husband who dr inks  excess ive ly ,  and an obviously 

undernourished,  s i c k l y  daughter.  The only excitement i n  h e r  dreary 

l i t e  would be going t o  mass on Sunday and gossiping with  her  neighbors 

about t h e  l a t e s t  b i r t h  o r  wedding. I thanked my s t a r s  t h a t  I wasn ' t  i n  

her  shoes. 

My thoughts were i n t e r r u p t e d  when the  woman suddenly tu rned  t o  me 

and gave me a  t i e r c e  s t a r e  a s  it she  caught t h e  d r i f t  o t  my f e e l i n g s .  

A s t r a n g e  uneasiness  came upon me a s  I remembered another t ime  I had 

come t o  Mexico. I was w i t h  Clara ,  a l s o  s i t t i n g  i n  a  r e s t a u r a n t ,  only 

it had been Â£111 o t  customers. I r e c a l l e d  how an i n t r u s i v e  s t r ange r  

had s a t  down a t  our  t a b l e  un inv i t ed  and how Clara  had d i spa tched  him 

wi th  a  s i m i l a r  i n t e n s i t y  t h a t  had allowed him no a l t e r n a t i v e  but t o  

l eave  not  only our t a b l e  but t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  i t s e l t .  Now, I f e l t  l i k e  

doing t h e  same t h i n g ,  t o r  t h a t  woman's s t a r e  had c u t  r i g h t  through me. 

Un t o p  of t h a t ,  she  had pointed her  amethyst c lad  f i n g e r  a t  me and 

i n s t a n t l y  I go t  a  headache. 

The woman gave Car los  a  smi le  and me another  contemptuous look 

and l e f t  our t a b l e  l eav ing  no doubt i n  my mind t h a t  I had completely 

misjudged her  s t r eng th .  

"That woman is a  tamous c u r e r , "  Car los  s a i d  i n  a  whisper.  "She 

j has p a t i e n t s  t h a t  come t o  her  from a l l  over Sonora." 
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"What? You mean she  d o e s n ' t  l i v e  he re  i n  t h e  back room?" I s a i d  

stunned.  "What is  she doing w a i t i n g  on t a b l e s ?  I thought t h i s  was her  

p lace .  " 

"Ermilina i s  t i l i n g  i n  t o r  h e r  s i s t e r  who is  v i s i t i n g  r e l a t i v e s  

i n  Hermosil lo,"  Car los  explained.  

I t e l t  lower than a snake i n  t h e  sand t o r  having been caught i n  

p e t t y  judgement. 

"And t h a t  g i r l ?  I suppose she  i s n ' t  her  daughter ."  

"No. T h a t ' s  her  s i s t e r ' s  c h i l d ,  Carmeli ta.  She looks j u s t  l i k e  

h e r ,  doesn ' t  she?" 

I nodded. ' I  would have sworn she was h e r  daughter.  I suppose 

she  d o e s n ' t  have a drunken husband e i t h e r ? "  

"No. What makes you say t h a t ?  She i s n ' t  married." 

I shrugged. Well, anyone can make a mistake,  I s a i d  t o  myselt .  I 

wanted t o  l eave  before  t h e  woman came back. I d id  n o t  want t o  f a c e  her  

aga in .  I would h a t e  t o  be her  enemy f o r  I knew enough t o  t e l l  t h a t  

t h a t  woman had power. If she  was a cu re r  she  could a l s o  c a s t  s p e l l s .  

And I knew about t h e  t e a r  people had o t  t h e  ' e v i l  eye1-  o r  ma1 o j o  of 

wi tches .  

I glanced a t  t h e  door. 

,, Are you expect ing someone?" Car los  asked. 

"Who would I be expect ing?"  I s a i d .  A t  t h e  same t ime I r e a l i z e d  

t h a t  being again  i n  what I had always regarded a s  ' so rce ry  count ry ' ,  I 

t e l t  a  s t r a n g e  exci tement ,  a s  i f  I were expect ing Clara  t o  walk i n ,  

s i t  down a t  our  t a b l e  and begin c h a t t i n g  i n  her  easy way a s  it nothing 

had happened i n  t h e  many months t h a t  had e lapses .  



from t h e  moment I met Car los  a t  t h e  Univers i ty ,  1 had wanted t o  

t e l l  him about Clara  and Emil i to  and the  s o r c e r e r s '  house nea r  

Navojoa, but a  deep b a r r i e r  always prevented me from t a l k i n g  about 

them. A t  one po in t  on our d r i v e ,  I had wanted t o  t e l l  him o t  t h e  dream 

I had had wi th  t imi l i to ,  but I had always f e l t  t h a t  t o  t e l l  someone 

one ' s  dreams i s  t o  i n v i t e  a n a l y s i s  o r  comment on o n e ' s  innermost 

being,  so  again  I remained s i l e n t .  

"Do you th ink  don Juan w i l l  be a t  h i s  house when we g e t  there?"  I 

asked. 

I began t o  vigorously shake my head from s i d e  t o  s i d e  t o  c l e a r  

i t .  I t  was a  h a b i t  I had picked up from t h e  time I s tayed wi th  Clara.  

Whenever I became mental ly  bogged down, o r  emotionally upse t ,  I 

allowed myselt  a  moment of r e l a x a t i o n  by shaking my head. That 

1 movement cause an e l e c t r i c  c u r r e n t  o r  a  qu iver  of energy t o  rush up my 

sp ine  i n t o  t h e  back o t  my head, causing an involuntary s h i v e r ,  which 

helped t o  throw o f f  any tens ion .  

"Perhaps," Carlos s a i d  observing me cur ious ly .  "But as  I ' v e  s a i d ,  

sometimes h e ' s  d i t f i c u l t  t o  t r a c k  down." 

"Does he h ide  trom you?" 

'Mot exac t ly ,  he jus t  i s n ' t  i n  h i s  house, and no one knows where 

h e ' s  gone o r  when he w i l l  r e tu rn . "  

"That can make doing t i e l d  r e sea rch  d i t t i c u l t , "  I s a i d  tak ing  a  

b i t e  o t  one o t  t he  c h i l e  peppers. "What it  h e ' s  no t  t h e r e  now? Then 

we came a l l  t h i s  way t o r  nothing." 

I t  was f i e r c e l y  hot but I pretended t h e  pepper d i d n ' t  bother me. 

There was something very impressive,  I thought ,  about ea t ing  c h i l l y  

peppers s t r a i g h t  trom t h e  bowl. I remember my brothers  e a t i n g  c h i l i e s  



from a  j a r ,  wi thout  f l i n c h i n g ,  i n  a  kind of childhood t e s t  of bravery. 

S i n c e  I had copied everything they d i d ,  I a l s o  followed them i n  t h a t  

endeavor. I go t  b l i s t e r e d  i n  my mouth from t h e  burns t o  prove I was 

j u s t  a s  - macho a s  they were. I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  hadn ' t  

cured me of my deep rooted compet i t iveness ,  f o r  I was doing t h e  same 

th ing  now, and I was no longer  a  ch i ld .  

"What do you mean coming f o r  nothing?"  Car los  s a i d  r a i s i n g  an 

eyebrow a t  my grimace. "What about d e l i g h t i n g  i n  each o t h e r ' s  com- 

pany?'' 

That sounded so  much l i k e  something Clara  might have s a i d  t h a t  I 

had t o  laugh. 

'The t r i p  won' t  be t o r  no th ing , "  Car los  assured me. "Kernember our  

plan t o  c o l l e c t  masks f o r  t h e  t i thnological  museum?" 
, , 

"What kind of masks a r e  you looking f o r ? "  I asked. 

"Pascola masks. Masks carved f o r  t h e  dances t h a t  t h e  Yaqui 

indians  perform dur ing t h e i r  ce l eb ra t ions .  They r ep re sen t  animals o r  

s p i r i t s .  The Yaqui ind ians  be l i eve  t h a t  by wearing t h e  masks wh i l e  

they dance, they can e n t e r  i n t o  t h e  s p i r i t  world." 

"Do you be l ieve  t h a t  i s  pos s ib l e?"  I asked. 

Carlos took a  s i p  o t  minera l  water .  "Of course ,  d o n ' t  you?" he 

asked tu rn ing  t h e  ques t ion  around. 

I wanted t o  s ay ,  "I c e r t a i n l y  do, but a  f a m i l i a r  i nne r  warning 

b e l l  sounded. Now was n o t  t h e  time o r  p l ace  t o  t a l k  about my own 

experiences.  

,, I n  a way," I s a i d  ca sua l ly .  "They say s o r c e r e r s  do it a l l  t h e  

t ime,  a l though I d o n ' t  r e a l l y  know what sorcery  i s .  Perhaps you can 

t e l l  me." 
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"Sorcery is  t h e  a b i l i t y  t o  perce ive  more than  our s o c i e t y  and our 

personal  mi l i eu  permits  us  t o  pe rce ive , "  he s a i d .  "Sorcerers  say t h a t  

t h e r e  is  more t o  a l l  t h i s  than meets t h e  eye, but t o  a c t u a l l y  perceive  

o the r  l e v e l s  o t  r e a l i t y ,  such a s  t h e  s p i r i t  world ,  one has t o  s t o r e  

personal  power." 

He became s e r i o u s  and s a i d  t h a t  t o  i n v e s t i g a t e  t h e  p r a c t i c e s  of 

sorcery  and i t s  r ami f i ca t ions  was t h e  reason he had been coming t o  

Mexico on a  r e g u l a r  bas i s .  

"It t h e r e  i s  something t o  i t ,  I ' m  going t o  f i nd  o u t , "  he s a i d  

wi th  a  smile .  

The t l y  was c i r c l i n g  t h e  t a b l e  again .  I shooed it away. 

"What about Len Buddhism?" I asked. 

He looked a t  me su rp r i s ed .  "What about it?" 

! 
' D i d  you know t h a t  i n  t h e  old  days i n  China, when Buddhists monks 

wanted t o  bui ld  a  road,  they had t o  pick out  a l l  t h e  worms from t h e  

d i r t  and move them t o  s a f e t y  before  they could proceed w i t h  t h e i r  

cons t ruc t ion  work? 

"And I thought roadwork was slow here  i n  Mexico," Carlos s a id  

wi th  a  laugh. "Tha t ' s  sounds abso lu t e ly  tedious .  Why would they  do 

t h a t ? "  

'The Buddhists be l ieve  t h a t  t o  k i l l  even t h e  most i n s i g n i f i c a n t  

Life  form i s  wrong. Take t h i s  t l y  t o r  ins tance .  A Zen Buddhist 

s i t t i n g  here  would not  swat it." 

Carlos  gave me a  cur ious  look a s  it t h e  hea t  o t  t h e  c h i l l y s  had 

go t t en  t h e  b e t t e r  of me. I t o l d  him t h a t  once my k a r a t e  t eache r ,  

whi le  l e c t u r i n g  t o  h i s  s t u d e n t s  about t h e  importance o t  zen i n  m a r t i a l  

a r t s ,  proceeded t o  squash a l l  t h e  f l i e s  t h a t  had landed on h i s  desk. 



"And wi th  a  r o l l e d  up m a r t i a l  a r t s  magazine t o  boot,"  I s a i d .  "My 

t eache r  d i d n ' t  s e e  t h e  i rony o t  it a l l .  But t o  me it was a  major 

r e v e l a t i o n .  A f t e r  t h a t ,  I could no longer r e spec t  him." 

"You l o s t  r e spec t  t o r  your t eacher  because he k i l l e d  a  f l y ? "  

Car los  asked. "What does k i l i i n g  f l i e s  have t o  do w i t h  respect ."  

"Don't you g e t  i t? Not because he k i l l e d  a  f l y ,  but because of 

what t h e  f l y  represen ted .  I t  was obvious t h a t m y  teacher  was t r y i n g  

t o  make us s t u d e n t s  be l ieve  he was a  Zen master .  bu t  t h e  f l i e s  were a  

dead giveaway. " 

Carlos  looked a t  me a s  it  I were a  f l y ,  and he wanted t o  swat me. 

"Don't you s e e ? "  I lamented. "Don't you g e t  i t ? "  

' I  sympathize wi th  you," he s a i d  a t  l a s t .  " I ,  t oo ,  l o s t  r e s p e c t  

f o r  my t eache r ,  don Juan. He kep t  c a l l i n g  me a  s tup id  imbeci le  and 

s i n c e  I knew I wasn ' t  one, I cou ldn ' t  r e spec t  him any longer .  I 

thought he was d e l i b e r a t e l y  i n s u l t i n g  me and t h a t  i t  was he who was 

s t u p i d  t o r  n o t  app rec i a t i ng  my worth. Lucki ly ,  I d i d n ' t  s t o p  see ing  

him, and now I r e s p e c t  him even more because I know he was r i g h t .  I am 

an imbeci le  and s o  a r e  you." 

I d i d n ' t  l i k e  a t  a l l  when he included me i n  h i s  r e a l i z a t i o n .  We 

weren ' t  y e t  on such f a m i l i a r  terms t h a t  he  could i n s u l t  me wi th  

impunity. I n  t a c t ,  when I thought about i t ,  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  i t  was 

important  t o  me t h a t  Carlos r e s p e c t  me. I w a s  d e l i b e r a t e l y  t r y i n g  t o  

make a good impression on him, t o  t h e  po in t  of e a t i n g  green c h i l e  

peppers. To my dismay, t h e  bas i c  premises t h a t  governed my behavior 

had n o t  changed i n  s p i t e  of t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n .  

Cla ra  had warned me t h a t  it was no t  enough t o  merely r e c a p i t u l a t e  

one ' s  l i f e ;  one must a l s o  a c t  upon t h e  understanding t h a t  a thorough 

47 



.~~ 

examination of o n e ' s  l i f e  brings.  I t ' s  no t  t h e  case  t h a t  one is  

suddenly d i f f e r e n t .  But t h a t  by being aware of one ' s  h a b i t s ,  one has a  

moment's pause t o  a c t  d i f f e r e n t l y  i f  one so  chooses. What t he  recap i -  

t u l a t i o n  does,  i s  t h a t ,  by br inging awareness t o  t h e  foreground,  i t  

g ives  one a  chance t o  be d i f f e r e n t .  Whether o r  not  one takes  t h a t  

cho ice ,  depends on one ' s  energy a t  t h a t  p a r t i c u l a r  moment. More o f t e n  

than  n o t ,  I saw t h a t  i n  s p i t e  of my understanding of my own behavioral  

dynamics, my i n i t i a l  r e a c t i o n  was s t i l l  t h e  same a s  always. 

To impress my companion, I s a i d ,  "Do you know a  song c a l l e d ,  ' I c h  

Liebe Caborca? ' " 

Without wa i t i ng  f o r  h i s  r e p l y ,  I began t o  s i n g  a  few bars of a  

song Clara  had t augh t  me about a  town i n  t he  Gran Ues ie r to  s e t t l e d  by 

Germans. Carlos was no t  impressed. I n  f a c t ,  my s ing ing  seemed t o  
, . 

, embarrass him more than my t r y i n g  t o  speak Spanish. He t o l d  me t o  

p ipe  down. In s t ead  of complying, I o b s t i n a t e l y  began t o  s i n g  louder .  I 

d i d n ' t  know what had g o t t e n  i n t o  me, f o r  I never sang i n  f r o n t  of 

anyone. Carlos '  presence seemed t o  be doing s t r a n g e  th ings  t o  me. 

When I had f i n i s h e d  t h e  whole song, I began t o  laugh nervously.  I 

knew the  hea t  of t h e  c h i l l y  peppers had begun t o  s inge  my bra in ,  f o r  

when I turned my head, I thought I s a w  Emi l i t o ' s  b i rd  l i k e  f a c e  peek 

ou t  from behind t h e  blue c u r t a i n  t h a t  led  t o  t h e  o the r  room. For a  

moment he shook h i s  f i n g e r  a t  me warning me n o t  t o  indulge.  I t  

happened s o  f a s t  t h a t  I knew it was an i l l u s i o n ,  a  product  o t  wishfu l  

t h ink ing ,  l i k e  t h e  mirage of water  on a  d e s e r t  road. My r a t i o n a l  mind 

explained it away say ing  t h a c  it must have been t h a t  woman cu re r  o r  

t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l  t h a t  had poked her  head o u t  from behind t h e  c u r t a i n .  



Nevertheless ,  I took E m i l i t o ' s  fantom warning t o  hea r t .  I used 

a l l  my e f f o r t  t o  ga in  c o n t r o l  over myselt .  

"What a r e  you looking a t ? "  Carlos asked. 

"I j u s t  thought I saw someone." 

'But  t h e r e ' s  no one i n  t h e  room," he s a i d  concerned. 

,, I mean someone I knew i n  t h e  pas t . "  

I looked s t r a i g h t  a t  him. A bubble burs t  and I knew without  a  

doubt t h a t  Carlos was t h e  person Emi l i to  had s a i d  t h e  s p i r i t  would put  

me i n  con tac t  with. Only t h e r e  was no way I could t e l l  him t h a t  

wi thout  having him th ink  I was c razy ,  and t h a t  was t h e  l a s t  t h ing  I 

wanted anyone t o  th ink  about me, e s p e c i a l l y  Carlos.  He seemed too  

sobe r ,  and I f e l t  t h a t  only  a  s t a b l e ,  reasonable  person would pass  h i s  

s c r u t i n y  . 
.. 
I 

'Do you know many people i n  Mexico?" I asked t r y i n g  t o  sound 

casua l .  

He mentioned t h e  names of s e v e r a l  people,  but  Cla ra  and Emi l i to  

'were n o t  among them. 

The woman came back and Car los  gave her  some b i l l s  t o  pay f o r  t h e  

meal. They cha t ted  whi le  I watched t h e  f l i e s  f i g h t i n g  over t h e  crumbs 

on t h e  t a b l e .  Then t h e  woman's eyes held  mine f o r  a  moment, and i n  

t h a t  i n s t a n t  I knew we had met before.  She was one of t h e  women i n  

t h e  v i s i o n  I had i n  E m i l i t o ' s  house. I s t a r e d  a t  h e r  t e r r i f i e d .  But 

she  d id  n o t  smile  t o  pu t  me a t  ease  a s  I would have l i ked .  Rather ,  t o  

my u t t e r  dismay, she regarded me wi th  complete contempt. 

A s  we g o t  up t o  l eave ,  s h e  tollowed us  and whispered harsh ly  i n  

my ear .  "Stop indulging,  young lady,"  she  s a i d  i n  Engl ish ,  "o r  y o u ' l l  

be i n  deep t rouble ."  



I r eac t ed  wi th  anger and d i d n ' t  want t o  be l ieve  h e r ,  b u t  some 

p a r t  o t  me knew she  was r i g h t .  



4 

Hermosillo 

I t  was l a t e  a t t e rnoon  by t h e  time we a r r i v e d  i n  Hermosillo. We 

stopped a t  t h e  main i n t e r s e c t i o n  t o  al low a group of school  ch i ld ren  

wearing blue b l aze r s  and knee pants top c ros s  t h e  s t r e e t .  They were 

accompanied by patrolmen c a r r y i n g  a yellow and whi te  s t o p  s i g n  held  up 

high.  When t h e  e l d e r l y  man lowered t h e  s i g n ,  t h e  c a r s  resumed t h e i r  

e r r a t i c  movement, honking a s  they made t h e i r  way through t h e  i n t e r s e c -  

t i o n .  With t h e  windows. r o l l e d  down, I could hear  t h e  b e l l s  of 

b i c y c l e s ,  c a r  engines  and barking dogs. 

We passed nouses w i th  po t ted  geranium p l a n t s  deco ra t ing  t h e i r  

t i l e  s t e p s ,  and o r n a t e  wrought i ron  fences  and ga t e s  p r o t e c t i n g  t h e  

en t rances .  Carpets o t  burgundy bougainvi l laea  covered p a r t s  of t h e  

t i l e  r o o t t o p s ,  wrapping themselves around chimney s t a c k s ,  o r  hung i n  

t h i c k  c l u s t e r s  from t r e l l i s e s  o r  balcony r a i l i n g s .  

Car los  parked t h e  c a r  nea r  t h e  p laza  made o t  a  c i r c u l a r  park wi th  

benches an a gazebo i n  t h e  cen te r .  

"Lets s t r e t c h  our  l e g s  f o r  a moment," he s a i d .  "I want t o  s top  

a t  a  bakery 1 know and buy some bread and a l s o  some f r u i t  before  

heading on t o  tiuaymas." 

I was r e l i e v e d  t o  be a b l e  t o  g e t  ou t  o f  t h e  c a r  and walk before 

cont inuing our  journey. The c h i l i e s  I had ea t en  i n  Santa  Ana had 

upse t  my stomach a n d 1  needed t o  go t o  t h e  restroom badly. 



"Now d o n ' t  go follow 

s e r i o u s l y .  

Car los  laughed. " I t  was 

ling me i n  wi th  your notebook," I s a i d  

my t r i e n d ,  Lar ry ,  who d i d  t h e  s tudy ;  I 

only  a s s i s t e d  h i m  on a  few occasions ."  

Along our d r i v e ,  Car los  had e n t e r t a i n e d  me wi th  a  s t o r y  of how a  

f r i e n d  of h i s  a t  t h e  Univers'ity was i n t e r e s t e d  i n  s tudying  t o i l e t  

behavior ,  c r o s s  c u l t u r a l l y .  To t h i s  e f f e c t ,  Larry kept  a  notebook on 

peop le ' s  a c t i v i t i e s  i n  restrooms. He had accu ra t e  records  on who went 

i n t o  t h e  p u ~ l i c  f a c i l i t i e s ;  how long they spent  a t  t h e  u r i n a l s  o r  i n  

t h e  c u b i c a l s ;  whether they wrote g r a f f i t i  on t h e  w a l l s ;  how much 

t o i l e t  paper was consumed dur ing  each occurrence;  whether they 

f l u s h e d ,  and i f  so  how many t imes;  and when p o s s i b l e ,  informat ion on 

whether they wiped themselves from the  f r o n t  t o  t h e  back, o r  t h e  back 
1; 

t o  t r o n t ,  and s o  on. 

His t r i e n d  had complied q u i t e  a  b i t .  of d a t a  complete w i th  

drawings on t h e  s u b j e c t  of restroom a c t i v i t y ,  and had submitted h i s  . ~ 

proposal  t o  t h e  Nat ional  I n s t i t u t e  f o r  Mental HeaLCh f o r  a  r e sea rch  

g ran t .  Unfor tunate ly ,  t h e  c ros s  c u l t u r a l  s tudy on t o i l e t  behavior was 

n o t  approved d u e t o  c u t  backs i n  government funding. 

"I wouldn ' t  mind l i v i n g  i n  t h i s  town," I s a i d  t o  Carlos a f t e r  I 

came o u t  o t  t h e  restroom and we were walking toward a  smal l  park. 

"hiverything i s  so  l u s h  and c lean ."  

"Back t h e r e  i n  Santa  Ana, I g o t  t h e  impression t h a t  you d i d n ' t  

l i k e  ~ e x i c o , "  Car los  s a i d  s topping t o  t i e  h i s  shoe. 

"Tha t ' s  because I thought I was e a t i n g  dog meat. This  is a  

. . . . , . 
b e a u t i f u l  p lace .  Where do t h e  people work?" 



' I n  t h e  f i e l d s ,  o r  i n  t h e  mines i n  t he  h i l l s ,  o r  i n  construc-  

t i o n , "  Carlos s a i d .  

While d r i v i n g  i n t o  town, I had seen p l en ty  of evidence of 

c o n s t r u c t i o n  work. Everywhere people  were bu i ld ing  o r  r e f u r b i s h i n g  

bu i ld ings .  I t  was obvious t h a t  t h e r e  was no sho r t age  of masons, 

c a r p e n t e r s  and p l a s t e r e r s  here .  Near t h e  park,  workers were digging a  

huge p i t  perhaps t o  l a y  new pipes o r  t o  r e p a i r  an o ld  sewage system. 

' I  used t o  work i n  cons t ruc t ion , "  I s a i d  w i th  a  touch of p r ide .  

Car los  Looked a t  m e  su rp r i s ed .  

Y o u  don ' t  seem l i k e  t h e  redneck t y p e , "  he s a i d  laughing.  

I worked t o r  one, thought,  a s  an app ren t i ce ,  a l though I knew a '  

l o t  more about ca rpen t ry  than he apparen t ly  d i d .  Lemont was working on 

a  remodeling p r o j e c t  and h i r ed  me t o  be h i s  a s s i s t a n t ,  provided t h a t  I 

d i d n ' t  complain about h i s  r a d i o  t h a t  he kept  on f u l l  b l a s t  on t h e  

countxy music s t a t i o n ,  and h i s  t o u t  language, a  h a b i t  he had picked up 

i n  Viet  Nam." 

"rihat type of t h ings  d id  you bu i ld?"  

"Uur t i r s t  p r o j e c t  was a  redwood deck, us ing  no n a i l s  wnatsoever,  

on ly  n u t s  and b o l t s .  Qui te  a  cha l lenge .  You s e e ,  he w a s  a  Buddhist. 

from a  commune i n  Oregon and he was convinced thac  t o  use  n a i l s  would 

d e s e c r a t e  t h e  wood. I r e a l l y  needed t h e  money, s o  I t o l e r a t e d  h i s  

e c c e n t r i c i t i e s ,  t h e  loud r a d i o ,  h i s  beer guzz l ing ,  h i s  p r o f a n i t y ,  and 

h i s  body odor. Whenever I wanted t o  q u i t e ,  he kep t  t e l l i n g  me t h a t  I 

was working with  a  master  ca rpen te r  who had no peers  i n  t h e  construc-  

t i o n  world. And t h a t  I should be paying him t o r  h i s  guidance." 

"Sounds l i k e  q u i t e  a  c h a r a c t e r , "  Carlos s a i d .  



"He was. A t t e r  weeks he s t i l l  d i d n ' t  t r u s t  me t o  u s e  h i s  power 

t o o l s  whlch he dusted and o i l e d  every n igh t .  I r e a l i z e d  it was a 

s i t u a t i o n  o t  observing,  hau l ing  lumber, and sweeping up sawdust." 

"That d o e s n ' t  sound too  e x c i t i n g , "  Carlos s a id .  

"It wasn ' t .  Lemont had promised me hands on exper ience but t h e  

on ly  a c t u a l  hands on exper ience 1 ever  received throughout t h e  e n t i r e  

p r o j e c t  were h i s  prods and pinches  t o  var ious  p a r t s  o t  my anatomy. I 

was so  despe ra t e ,  I developed a severe  a l l e r g y  t o  sawdust and began 

having t i t s  o t  sneezing.  I w a s  going t o  hang i n  t h e r e  t o r  t h e  r e s t  o t  

t h e  summer, but t h e  s i t u a t i o n  went trom bad t o  worse." 

"What happened?" Carlos asked concerned. 

' H e  kept  i n s i s t i n g  I come t o  h i s  house t o  s e e  t h e  new k i tchen  

c a b i n e t s  he had i n s t a l l e d ,  and share  a j o i n t  o t  mari juana  while^ 

1; l i s t e n i n g  t o  some Wil l i e  Nelson tapes .  Well, I knew what t h a t  meant 

and r e a l i z e d  t h e  s i t u a t i o n  had become hopeless. I q u i t  and w i t h  t h e  

money I had saved,  I en te red  t h e  Univers i ty ,  where t h ings  weren ' t  a i l  

t h a t  much b e t t e r  where men were concerned. I t  you know what I mean." 

Car los  d i d n ' t  r ep ly  one way o r  the  o the r .  

'Lees  look i n t o  some o t  t h e  shops," Carlos suggested s tepping  

a s i d e  t o  avoid a hole  i n  t h e  ground. "Do you need t o  buy any g i f t s  t o r  

f r i e n d s  o r  r e l a t i v e s ? "  

' I  don ' t  have any." 

"Friends o r  r e l a t i v e s ? "  Car los  inquired.  

'Ne i the r .  " 

He looked a t  me and shook h i s  head. rie sang t h e  l i n e  o t  a Mexican 

song. " N O  tengo n i  madre n i  padre ,  n i  un pe r ro  que ladre .  I have no 

mother o r  r a t h e r ,  not  even a dog t h a t  barks . ' "  



"That about sums up my s i t u a t i o n , "  I s a i d .  

' I  d o n ' t  have any pa ren t s  e i t h e r , "  Carlos s a i d .  "And I ' v e  lea rned  

t h a t  t o  have f r i e n d s  is too  r e s t r i c t i n g .  You always end up t r y i n g  t o  

p l e a s e  them o r  t o  i - u l t i l  t h e i r  expec ta t ions .  They p i n  you down. 

You're lucky t o  be an orphan." 

I wasn ' t  an orphan, but I d i d  n o t  bother t o  c o r r e c t  Car los '  t a l s e  

impression.  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  I wanted him t o  t h i n k  I had no one i n  t h e  

world. I t  made me appear independent and mysterious. Bes ides ,  I had 

never  t e l t  I was a p a r t  o t  my t ami ly  anyway. A s  a  c h i l d  I had always 

imagined t h a t  I was a changeling.  A nurse  must have go t t en  me mixed 

up i n  t h e  h o s p i t a l  w i t h  t h e  hundreds o t  o the r  babies o t  t h e  pos t  war 

baby boom. A t  l e a s t  t h a t  was what I used t o  t e l l  myselt .  

We en te red  one of t h e  shops t h a t  l i n e d  t h e  a rcade  around t h e  

i plaza .  I t  had t h e  t y p i c a l  ceramic and l e a t h e r  goods you would f i n d  

i n  any shop i n  Mexico, but i n  one co rne r ,  ha l f  hidden by a pos tcard  

r ack ,  I found a t h i c k  wool poncho wi th  braided f r i n g e .  I wanted t o  buy 

it but Car ios  i n s i s t e d  on paying t o r  it himsel t .  He s a i d  cha t  it was a 

good idea  t o  g e t  i t  because even though the  days were h o t ,  t h e  n i g h t s  

i n  Sonora were cool.  

A t t e r  some casua l  browsing, we headed f o r  t h e  bakery t h a t  Car los  

a t t i rmed  was t h e  bes t  i n  Sonora. 

" Y O U  mean you 've  sampled bread from a l l  of them?" I teased.  

" t ' r ac t i ca l ly , "  he s a id .  But trom h i s  l ean ,  muscular physique,  it 

was hard t o  be l ieve  t h a t  he had over  indulged i n  baked goods. 

On our  way t o  t h e  bakery, we had t o  detour  around another  

p i t  i n  road t h a t  sprang i n  f r o n t  o t  us so  suddenly t h a t  I n e a r l y  

I 
i n  had Car los  no t  grabbed me by t h e  arm and pu l led  me as ide .  
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"We almost  l o s t  you, t he re , "  he laughed. "This i s n ' t  Los Angeles 

where t h e r e  a r e  sidewalks and where t h e  c a r s  w i l l  s t o p  f o r  dazed 

pedes t r i ans .  Around here  you have t o  watch were you ' r e  going." 

I Hushed  w i t h  embarrassment a s  I r e a l i z e d  cha t  wi th  my m a r t i a l  

a r t s  and so rce ry  t r a i n i n g ,  I was s t i l l  a  walking zombie. I seemed t o  

ope ra t e  on the  assumption t h a t  whoever I was wi th  knew where they were 

going,  and t h e r e t o r e  I d i d n ' t  have t o  pay a t t e n t i o n .  I t  was a l s o  t r u e  

whi le  d r iv ing .  I t r u s t e d  my companions i m p l i c i t l y  and never knew how I' 

got  wherever I ended up. This was p a r t i c u l a r i t y  t r u e  when t h a t  

companion was male. Unwitt ingly,  it was a  s u b t l e  way of r e l i n q u i s h i n g  

c o n t r o l  t o  t h e  oppos i te  sex I knew it was a  dangerous way of proceed- 

ing.  I remembered C l a r a ' s  warning t h a t  i n  t h e  s o r c e r e r s  world,  every-' 

t h i n g  was important  and t h a t  I always had t o  be a t t e n t i v e  t o  d e t a i l s  

and assume r e s p o n s i b i l i t y  t o r  my a c t i o n s .  

I kept  my eyes downcast and avoided t h e  p i t s  and r u t s  i n  t h e  

road.  I no t i ced  t h a t  Carlos was exceedingly f l e e t  tooted.  He had an 

e x q u i s i t e  n a t u r a l  balance and a  prowess t h a t  gave him an easy s t r i d e .  

For a  wh i l e ,  I t r i e d  t o  i m i t a t e  h i s  s t y l e  o t  walking. Whereas I moved 

trom t h e  h ips  w i t h  l i t t l e  f l e x i b i l i t y  i n  my knees and ankles ,  Car los  

t l exed  h i s  knees and ankles  and r o l l e d  o f t  t h e  b a l l s  o t  h i s  t e e t  

achieving a  smooth t e l i n e  s p r i n t .  Copying h i s  s t r i d e ,  I d e l i b e r a t e l y  

t l exed  my knees and s h i t t e d  my weight more toward t h e  f r o n t  o t  my 

t e e t ,  r a t h e r  than landing heavy on my hee l s  t h e  way I normally walked. 

Af t e r  a  wh i l e ,  my ca lves  began t o  ache. I t e l t  I was us ing  them f o r  

t h e  f i r s t  t ime i n  months. 

The last time I had pushed them t o  t h e  l i m i t  was when I was 

walking w i t h  Clara  i n  t h e  h i l l s  near  h e r  house. I could never  keep up 



with h e r  pace,  but walking wi th  her  had r i d  me, a t  l e a s t  t emporar i ly ,  

of t h e  " d o c t o r ' s  s h u t t l e "  a s  Clara  had c a l l e d  my way of walking. 

Doctors,  she  had i n s i s t e d  had a  d i s t i n c t i v e  s h u f f l e ,  moving from t h e  

h i p s ,  a s  they sauntered from t h e i r  consu l t a t i on  rooms t o  t h e  examina- 

t i o n  room, o r  down t h e  c o r r i d o r s  of h o s p i t a l s ,  which Clara  claimed was 

t h e  most they  ever  walk i n  t h e i r  l i v e s .  

"They a l l  have bad knees,"  she s a i d  expounding on her  genera- 

l i z a t i o n .  I t  was no t  something I was prepared t o  d i s p u t e ,  t o r  I had t o  

agree  t h a t  t h e  tew doc tors  I had come i n t o  contac t  w i th ,  i nc lud ing  my 

own tami ly  phys i c i an ,  t e l l  i n t o  her  category of s h u t t l i n g  a s  they  

walked. 

I was aware t h a t  having been away from C l a r a ' s  i n f luence ,  I had 

again  lapsed i n t o  my o l d  h a b i t s ,  including my lazy  h ip  walking 

p a t t e r n ,  s h u t t l i n g  along a s  it my l i s t l e s s  l e g s  resen ted  t h e  burden of 

having t o  c a r r y  my body t o  a  p l ace  n e i t h e r  they  nor  I wanted t o  go. 

" t h a t ' s  t h e  mat te r  w i th  your walk?" Carlos asked concerned. "Did 

you i n j u r e  your ankle  back t h e r e  on t h e  road?" 

I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t r y i n g  t o  i m i t a t e  h i s  s p r i n t ,  had made my s t r i d e  

appear awkward and uneven. Une o t  my l egs  was a c t u a l l y  dragging behind 

t h e  o t h e r  i n  an a t tempt  t o  keep up wi th  my head and shoulders .  

' S i t  he re  wh i l e  I go g e t  t h e  bread," he s a i d  po in t ing  a t  an i r o n  

bench ac ros s  trom t h e  gazebo. 

" I ' l l  go wi th  you," I o t t e r e d .  

"No," he s a i d  t i rmly .  I had t h e  d i s t i n c t  t e e l i n g  he d i d n ' t  want 

t o  be seen i n  my company. 

Obedient ly ,  I 

marked, panade r i a  

s a t  on t h e  bench and watched him e n t e r  t h e  s t o r e  

across  t h e  s t r e e t .  Through t h e  g l a s s  window, I 
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could see  him t a l k i n g  t o  a  b e a u t i f u l  woman perhaps i n  h e r  l a t e  

twent ies  whom I assumed was a  customer. She was e l egan t ly  d re s sed ,  i n  

a  t a sh ionab le  l ime green Di0uSe and beige s k i r t ,  n o t  a  whi te  uniform 

one would expect  a  bakery a t t e n d a n t  t o  be wearing. I could s e e  her 

a t t i r e ,  because I had moved c l o s e r  t o  t h e  door and a c t u a l l y  peeked 

through t h e  window. 

Then I saw Car los  hugging her  i n  a  most a f f e c t i o n a t e  manner as  

she  gave him t h e  bag of bread he had come f o r .  Then she  tu rned  t o  

look a t  me and be tore  I could h i d e ,  she  winked a t  me as  i t  she  knew 

me. I rushed back t o  t h e  bench i n  t h e  n ick  o t  t ime ,  and pretended t o  

by t y i n g  my shoe laces .  But as  I peeked up I could see  t h e  woman had 

accompanied him t o  t h e  door and was waving goodbye t o  Car los  and then 

t o  me across  t h e  road.  

A s t r a n g e  anger possessed me. I was fuming. What was going on? 

How 1s it t h a t  people  seem t o  know me when I d o n ' t  remember them? I t  

cou ldn ' t  j u s t  be coincidence,  t h a t  witch-women i n  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  and 

now t h i s  oeauty i n  t h e  bakery. I t e l t  t h a t  t h e r e  was a  conspiracy 

going on and t h a t  I was somehow a t  t he  cen te r  o t  it. 

I remembered how Clara  and M r .  Abelar had t r i c k e d  me i n  t h e  pas t .  

Yhey had been to i lowing  my movements from way back, and when I thought 

I met them t o r  t h e  t i r s t  t ime,  they a l ready knew me in t ima te ly .  The 

same t h i n g  was happening now. And it a l l  began i n  t h e  Anthropology 

department when I suspected t h a t  I had met Car los  betore.  I must have 

met him before  because otherwise  why would I be having a  f i t  of 

j ea lousy  now, a s  it he belonged t o  me from olden t imes? 

I t r i e d  t e l l i n g  myselr t h a t  t h e  woman was no doubt only  a  casua l  

acquaintance of h i s  and had hugged him only because people sou th  o t  
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t h e  border a r e  more demonstrat ive than i n  t h e  United S t a t e s .  Yet I 

c o u l d n ' t  he lp  th ink ing  t h a t  t h e  woman wasn ' t  Mexican a t  a l l ,  only very 

deeply tanned. I wondered who t h a t  gorgeous woman was and why Carlos  

d i d n ' t  want me t o  go wi th  h i m  i n t o  t h e  bakery, and why she  had waved 

a t  me. 

" L e t ' s  move t o  another  bench," Carlos s a id .  " I t ' s  s h a d i e r  over 

t h e r e  by those  t rees . "  But I knew t h e  r e a l  reason t o r  moving was t h a t  

he was h id ing  something. I was d i s t r a u g h t  t o  r e a l i z e  Carlos was a  man 

with  many s e c r e t s .  Not t h a t  I d i d n ' t  have s e c r e t s  myself ,  which I 

wouldn' t  dream o t  revea l ing .  Yet I had t h e  unreasonable expec t a t i on  

t h a t  o t h e r s  had t o  be completely candid w i t h  me. 

We walked t o  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o t  t h e  p l a z a  and s a t  down on an 

i d e n t i c a l  whi te  wrought i r o n  bench, only t h i s  one faced t h e  oppos i t e  

d i r e c t i o n  o t  t h e  bakery which was completely hidden by t h e  t o l i a g e  o t  

t r e e s .  

"Why i s  t h a t  your t a v o r i t e  bakery?" I asked t r y i n g  t o  sound 

casua l .  

Car los  grinned mischievously. "Because they make such d e l i c i o u s  

bread ,"  he s a i d  handing me a  round f i a t  l o a t  sp r ink led  w i t h  pink 

sugar .  "it must be t h e  water  o r  t h e  f l o u r  they use .  Try it and t e l l  

me it it i s n ' t  so." 

I a t t acked  t h e  bread wi th  a  f e r o c i t y  t h a t  s u r p r i s e d  me. But I had 

t o  admit ,  i t  was de l i c ious .  Tne r o l l s  were a  world a p a r t  from t h e  

bread i n  t h e  United S t a t e s .  The sugar  coa t ing  sweetened my d i s p o s i -  

t i o n  and I decided n o t  t o  ask about t h e  bakery o r  t h e  l ove ly  woman I 

wasn ' t  supposed t o  have seen. She was one o t  those  s e c r e t s ,  I hoped 

would be revea led  i n  t ime.  



Carlos  took ou t  a  b o t t l e  of mineral  water from t h e  sack and from 

h i s  pocket ,  a  swiss army k n i f e  which had a  b o t t l e  opener a t t ached  t o  

i t  along wi th  s i x  o r  seven o t h e r  sharp implements. He pr ied  of f  t h e  

cap and handed it  t o  me. I f i n i s h e d  t h e  bread, then looked i n s i d e  t h e  

bag t o  f i n d  fou r  more smal l  round loaves ,  each wi th  a  d i f f e r e n t  c o l o r  

sugar  coa t ing .  1 picked ou t  a  green one. I t  t a s t e d  l i k e  t h e  pink one; 

t h e  co lo r ing  was n o t  a  d i f f e r e n t  f l a v o r i n g  but merely food co lor .  

"rihy d i d  you decide t o  become an Anthropologis t?"  I asked t a k i n g  

a  s i p  of mineral  water .  

"because t h e  s tudy of man i s  one o t  t he  most important  endeavors 

one can engage in .  Espec ia l ly  s tudying man's be l i e f  systems,  h i s  

c o g n i t i v e  s t r u c t u r e s ,  h i s  c u l t u r e  a s  he l i v e s  it. I ' m  p a r t i c u l a r l y  

i n t e r e s t e d  i n  a  phenomenological approach t o  t h e  s tudy  man." 

"What do you mean by a  phenomenological approach?" 

' A  phenomenological approach t o  anthropology o r  sociology <would 

be t o  t ake  a  person and leave  them here  i n  Hermosillo t o  s e e  how they  

went about i n t e r p r e t i n g  a  f o r e i g n  c u l t u r e . "  

"Are you planning on leav ing  me here?"  I asked i n  a  moment of 

panic.  "To s e e  how I t a r e ? "  

Car los  laughed. "No. I was r e f e r r i n g  t o  an experiment I had 

cooked up wi th  a p ro fe s so r  i n  t h e  sociology department. Not speaking 

t h e  language o r  being f a m i l i a r  wi th  t h e  customs, he was going t o  l i v e  

he re  i n  Hermosillo t o r  a  while.  And I would be t h e  observer  and 

guardian t o  make c e r t a i n  t h a t  no r e a l  harm came t o  him. The premise  

was t h a t  a s  he went through h i s  d a i l y  t a sks  of t r y i n g  t o  a r range  t h e  

world i n  recognizable  terms,  t h e  taken-for-granted a spec t s  of t h e  



world would, by t h e i r  d i s r u p t i o n ,  r e v e a l  themselves. They would make 

themselves a v a i l a b l e  f o r  i nves t iga t ion . "  

"I  d o n ' t  g e t  i t , "  I s a i d  t ak ing  another  b i t e  of bread. 

"In  every simple a c t  he would have t o  f i n d  t h e  n a t u r a l  o rde r  o t  

phenomenon t h a t  t o r  him, because he lacked membership, would be 

chao t i c .  I n  o rder  words, he would have t o  c r e a t e  o rde r  i n  h i s  day t o  

day ex i s t ence .  This p rocess  o t  c r e a t i n g  o r d e r ,  would be t h e  s u b j e c t  

ma t t e r  t o r  our i n v e s t i g a t i o n .  Since t h e  p r o f e s s o r ' s  i n t e r e s t  was t he  

s tudy  o t  norms and how they  a r e  c o n s t i t u t e d  i n  our d a i l y  l i v e s ,  I 

thought it was a  t e r r i t i c  p l a n ,  r i g h t  up h i s  a l l e y . "  

"Did you do it?" 

'No. We were a l l  s e t  t o  leave f o r  Mexico, when he backed ou t  a t  

t h e  Last  minute." 

"Why was t h a t ? "  

"He kept  th ink ing  o t  a l l  t n e  cont ingencies .  He was a t r a i d  o t  

c o n t r a c t i n g  some horrendous d i s e a s e ,  o r  of being sho t  o r  robbed. A l l  

s o r t s  o t  p re jud ices  and persona l  cons idera t ions  came i n t o  t h e  p i c t u r e  

and s o  he never l e f t  Los Angeles where he t e l t  he was on f a m i l i a r ,  and 

t h e r e f o r e ,  s a t e  ground." 

"I t  would have been a  g r e a t  s tudy ,"  I s a i d ,  then I had a  f r i g h t -  

ening thought.  "Are you s u r e  I ' m  no t  t h e  guinea p i g  t h i s  t ime?" 

Car los  leaned over. "We're a l l  guinea p i g s  i n  t h e  hands o t  

power," he whispered. , 

J u s t  then a  crow perched on top o t  t h e  gazebo, s t a r t e d  cawing. 

Car los  gestured t o  it wi th  a  nod. "A r e a t t i r m a t i o n , "  he s a i d .  

"I s t i l l  d o n ' t  s ee  how t h a t  t i e s  i n  w i th  phenomenology?" I s a i d  
- 

1 
g e t t i n g  back t o  t h e  d i scuss ion  a t  hand. 
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"Phenomenology takes  t he  t a c i t  t a i t h  we have i n  t h e  r e a l i t y  o t  

our  everyday world and makes t h i s  t h e  p r i n c i p l e  s u b j e c t  t o r  i nves t iga -  

t i o n ,  " Carlos  explained.  

"Exactly what t a c i t  t a i t h  a r e  you r e f e r r i n g  t o ? "  I asked. 

Car los  thought t o r  a  moment a s  i t  t o  f i n d  t h e  r i g h t  words. 

' Fo r  example, our assumption t h a t  t h e  world i s  shared, '  t h a t  it i s  

t h e  same world t o r  a l l  normal i nd iv idua l s .  Also,  t h a t  t h e r e  i s  a  

temporal and s p a c i a l  c o n t i n u i t y  t o  t h i n g s . "  

" I s n ' t  t h a t  t r u e ? "  

"Not neces sa r i l y .  Sorcere rs  Like don Juan d o n ' t  s e e  t h e  world 

t h e  same way you o r  I do. Their  t r a i n i n g  and membership i n  t he  

s o r c e r e r ' s  t r a d i t i o n  enables  them t o  see  t h e  world i n  e n t i r e l y  

d i f f e r e n t  terms. Phenomenology ques t ions  t h e  assumption t h a t  t h e  

world i s  i n t e r s u b j e c t ~ v e l y  shared by members. U r  r a t h e r  makes t h a t  

s h a r i n g  t h e  sub jec t  ma t t e r  o t  i t s  i n v e s t i g a t i o n .  I t  a l s o  ques t ions  

t h e  a  p r i o r i  t h a t  what we c a l l  r e a l i t y  has a  n a t u r a l  h i s t o r y ,  a  ca sua l  

bas i s  which allows us  t o  reasonably expect  t h e  world t o  cont inue  i n  

t h e  f u t u r e  i n  much t h e  same way it has i n  t h e  p a s t . "  

"Are you saying t h e  world won' t  cont inue i n  t h e  t u t u r e  as it has 

i n  t h e  p a s t ? "  

"We d o n ' t  know, but t h e  t a c t  t h a t  we assume t h a t  it does i s  prime 

ma t t e r  t o r  phenomenological i n v e s t i g a t i o n .  These a r e  presupposi t ions  

t h a t  cannot be accepted o u t r i g h t ,  but  need t o  be t h e  tocus o t  i nves t i -  

ga t ion .  " 

Carlos  t a lked  about h i s  i n t e r e s t  i n  Husserl  and Heidegger and the  

French phenomenologist, Maurice Merleau-fonti.  



I t o l d  him about a  soc io logy  c l a s s  I had taken taught  by a 

p r o f e s s o r  i n  t he  Sociology department,  who had devised a  method t o r  

s tudying  s o c i a l  i n t e r a c t i o n  us ing  a  phenomenological approach. He 

c a l l e d  h i s  dev ian t  approach t o  s tudy  s o c i a l  interaction,"ethnometho- 

dology. " 

"That was t h e  p ro fe s so r  I was going t o  t a k e  t o  Mexico," Carlos 

s a i d .  "He taught  a  course  c a l l e d  t h e  study of Deviant Behavior." 

' T h a t ' s  t he  one,"  I agreed. "Small world. I was going t o  be h i s  

d i s c i p l e . '  He had a  f l ock  o t  s t u d e n t s  pending on h i s  every word much 

a s  a  Zen master  has  s tuden t s  begging him t o  en l igh ten  them." 

"Did you become en l igh tened  with  h i s  method?" Car los  asked 

t e a s i n g .  

I shook my head and took another  bread from t h e  bag. "For a  whi le  

. , . , I was r e a l l y  impressed w i t h  what he had t o  say ," I admitted.  "I even 

became h i s  research  a s s i s t a n t  wi thout  pay j u s t  s o  I could s tudy  h i s  

methods. I went t o  h i s  o t t i c e  on sa turdays  t o  a s s i s t  him on a  

p r o j e c t .  He was s tudying t h e  n a t u r a l  flow of conversa t ion  and had a  

theory t h a t  t h e  squeaks o t  guinea p igs  were n o t  random but a  p a r t  of a  

complex system o t  coded communication. He had r e e l s  of t ape  record ings  

o  t guinea p ig  squeaks t h a t  he wanted me t o  decode and analyze 

according t o  h i s  t h e o r e t i c a l  system." 

"What happened?" he asked. "Did  you d i scover  a c o n s i s t e n t  

p a t t e n ? "  

"I never s t u c k  around long enough t o  f i n d  ou t , "  I s a i d .  "One 

Saturday t h e  p ro fe s so r  came i n t o  t h e  o f f i c e  where I was t r a n s c r i b i n g  a  

t ape  o t  squeaks, and s tood behind me f o r  a  whi le  making me be l i eve  he 

wanted t o  read over my shoulder ,  t o  s ee  it a  p a t t e r n  was emerging. 



Then I t e l t  him lean  c l o s e r  and s t a r t  t o  blow i n  my h a i r .  When I 

moved, he s a t  down next  t o  me and put  a  long arm around my shoulder ,  

pu l led  me t o  him and t r i e d  t o  k i s s  me. The old  geezer  had t h e  g a l l  t o  

say he was c e r t a i n  I was i n t e r e s t e d  i n  having an a f f a i r  w i t h  him 

because I had come on sa turday  t o  work when no one i n  t h e i r  r i g h t  mind 

works on sa turdays .  But what cinched i t  t o r  him was t h a t  I had t o l d  

him I d i d n ' t  expect  t o  be paid t o r  my work. Well, I on ly  came because 

I genuinely thought he needed help  and because I thought I could l e a r n  

something from h i s  methods. You s e e ,  I was having a  romance wi th  know- 

ledge ,  but it was completely miss i n t e r p r e t e d . "  

"What happened?" Car los  asked expectant ly .  

' I  shoved t h e  heavy t a p e  recording equipment o t t  t h e  t a b l e  r i g h t  

i n t o  h i s  lap .  I was s u r e  I crushed h i s  guinea pig. You should have 

heard t h e  squea ls  1 " 

Carlos looked a t  me cu r ious ly  a s  i f  he d i d n ' t  know what t o  think.  

' I  ran o u t  o t  t h e  o f f i c e  and t h a t  was my l a s t  encounter  w i th  t h e  

p ro fe s so r s  o t  dev ian t  behavior and wi th  h i s  dev ian t  methods o t  

sociology ." 
"Well, t h e r e  is  a l o t  t o  be s a i d  f o r  t h e  phenomenological 

method," Car los  continued,  " a l l  dev ian t  p ro fe s so r s  a s ide . "  

As he t a l k e d ,  I nervously  munch on bread t r y i n g  n o t  t o  drop too  

many crumbs on t h e  ground. For whenever crumbs f e l l ,  a  hos t  oÂ 

greedy l i t t l e  black b i r d s  wi th  yellow eyes and long t a i l  t e ache r s  

rushed t o  gobble them up. Car los '  e l u c i d a t i o n  d id  seemed t o  have-an 

immediate t r u t h  t o  it. A s  t a r  a s  I could t e l l ,  exper ienc ing  th ings  

d i r e c t l y ,  wi thout  t h e  i n t e rven t ion  o t  i d e a l i t i e s ,  was what Cla ra  and 

rtr. Abelar had meant when they s a i d  t h a t  t h e  e n e r g e t i c  body o r  double 
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could exper ience r e a l i t i e s  d i r e c t l y  which our reason could never 

comprehend. 

"Take con t inu i ty  o t  pe rcep t ion ,  f o r  example," Car los  continued. 

"According t o  phenomenologists,  t h e r e  i s  a c o n t i n u i t y  t o  percep t ion ,  

but  it i s n ' t  a  g iven.  Percep t ion  i t s e l f  i s  r e l a t e d  only  t o  t h e  

p re sen t .  But t h i s  p re sen t  i s  always seen  i n  terms of having a p a s t  

behind it and an open ended f u t u r e  before  it." 

' I  t h i n k  I need a concre te  example he re , "  I s a i d  t r y i n g  t o  fo l low 

h i s  exp lana t ion .  , 

Car los  pointed t o  t h e  f lowering Jacaranda  t r e e  across  t h e  walkway 

near  t h e  gazebo. 

"Take t h a t  t r e e  over t h e r e , "  he s a i d .  "You s e e  t h a t  t r e e  on ly  

h e r e  and now, but i n  s ee ing  i t ,  you a r e  a l ready  presupposing t h a t  it 

. , 
>) 

. , w a s  t h e r e  yesterday i n  t h e  same s p o t ,  and wha t ' s  more, t h a t  it w i l l  

con t inue  t o  be t h e r e  tomorrow even when we a r e  no longer  s i t t i n g  on 

t h i s  bench observing it." 

I had t o  agree. That t r e e  looked l i k e  it  had been t h e r e  q u i t e  a 

while.  I n  f a c t ,  t h e  blossoms on t h e  ground, proved i t  was t h e r e  before  

we had s a t  down on t h e  bench. 

 h he f lowers on t h e  ground," Car los  s a i d  n o t i c i n g  my g l ance ,  

" a t t e s t  t o  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  they were shed p r i o r  t o  us  s i t t i n g  down h e r e  

on t h e  bench s i n c e  we d i d n ' t  s e e  any o t  them t a l l .  Your mind t e l l s  

you t h a t  t h a t  t r e e  has a h i s t o r y ,  even though you and I haven ' t  been 

he re  long enough t o  perce ive  i t d i r e c t l y . "  

' I  know chat  t r e e  

m a t e r i a l i z e  i n  t r o n t  of 

, 

has a h i s t o r y , "  I agreed. "1c d i d n ' t  j u s t  

our  eyes t h i s  i n s t a n t . "  



"Exactly.  But how do you know t h a t .  How can you be so  c e r t a i n .  

That i s  t h e  prime m a t e r i a l  t o r  phenomenological i n v e s t i g a t i o n .  t h a t ' s  

more, I know t h a t  you know t h a t  I am perceiving t h e  same t r e e  you a r e  

and t h a t  we a r e  having an i n t e r s u b j e c t i v e  agreement as  t o  what 

c o n s t i t u t e s  r e a l i t y .  But can we r e a l l y  oe c e r t a i n  t h a t  we a r e  s ee ing  

t h e  same th ings?  A phenomenological approach would ques t ion  t h a t  

i n t e r s u b j e c t i v e  agrernent t o o ,  o r  a t  l e a s t ,  t a k e  such an a  p r i o r i  

assumption i n t o  cons ide ra t ion  i n  any discuss ion."  

My mind was r e e l i n g  t r y i n g  t o  imagine what t h e  phenomenologists 

were up t o .  To me they were a  kind o t  urban s o r c e r e r s ,  whi te  magicians 

playing w i t h  mind and pe rcep t ion ,  much a s  t he  C la ra  and her  group of 

s o r c e r e r s  i n  Mexico had done whi le  I was l i v i n g  among them. Only, t o  

t h e  phenomenologists,  it seemed more o t  an i n t e l l e c t u a l  game. They 

lacked t h e  a c t u a l  e n e r g e t i c  f o r c e  t o  make the  Jacaranda t r e e  d i sappear  

i n  f r o n t  o t  one 's  eyes  upon r e a l i z i n g  t h a t  i t s  presence i s  mere 

i n t e r p r e t a t i o n .  

L'lelida, Emil i to  and M r .  Abelar ,  on t h e  o the r  hand, had t h e  energy 

t o  make s t r a n g e  unexpla inab le  t h ings  happen by manipulat ing percep- 

t i o n .  While 1 was l i v i n g  i n  C l a r a ' s  house, t h i n g s  kept  d i sappear ing  

and then I would t i n d  them weeks l a t e r  i n  t h e  same p laces  I must have 

looked a  hundred times. What's more, f e a t u r e s  o t  h e r  house would s h i t t  

depending on my vantage p o i n t .  I could never expla in  t hese  occur- 

rences  and Clara  had t o l d  me n o t  t o  even t r y .  

I t  seemed very e x i s t e n t i a l  s i t t i n g  on a  park bench in a Mexican 

town, d i scus s ing  t h e  philosophy o t  Husser l ,  e a t i n g  d e l i c i o u s  bread. 

But somehow my mind k e p t  f l a s h i n g  back t o  d i f f e r e n t  ques t ions .  Not 

ph i lo soph ica l  ones o t  whether o r  n o t  t h e  t r e e  i n  t h e  park e x i s t s  i n  
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i t ' s  own r i g h t  o r  because we a r e  perceiving i t  v i a  a  power c a l l e d  

i n t e n t i o n a l i t y .  Such t a l k  seemed t o  me t i l l e d  w i t h  over tones  o t  

Thomas Aquinas t r y i n g  t o  f i g u r e  o u t  how many angels  can dance on t h e  

head of a  pin.  I had had enough o t  t h a t  kind o t  t a l k  from the  J e s u i t  

p r i e s t s  at  t he  schools  I had a t t ended .  

I wanted t o  know more about don Juan,  Car los '  informant. Since he 

was a l s o  a  s o r c e r e r ,  perhaps he knew John Michael Abelar o r  of him. 

Then t h e  thought s t r u c k  me t h a t  perhaps he - was M r .  Abelar ;  t h a t  he and 

don Juan might be t h e  same person.  I wouldn ' t  pu t  anything passed t h e  

s o r c e r e r s .  I knew they e x i s t i n g  on a  d i f f e r e n t  pe rcep tua l  p l a n e ,  one 

I was barred from by my l a c k  of energy and understanding.  Perhaps,  

they were a l l  t h e r e  i n  t h e  park  w i t h  us and I was incapable  of s ee ing  

them because I d id  n o t  have t h e  means t o r  i n t e r p r e t i n g  t h e i r  per- 

. . c e p t u a l  r e a l i t y .  Perhaps t h e  s o r c e r e r s ,  u n l i k e  t h e  t r e e  i n  t h e  park ,  

had no taken  t o r  granted h i s t o r y  o r  fu tu re .  Perhaps they lacked t h e  

t empora l i t y  and s p a c i a i i t y  o t  t h i n g s ,  s o ,  t h e r e f o r e ,  they d i d n ' t  e x i s t  

t o r  us  t h e  way ' t h i n g s '  i n  t h e  world ex i s t ed .  

"Only an i n t e n t i o n a l .  a n a l y s i s  of t h e  p r e s e n t ,  o i  pe rcep t ion  i n  

and of i t s e l f  a s  making something p r e s e n t , "  Car los  cont inued,  " w i l l  

g i v e  us  an i n k l i n g  of how we c o n s t r u c t  t h e  world around us. Husser l  

c a l l e d  t h a t  l i v i n g  space,  t h e  ' l i f e  wor ld ' ,  meaning l i f e  a s  i t  is  

l i v e d  i n  t h e  present ."  

' I  t h i n k  I fol low you," I s a i d  t e n t a t i v e l y  wiping t h e  crumbs o f f  

my f i n g e r s .  "But I need another  example." 

"Take t h a t  o t h e r  t r e e , "  Car los  s a i d ,  t h i s  t ime p o i n t i n g  t o  a  

b e a u t i f u l  magnolia do t t ed  w i t h  wh i t e  f lowers.  "'l'he t r e e  g ives  i t s e l f  

t o  us  a s  t h e r e ,  as f u l l y  p re sen t .  Although 1 only  see  it from t h e  
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f r o n t ,  I know t h a t  it has a  back and s i d e s  even though I d o n ' t  see  

them. So besides knowing t h a t  it has been t h e r e  yes te rday ,  a s  we l l  a s  

t h a t  it w i l l  be t h e r e  tomorrow. I a l s o  know t h a t  it has s i d e s  and a  

back and an i n s i d e  and long r o o t s  under t h e  ground even thought I 

d o n ' t  immediately s e e  them. T h a t ' s  what Husserl  means by "spatiality" 

being b u i l t  i n t o  percep t ion .  We assume t h e  t r e e  i s  t h e r e  i n  a l l  i t s  

f u l l n e s s .  " 

"True," I agreed. " I t ' s  n o t  j u s t  a  t l a t  tacade.  I s e e  a  complete 

t r e e .  " 

'Hut  t h a t  very completeness i s  an accomplishment, an a c t i v i t y ,  

r a t h e r  than  a  g i v e n , " '  Carlos explained.  " In  t h e  t r e e ' s  p resence ,  i n  

t h e  very f a c t  t h a t  we see  i t  a s  a  t r e e  here  and now, l i e s  a  con t inu i ty  

o t  what we a r e  s t i l l  conscious o t ,  what had flowed away and what i s  no 

longer  i n t u i t e d  a t  a l l .  The t r e e  has a  c o n t i n u i t y  o t  p a s t  and f u t u r e ,  

r e s u l t i n g  from t h e  memory of t h e  t r e e  we saw yes t e rday ,  and the  

expec ta t ions  we have t h a t  i t  w i l l  be t h e r e  tomorrow. The t r e e ' s  

c o n t i n u i t y  is put t h e r e  v i a  our  capac i ty  f o r  i n t e n t i o n a l i t y .  We know 

it w i l l  be t h e  same t r e e  tomorrow a s  it is  today. And it has spaci-  

a l i t y ,  which a l lows us t o  s e e  a  f r o n t  and a back and i n t u i t  i t s  

f u l l n e s s .  " 

I took a  s i p  o t  mineral  water .  Talking about phenomenology, made 

me ques t ion  percept ion.  I had t h e  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  i t  I gazed a t  t h a t  

t r e e  long enough, and i t  only I had enough s o r c e r e r ' s  energy,  I could 

make it d isappear ,  s i n c e  it r e a l l y  d i d n ' t  have a  p a s t  o r  t u t u r e ,  back 

o r  bottom o t h e r  than t h e  one incorpora ted  i n  our  i n t e r p r e t a t i o n  of it .  

The t r e e  wasn ' t  t h e r e  t h e  way I saw i t  a t  a l l .  Percep t ion  l inked w i t h  
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mind, o r  what Brentano c a l l e d ,  i n t e n t i o n a l i t y ,  was playing a g i g a n t i c  

t r i c k  on t h e  perce iver .  

I t e l t  I wanted t o  g e t  t o  t h e  bottom o t  t h i s  charade once and t o r  

a l l .  I was t i r e d  o t  being foo led  by one p a r t i c u l a r  mode of perce iv ing  

t h a t  had been forced upon me by v i r t u e  o t  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  I had been 

born i n t o  a p a r t i c u l a r  ' l i f e  world'  o r  being-in-the-world, a s  Husser l  

c a l l e d  it. I wanted more than anything t o  s ee  t h e  t r e e s  t h e  way I had 

seen them under t h e  guidance o t  Emi l i t o ,  when I had climbed them, f e l t  

t h e i r  r o o t s ,  gazed a t  t h e i r  l eaves ,  t a lked  t o  them, loved them, 

understood them. but  now a l l  t h a t  was gone a s  it  t h e  g i a n t  eye of t h a t  

r e a l i t y  had closed and sea led  t h a t  world from view, l eav ing  me 

s t randed  on t h e  wrong s i d e  of t h e  door. I f  only Car los  could he lp  me 

c ross  over t o  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e !  

T o  understand so rce ry ,  i s  t o  expand one ' s  capac i ty  of percep- 

t i o n , "  M r .  Abelar had once t o l d  me. "Sorcere rs ,  through t h e  recap- 

i t u l a t i o n  and o the r  p r a c t i c e s ,  s t o r e  enough energy t o  break t h e  

r e f l e x c i v i t y  of space and time. Their  p r a c t i c e s  a r e  d e l i b e r a t e l y  

geared towards d i s r u p t i n g  t h e  world a s  we l i v e  it." 

Now Carlos was say ing  t h e  same th ing ,  and I knew t h e r e  must be an 

inherent  t r u t h  t o  it. "A s o r c e r e r  would look a t  t h a t  t r e e  and n o t  

consider  i t s  ' t h e r e n e s s '  a s  a g iven ,"  Carlos continued.  "Sorcere rs  

according t o  don Juan t r y  t o  break t h e  mold of percep t ion  i n t o  which 

we were born." 

"Do you th ink  i t ' s  r e a l l y  poss ib l e  t o  do t h a t ? "  I asked. " I  mean 

break ou t  of t h e  mold o t  perce iv ing  t h e  world a s  we know it." 
,? 

'Of course.  ~ c c o r d i n ~  t o  Husser l ,  a l l  pe rcep tua l  a c t s  po in t  

toward o r  i n t end ,  some o b j e c t , "  Car los  explained.  "In  o t h e r  words, 



a i l  see ing  is  see ing  something, a l l  th ink ing  i s  t h ink ing  something. 

A l l  pe rcep t ion  i s  percep t ion  o t  something. And percep t ion  p r o j e c t s  

i t s e l f  toward i t s  intended o b j e c t  which i s  not  a  t h i n g ,  o r  a  g iven,  

but an a c t  of c r e a t i o n .  And a s  an a c t  of c r e a t i o n ,  it can be r e c r e a t -  

ed ,  o r  a l t e r e d  t o  t i t  a  d i f f e r e n t  mold." 

I g e t  it. You're say ing  t h a t  a s  long a s  we s e e  percep t ion  a s  a  

given,  we a r e  s t u c k ,  f o r e v e r  imprisoned. But i f  we r e a l i z e  t h a t  it i s  

only phenomenon t o  be i n v e s t i g a t e d ,  then d i f f e r e n t  ways, o r  a l t e r n a -  

t i v e s  t o  percep t ion  open up." 

"Tha t ' s  r i g h t , "  Car los  s a i d .  "And who knows what l i e s  i n  t h e  

realm of p o s s i b i l i t i e s  a v a i l a b l e  t o  man a s  a  s e n t i e n t  being. 

'The s o r c e r e r s '  pa th  i s  t o  break t h e  boundaries of  s o c i a l  percep- 

t i o n  ,". .Carlos s a i d .  "And I say s o c i a l  percep t ion ,  n o t  human percep- 

t i on .  Because a  sorcere r .  i s  a b l e  t o  perceive  worlds n o t  open t o  us  a s  

s o c i a l i z e d  beings. Never the less ,  open as  p o s s i b i l i t i e s  a s  s e n t i e n t  

beings who have given up t h e i r  s o c i a l  i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s  o t  t h e  world a s  

they l i v e  it." 

How d i d  you g e t  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  studying percep t ion?"  I asked 

Car 10s. 

He was s i l e n t  f o r  a  moment. I t  was a  s i l e n c e  s teeped i n  thought 

r a t h e r  than one born ou t  o t  having run o u t  of t h ings  t o  say. 

A f t e r  a  whi le  he s a i d ,  "It  was my good fo r tune  t o  meet a  man who 

i n  my mind, is  t h e  most p r e c i s e  and remarkable person I ' v e  ever  know. 

He has taken me a s  h i s  app ren t i ce  and is  teaching me t o  break t h e  

boundaries of percept ion.  You s e e ,  you were r i g h t  when you s a i d  i n  

t h e  o f f i c e  o t  t h e  Anthropology department,  t h a t  a l l  t h i s  t h a t  i s  

betore  u s ,  could no t  pos s ib ly  be a l l  t h e r e  is  t o  t h e  world." 
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He swept h i s  hands i n  a  g r a c e f u l  movement i n  t r o n t  o t  us t o  

inc lude  t h e  t r e e s ,  t he  c a r s ,  t h e  boy on h i s  b i cyc l e  and t h e  people 

s t r o l l i n g  around t h e  plaza .  "There is a  way t o  break through the  

b a r r i e r s  s e t  up by language and thought ,  and pe rce ive  phenomena 

d i r e c t l y .  That is what phenomenologists t a l k  about ;  and t h a t  is what 

s o r c e r e r s  a c t u a l l y  do." 

1 looked a t  Carlos. I knew why l imi l i to  had i n s i s t e d  I a t t e n d  t h e  

u n i v e r s i t y .  Not only so  our  pa ths  would c r o s s ,  but t h a t  I would have 

t h e  capac i ty  t o  conceptual ize  and s h a r e  t h e  new nagua l ' s  p r e d i l e c t i o n  

t o r  t h e  a b s t r a c t .  

Car los  turned t o  look a t  me and our eyes r i xed  f o r  an indescr ib-  

a b l e  i n s t a n t  i n  which my e n t i r e  t u t u r e  was summed up and my p a s t  

rushed t o  meet t h e  present .  1 cou ldn ' t  pu t  i t  i n t o  words, but i n  t h a t  

moment, no one e l s e  i n  t h e  world e x i s t e d .  And j u s t  a s  people had 

t h e i r  own shared agreements, we held a moment o t  agreement, t o o ,  a 

s i l e n t  i n t e r S ~ b j e ~ t i ~ i t y ,  t o  which no one e l s e  was pr ivy .  I l e t  out  a  

s i g h  o t  r e l i e f  t h a t  seemed t o  have been t rapped i n s i d e  me f o r  eons ,  

t o r  1 knew beyond a  doubt t h a t  t h i s  was t h e  new nagual .  Fa te  had 

joined our pa ths ,  and torevermore we would journey toge ther .  

"It y o u ' r e  game," Car los  s a i d  breaking t h e  s i l e n c e .  "We can b l a s t  

through t h e  world o t  percept ion.  L e t ' s  t i n d  ou t  it t h e r e  is  anything 

beyond t h i s  t h a t  we have always taken t o r  granted." 

He laughed t o r  a  moment t o  Dreak t h e  s e r iousnes s ,  but I knew he 

meant what he s a i d ,  and somewhere i n  t h e  depth o t  s i l e n c e  I agreed.  

Un t h a t  park bench I s i l e n t l y  agreed t o  do whatever i t  took t o  

accompany him t o  t he  ends of t h e  e a r t h  and beyond. I leaned my head 



a g a i n s t  h i s  a s  it t o  merge f o r c e s .  He reached up and tous led  my h a i r  

t h e  way Nelida had, and I knew our f a t e s  were s e a l e d  fo reve r .  

We got  up without  any spoken words or  promises,  t o r  none had t o  

be made. We both knew a t  t h e  deepes t  l e v e l  t h a t  something had changed 

i n  t h e  most s u b t l e  way. We were n o t  t h e  same a s  when we had s a t  down 

on t h e  bench. We were joined by an i n t e n t  t h a t  d i d  no t  stem from t h e  

s o c i a l  o rder .  I t  ex i s t ed  p r i o r  t o  our encounter i n  t h e  o t t i c e  of t h e  

Anthropology department, and p r i o r  y e t ,  t o  t h e  v i s i o n  of ano ther  

r e a l i t y .  Something e l s e  had s e t  up our appointment on t h i s  park 

bench, and made p o s s i b l e  t h i s  journey o t  power. But what t h a t  f o r c e  

was, we could not  fathom. For it o r ig ina t ed  w i t h i n  and emerged from 

t h e  inconceivable  depths  o t  s i l e n c e .  let. t h a t  same f o r c e  would 

c a t a p u l t  us t o  freedom. 



The Road t o  Guaymas 

We drove i n  s i l e n c e .  I searched my mind f o r  something t o  s a y ,  

but sma l l  t a l k  had never  been my s t rong  po in t .  Each t o p i c  t h a t  a r o s e  

a s  a  p o s s i b i l i t y  t o r  d i s c u s s i o n ,  I immediately discarded a s  e i t h e r  t o o  

t r i v i a l  o r  t oo  t e c h n i c a l  t o r  ca sua l  conversat ion.  The s t r i n g e n t  ga te -  

keeper ,  lodged somewhere i n  t h e  back of my mind, kept censor ing every 

t o p i c  before  I could br ing  it up. 

'Who was t h a t  b e a u t i f u l  woman i n  t h e  bakery?" I asked o u t  of t h e  
. . 

8 I blue. 

"rihat woman?" he r e p l i e d  keeping h i s  eyes on t h e  road. "I don ' t  

r e c a l l  anyone i n  p a r t i c u l a r . "  

I d i d n ' t  know how t o  broach t h e  sub jec t  wi thout  sounding jea lous  

and posses s ive  so  I l e t  it drop. Yet, I cou ldn ' t  g e t  t h a t  person ou t  

o t  my mind, I was s u r e  she  was not  Mexican, t o r  al though h e r  s k i n  

was da rk ,  it was more a  t a n  than a  n a t u r a l  pigment. I had n o t  been 

c l o s e  enough t o  s ee  her  eyes ,  but i f  I had, I know they would have 

been blue. from h e r  d r e s s ,  I had t h e  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  she  was from t h e  

United S t a t e s ,  a n d  from h e r  manner, I suspected t h a t  she and Car los  

were more than casua l  acquaintances .  

I laughed a t  myself a s  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  I was a l ready  i n  competi- 

t i o n  w i t h  a  woman I had n o t  even met. I n  s p i t e  of t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  

1 
. . .. 

I had done under C l a r a ' s  and Emi l i t o ' s  guidance, I was s t i l l  r e a c t i n g  
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l i k e  a  woman r a t h e r  than i n  t h e  d i s c i p l i n e d  and detached manner of a  

s o r c e r e r .  C la ra  had warned me t h a t  my behavior wi th  r e s p e c t  t o  men 

would a  be most d i f f i c u l t  p a t t e r n  t o  break. For c e r t a i n  a t t i t u d e s  and 

expec ta t ions  were incu lca ted  i n  g i r l s  a t  an e a r l y  age i n  o rder  t o  

f u l f i l l  t h e i r  s o c i a l  and b io log ica l  imperat ives .  

"Femaleness ," Clara  had warned me soon a f t e r  I had begun my 

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  " includes  being j e a l o u s ,  possess ive ,  and t r e a t i n g  

o n e ' s  man a s  it he were a  h e l p l e s s  dependent ch i ld .  I t  involves t h e  

mandate t h a t  i f  he s t r a y s  o r  d i g r e s s e s ,  he w i l l  have t o  be forg iven ,  

t o r  t h a t  i s  t h e  l o t  a  woman is  expected t o  bear:  she must s tand  by her  

man under a l l  condi t ions .  " 

' I  would never put up w i t h  such behavior ,"  I s a i d  adamantly. 

"You' l l  be h o r r i f i e d  a t  what you uncover upon examining your 

l i f e , "  she s a i d  laughing. "You' l l  put  up wi th  whatever your mother put 

up wi th .  And you yoursel f  t o l d  me t h a t  she  had t o  put  up wi th  a  g r e a t  

dea l .  " 

Kemembering C la ra ' s  words, made me r e a l i z e  t h a t  i n  s p i t e  o t  my 

professed change, I was s t i l l  looking i n t o  a mirror  i n  which my idea  

of how a  woman ought t o  behave governed my f e e l i n g s  and a c t i o n s .  

"How much f u r t h e r  t o  Guaymas?" I asked emerging from my s e l f -  

r e f l e c t i o n .  

"About an hour ,"  Carlos s a i d .  

He, t o o ,  had been l o s t  i n  thought ,  al though I was c e r t a i n  it was 

n o t  about h imse l f ;  and having answered my ques t ion  he re turned  t o  t h a t  

inner  s i l e n c e  from which I had aroused him. I resen ted  h i s  mental 

r e t r e a t ,  y e t  I had no qualms i n  doing t h e  same t h i n g  myself.  I 

r e a l i z e d  t h e r e  ex i s t ed  a  l ack  of f a i r n e s s  i n  my t reatment  o t  o thers .  



I expected o t h e r s  t o  ca r ry  t h e  burden of t h e  i n t e r a c t i o n ,  t o  e n t e r t a i n  

o r  i n s t r u c t  me, whi le  I remained t h e  pas s ive  r e c i p i e n t .  I t  was a mode 

of behavior I had learned as a  c h i l d  trom my mother. She had ingrained 

i n  me t h a t  a  g i r l  should speak only when spoken t o ,  meaning t h a t  i n  

p o l i t e  company, I had t o  s i t  q u i e t l y  and no t  make myselt  a  nascence by 

asking s i l l y  quest ions .  I had always wondered why t h a t  r u l e  d i d n ' t  

apply t o  my b ro the r s ,  who i n s t e a d  of s i t t i n g  q u i e t l y ,  were rowdy and 

climbed over t h e  f u r n i t u r e  of t h e  f r i e n d s  we were v i s i t i n g ,  a s  it they  

had t h e  run o t  top  o t  t h a t ,  everyone had found them t o  

be l i v e l y  and rambunctious boys. 

Once lea rned ,  I had kept  t h e  r u l e  of q u i e t  p a s s i v i t y ,  not  

bother ing t o  r e v i s e  it a s  an adu l t .  I n  recompense, I always kep t  up a 

l i v e l y  inner  dia logue,  t o  t h e  po in t  o t  laughing o r  sn i cke r ing  a t  my 

own s i l e n t  jokes. During my s t a y  w i t h  Clara ,  she  had immediately put  

a  s top  t o  t h i s  a u t o c e n t r i c  behavior. I received a  sound r ap  on t h e  

head from her  whenever she  saw my l i p s  moving, o r  de tec ted  even so  

much a s  a  smile  on my f a c e  t h a t  wasn ' t  warranted by e x t e r n a l  events .  

Hut having been away from t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  in f luence  f o r  many months, 

t h e  h a b i t  o t  t a l k i n g  t o  myself had re turned .  

"Why i s  it so  d i f f i c u l t  t o  change?" I had once asked C la ra  a f t e r  

a  day of r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  i n  t h e  cave nea r  her house. 

We s a t  down i n  t he  k i tchen  where she  handed me a  p l a t e  of stew. 

A s  we a t e ,  she  explained t h a t  t h e  power t o  change depended on one's.. -- -... " ~- ~ 

energy. She then pu t  f o f t h  t h e  sorcery  t h e s i s  t h a t  t h e  s exua l  exc i t a -  

t i o n  of o n e ' s  paren ts  a t  t h e  moment of conception determined t h e  

ene rge t i c  conf igura t ion  of t h e  i n f a n t .  

I "What exac t ly  does t h a t  mean, Clara?"  I asked. 
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"It t h e r e  was l i t t l e  o r  no e x c i t a t i o n  during t h e  sex a c t ,  t h e  

ch i ld  born out  of t h a t  union w i l l  be as  d u l l  a s  a  plug n i c k e l , "  she 

explained.  'On t h e  o t h e r  hand i f  both parents  were e x c i t e d ,  then  t h e  

c h i l d  w i l l  have t h e  energy and optimism t o  meet l i f e  head on and 

d e l i g h t  i n  whatever comes h i s  way." 

"What happens it only one of t h e  parents  was exc i t ed?"  I asked. 

"You t e l l  me," she  r e p l i e d  peer ing a t  me. "You ought t o  know from 

personal  experience." 
'. i' wtl-~ 

"The person g e t s  e n t h u s i a s t i c  f o r  a  while and then she p e t e r s  

o u t , "  I admitted.  "Une is  imbalanced and unstable ."  

Cla ra  nodded. "They know t h a t  u l t ima te ly  they d o n ' t  have the  

energy t o  go through w i t h  whatever they s t a r t .  So they g ive  up h a l t  

way. They never b r ing  anything t o  f r u i t i o n ;  they a r e  defea ted  before  

they even begin." 

"What can one do about it?" I asked. 

"They can t i g h t e n  t h e i r  b e l t s  and intend themselves d i f f e r e n t , "  
... . ..~ --- 

"" .~ ~. ----.--.- 

she  s a i d .  

"How do they intend themselves d i f f e r e n t ? "  

"A person wi th  l i t t l e  energy has t o  p r o j e c t  he r se l f  o u t  of 

h e r s e l f .  She has t o  l i n k  up with  a  d i f f e r e n t  dream. She has t o  dream 

he r se l f  anew." 

"To dream oneself  anew sounds l i k e  a  metaphor," I s a i d  s igh ing .  

" I s  it r e a l l y  p o s s i b l e  t o  change?" 

' I t  c e r t a i n l y  i s , "  Clara  sa id .  "But f i r s t  you have t o  r e c a p i t u l -  

a t e  your undisc ip l ined  l i f e  and puke it out .  Then you begin dreaming a  

new being,  one w i t h  v igor  and l o t s  of energy t o  spare .  L i t t l e  by 

l i t t l e ,  you wake up t h e  energy body u n t i l  your a c t s  and f e e l i n g s  match 
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t your new being. Every s t rong  and p r e c i s e  a c t  w i l l  r e i n f o r c e  t he  

dreaming body, and your i ng ,  w i l l  g ive  power t o  your d a i l y  

a c t s .  I n  t h i s  way you h  i f  ou t  of your s e l f  on t h e  wings of 

i n t e n t .  " 

Remembering C l a r a ' s  words t i l l e d  me wi th  courage and optimism. I 

pressed  a  p l ace  along my l e f t  s i d e  j u s t  above t h e  sp l een ,  a  p o i n t  

C la ra  had s a i d  was u s e f u l  f o r  becoming a l e r t  and f o r  g e t t i n g  a  b i t  o t  

added energy whenever one t e l t  despondent, l i s t l e s s  o r  drowsy. 

I glanced a t  Carlos.  "What i s  t h e  populat ion of Guaymas?" I 

asked again  a t tempt ing  conversat ion.  " I ' v e  passed through t h e r e  

s e v e r a l  years  ago. I suppose i t ' s  r e a l l y  grown." 

Car los  gave me a  cur ious  look as  it he wasn ' t  su re  I was r e a l l y  

i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t a l k i n g  about t h e  populat ion of Guaymas. 
, , 

, t ' I t  has grown i n  t h e  p a s t  few y e a r s ,  but I d o n ' t  know what t h e  

popula t ion  i s .  " 

It it h a d n ' t  been g e t t i n g  dark,  he might have no t iced  my l i p s  

moving a s  I began t o  r epea t  some power words t o  myself.  As it was, my 

dismal  mood was l o s t  i n  t h e  d e s c e n d i n g t w i l i g h t .  The darkness was 

s e t t l i n g  l i k e  a  g rey  f i l t e r  cover ing t h e  eyes. To t h e  wes t ,  t h e  sky 

had becoming a  deep purple  wi th  red -̂m-v  ̂Creaks where t h e  sun had a l ready  

s e t .  The low h i l l s  i n  t h e  d i s t a n c e  were black c u t  ou t s  pas ted  a g a i n s t  

t h e  grey-black sky. From time t o  t ime,  we passed a tew Saguaro 

c a c t u s ,  s i l h o u e t t e d  a g a i n s t  t h e  low h i l l s .  The i r  t h i c k  arms were 

tu rned  upward, ou t s t r e t ched  t o  t h e  black heavens as it  they  had been 

f r o z e n  i n  a  pos tu re  o t  supp l i ca t ion .  

A l l  t h e  saguaro were t h e  same; some were t a l l e r  than o t h e r s ,  some 

1 had s t u b b i e r  armatures ,  but they were a l l  hoping t o r  t h e  same th ing :  
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grace  t o  drop from heaven, i n  t h e  form of g e n t l e  r a i n ,  d r o p l e t s  of 

mi s t  t o  quench t h e i r  e t e r n a l  t h i r s t .  

I had fo rgo t t en  how noisy the  n igh t  i n  t h e  c i t y  was compared t o  

t h e  u t t e r  s t i l l n e s s  of t h e  d e s e r t .  I r e s t e d  my head a g a i n s t  t h e  

s e a t ' s  headres t  and l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  thumping of t h e  car  t i r e s  pass ing 

over t he  rough road. From t h e  sounds,  I could d e t e c t  t h a t  t h e  l e f t  

r e a r  t i r e  was low, f o r  t h e  wheels were not  evenly balanced and an 

e x t r a  thump arose  from t h a t  d i r e c t i o n .  I t  caught my a t t e n t i o n  and t h e  

rhythmic thud l u l l e d  me i n t o  a  h a l t  s leep .  

I smiled a t  t h e  thought t h a t  it Carlos had wanted t o  hold a  

conversa t ion  now, I wouldn't  be a b l e  t o  come up w i t h  a  coherent  

comment. For a  hypnotic s p e l l  had taken hold of me, and I was f e e l i n g  

heavy, drowsy, so t h a t  I could bar ley  keep my eyes open. 

The road ahead was s t r a i g h t ,  i l lumina ted  by the  b r igh t  c a r  

head l igh ts .  I t  formed a  long,  grey t u n n e l ,  t h a t  pul led my gaze i n t o  

i t ,  guided by t h e  white c e n t e r  d iv id ing  l i n e  t h a t  peaked i n  t he  

d i s t ance .  I t  took too much e f f o r t  t o  p u l l  my eyes away from t h e  road,  

so  I J u s t  kep t  s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  whi te  l i n e  sucking me i n t o  a  long,  deep 

t u n n e l ,  making nie drowsier and drowsier .  With g r e a t  e f f o r t  I s h i t t e d  

my eyes t o  t h e  s i d e  of t h e  road. To my amazement, t h e  landscape had 

changed. The d e s e r t  was gone! Gone were t h e  Saguaro c a c t i ,  t h e  dusty 

shrubs ,  and t h e  occas iona l  tumbleweed t h a t  I had seen r o l l i n g  along 

t h e  roadside .  

I n s t e a d ,  we were d r i v i n g  through a  f o r e s t s ,  and I was seeing 

g i a n t  p ine  t r e e s  on e i t h e r  s i d e  of t h e  road. The t r e e s  were a s  t a l l  

a s  t h e  sky,  which had disappeared i n  a  mass o t  dark,  piney branches. 



Since I wasn ' t  a s l eep ,  I knew it was a mirage,  but not  one t h a t  

was f r i g h t e n i n g ;  i t  r a t h e r  was astounding. I l e t  my senses  explore  t h e  

t r e e s  which were becoming more and more de l inea ted  a s  we moved through 

them. Some of t h e  t r e e s  were g i a n t  redwood with  f u r r y  bark,  long 

s t r a i g h t  t runks  and bushy tops .  They were so c l o s e  t oge the r  t h a t  t h e r e  

was no way t o  s e e  beyond them, t o  s e e  what was holding them up. Mirage 

or  n o t ,  i n  t h e  darkness ,  they seemed t o  be as  r e a l  a s  t h e  grove of 

t r e e s  I had seen whi le  d r iv ing  i n  Northern Ca l i fo rn i a .  

A l l  of a  sudden t h e  road was curving a s  i f  we were i n  t h e  

mainta ins .  Not being f a m i l i a r  w i th  the  landscape around Guaymas, I 

thought perhaps we were cl imbing i n t o  h i l l y  t e r r a i n .  I allowed 

myself t o  go wi th  t h e  scenery and d i d n ' t  bother t o  eva lua te  it with  my 

r a t i o n a l  knowledge of t he  Sonoran dese r t  and of redwood f o r e s t s .  
, .,, 

Watching t h e  t r e e s  pas s ,  became f o r  me, a form of en te r ta inment ;  I 

tound myself l o o k i n g o u t  f o r  bear ,  o r  hoping t o  spo t  a dee r ,  but I 

d i d n ' t .  

I was so  i n t r i g u e d  wi th  t h e  v i s i o n ,  t h a t  I could n o t  t e l l  how 

much t ime had passed. Carlos was d r iv ing  slower than u s u a l ,  a s  i t  he ,  

too ,  were a f r a i d  a deer  might d a r t  ac ross  t h e  road. I made no mention 

o t  t h e  f o r e s t  o t  t r e e s  t h a t  surrounded us ,  t o r  I was c e r t a i n  Car los  

would t h i n k  me c razy ,  and t h e  scenery would disappear .  Besides,  I no 

longer  had t h e  a b i l i t y  t o  speak. I could barely  t h ink  l e t  a lone vo ice  

my thoughts.  Then I stopped th ink ing  a l l  toge ther  and sunk i n t o  a 

heavy s i l e n c e ,  watching t h e  t r e e s ,  wai t ing t o r  a phantom animal t o  

move among them, and t i n a l l y ,  j u s t  watching. 

John Michael Abelar had once t o l d  me t h a t  men were n o t  t h e  only  

t c r e a t u r e s  who could a t t a i n  a s t a t e  o t  heightened awareness. 
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"Dogs, dee r ,  crows, any animal can have a  d i r e c t  l i n e  t o  i n t e n t , "  

he had s a i d .  "We c a l l  them magical c r ea tu re s .  Sorcere rs  seek  them and 

u s e  them as a i d s  o r  helpers ."  I 

I must have f a l l e n  as leep  because a t  one p o i n t ,  I was no longer  

s i t t i n g  i n  t h e  f r o n t  s e a t  of Car los '  c a r ,  but on some s o r t  o t  hard 

wooden bench. My head was t i l t e d  back r e s t i n g  on a t h i c k  pos t ,  and 

in s t ead  of looking up a t  t h e  i n s i d e  of t he  c a r ,  I was looking up a t  

some g i a n t  t r e e s  i n  f r o n t  of C l a r a ' s  house. I was p r a c t i c i n g  a  

gazing e x e r c i s e  t h a t  Emi l i to  had taught  me. And I was s i t t i n g  on t h a t  

s p e c i a l  bench he had constructed according t o  anc i en t  s o r c e r e r s '  

s p e c i t i c a t i o n s .  

This  p a r t i c u l a r  gazing bench was designed s p e c i f i c a l l y  f o r  gazing 

a t  t r e e s .  The t h r e e  pos t s  t h a t  supported the  back of t h e  bench were 

' 1  about s i x  inches square  and s i x  inches t a l l e r  than t h e  t op  ho r i zon ta l  

plank t h a t  served a s  t h e  back of t h e  bench. The tops  of t he  pos t s  

were c u t  a t  a  s l a n t  so  t h a t  when s i t t i n g  on t h e  bench, one could lean  

t h e  head back aga ins t  one of t h e  t h r e e  t h i ck  pro t rud ing  v e r t i c a l  

pos t s .  They "were cu t  a t  a  p e r f e c t  ang le  so t h a t  when t h e  head was 

t i l t e d  back, it allowed one t o  gaze upward without having t o  s t r a i n  

t h e  neck o r  hold up t h e  head. One could then be t o t a l l y  re laxed  

dur ing  t h e  gazing p r a c t i c e ,  whether one was gazing a t  t r e e s ,  a t  

c louds ,  o r  a t  t h e  moon o r  s t a r s  a t  n igh t .  

This p a r t i c u l a r  bench was s e t  i n  f r o n t  of a  grove of t r e e s ,  t h r e e  

o t  which s tood  ou t  from t h e  r e s t .  The bench allowed t h r e e  persons t o  

gaze s imul taneously ,  and, it they wished, go i n t o  s t a t e s  o t  dreaming 

toge the r .  Emi l i to  was s i t t i n g  beside  me on t h e  bench wi th  h i s  head 

'I r e s t i n g  on t h e  pos t  at  t h e  o t h e r  end. H e  was a l s o  gazing upward a t  
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one of t h e  t h r e e  t r e e s  t h a t  were on a s l i g h t  h i l l  some d i s t a n c e  away. 

Emil i to  was gazing a t  t h e  l e f t  one, t h e  one t h a t  corresponded t o  h i s  

p o s i t i o n  on t h e  bench, while I was gazing a t  t h e  one on t h e  r i g h t ,  

d i r e c t l y  i n  l i n e  wi th  my po in t  of v i s ion .  

The t r e e s  were ou t l i ned  aga ins t  t h e  purple-blue sky. I was 

t o t a l l y  re laxed looking a t  t h e  t r e e  i n  f r o n t  o t  me. I t  was voluminous, 

green wi th  s w i r l s  of l i g h t e r  green f o l i a g e  t h a t  seemed t o  be a l i v e  and 

moved even when t h e r e  was no wind. I n  between t h e  t h i c k  s w i r l i n g  

f o l i a g e ,  t h e r e  were dark empty spaces where I could see  t h e  a r t i c u l a -  

t i o n  of t h e  branches. 

"Look c a r e f u l l y  a t  every f e a t u r e  of your t r e e , "  Emi l i to  s a i d .  

s o f t l y .  "Without moving your head o f f  t h e  gazing p o s t ,  l i s t e n  t o  my 

i n s t r u c t i o n s ,  then do what I say." 

J I re laxed and waited f o r  h i s  whispered d i r e c t i v e s .  He t o l d  me t o  

begin a t  t h e  t runk  o t  t he  t r e e  and sweep my eyes upward, f i r s t  incor-  

po ra t ing  t h e  lower branches, and then moving upward by sweeping t h e  

t u f t s  o t  l eaves  wi th  my gaze. i 

I d id  as  he s a i d ,  r e l a x i n g  completely, l e t t i n g  t h e  energy from my 

eyes sweep t h e  t r e e  t runk and gradua l ly  ascend. 

"Leave your head where i t  i s ,  j u s t  move your gaze i n  t h e  d i r ec -  

t i o n  o t  t h e  t r e e ' s  growth," he sa id .  "It your gaze g e t s  l o s t ,  s tuck  

o r  d i s t r a c t e d ,  begin again  a t  t h e  bottom." 

I repeated the  sweeping procedure perhaps twenty t imes ,  always 

beginning a t  t h e  bottom, then sweeping my eyes upward along every p a r t  

ol: t h e  t r e e ;  i t s  t runk ,  t h e  s i d e  where t h e  t r e e  met the '  sky ,  moving 

toward t h e  t h i c k  bushy p a r t s  i n  t h e  c e n t e r ,  and g e n t l y  a long  t h e  

1 v i s i b l e  brown branches and ou t  t o  t h e  f o l i a g e  again.  I cont inued t h i s  
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,~ . movement u n t i l  I had covered t h e  e n t i r e  s u r f a c e  of t h e  t r e e ,  then I 

began again.  

Af t e r  g iv ing  me my i n i t i a l  i n s t r u c t i o n s ,  Emi l i to  was s i l e n t  and I 

sense  he was gazing a t  t h e  t r e e  on t h e  f a r  l e f t  t h a t  corresponded with  

h i s  p o s i t i o n  on t h e  bench. I was cur ious  about t h e  o the r  t r e e s  so  1 

turned my head s l i g h t l y  s h i f t  my gaze. I n s t a n t l y ,  I f e l t  a  poke i n  my 

l e f t  s i de .  He had poked me with  a  s t i c k  t h a t  was l y ing  on t h e  bench 

between u s ,  t h a t  I hadn ' t  no t iced  it  before.  

"Stay i n  your own t r e e , "  Emii i to  snapped. " C u r i o s i t y l < ; i l l e d . . ~ e  - 
s q u i r r e l . "  

I wanted t o  t e l l  him it was t h e  c a t ,  but I d i d n ' t  da re  c o r r e c t  

him. 

"These t r e e s  a r e  n o t  t h e  same," Emii i to  explained.  "Each one must 
4 ', 

I be gazed a t  from i t s  proper place on the  bench." 

"How a r e  they d i f f e r e n t ? "  I asked no t  da r ing  t o  move my eyes off  

t h e  t r e e  i n  f r o n t  of me. 

T h e y  a r e  d i f f e r e n t  i n  t he  same way people a r e  d i f f e r e n t , "  he 

r e p l i e d .  "They have t h e i r  own mood and temperament, t h e i r  own energy. 

You know enough a b o u t  t r e e s  from climbing and l i v i n g  i n  them t o  

r e a l i z e  they a r e  n o t  t h e  same." 

That was t r u e .  Trees were as  d i f f e r e n t  i n  temperament a s  people. 

Hach t r e e  I climbed was a  unique being wi th  a  h i s t o r y  o f t e n  longer 

than t h e  l i f e s p a n  o t  man. from climbing them, I had learned t o  sense 

t h e  t r e e ' s  s u b t i t l e  moods, t h e i r  changes, t h e i r  n e e d s a n d  even t h e i r  

outpouring of a f f e c t i o n .  Trees were s o l i t a r y  beings ,  y e t  underneath 

t h e  ground horrendous th ings  were t ak ing  place .  The r o o t s  were 

,! in te r twined  i n  a  mass of growth competing f o r  every inch of space and 



mois ture .  I learned t h a t  human beings were nothing i n  t h e i r  aggres- 

s i v e n e s s  and compet i t iveness  when compared t o  t r e e s .  The i r  roo ts  

tw i s t ed  and pushed and s t r ang led  each o the r  i n  an endeavor t o  su rv ive ,  

going through t h e  most i n t r i c a t e  con to r t i ons  t o  s t a k e  t h e i r  claim t o  

l i f e .  

From above t h e  ground, t r e e s  seemed more s t a b l e .  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  

it was because t r e e s  were so  aware and s t a b l e  t h a t  a  g r e a t  p a r t  of my 

s o r c e r e r ' s  t r a i n i n g  had taken p l a c e  s t rapped i n  a  ha rnes s ,  suspended 

from a  t r e e  o r  whi le  l i v i n g  i n  a  t r e e  house. 

"Tha t ' s  r i g h t ,  Ta isna ,"  iflnilito s a i d  picking up my thoughts.  
A.&$&"*.vf~, 

"Tha t ' s  why you became a  t r e e  dwel ler .  -,-.-. ~-,4  'The i n s t a b i l i t y  o t  your double 

demanded i t .  You were l ea rn ing  how t o  s t a l k  wi th  t h e  double. You had 

t o  s t a y  i n  t h e  t r e e s  u n t i l  your assemblage po in t  s t a b i l i z e d  i n  i t s  new 

m ; p o s i t i o n . "  

I remembered I was no t  allowed t o  come down from t h e  t r e e s  except 

t o  go t o  t h e  bathroom. The r e s t  of  t h e  time I s tayed  up t h e r e  recap i -  

t u l a t i n g  o r  climbing from branch t o  branch wi th  my t r e e  c l imbing gear.  

Whenever I wanted something t o  e a t  I would have t o  shout  f o r  Emil i to  

t o  b r ing  me my food. A t  f i r s t ,  I was r e l u c t a n t  t o  shout ,  f o r  I had 

been t augh t  t h a t  l a d i e s  never r a i s e d  t h e i r  voices .  But I knew from 

p a s t  exper ience t h a t ,  shouting w a s  t h e  only way l imi l i to  would respond. 

L would squa t  and Let ou t  a s h r i e k  s o  loud t h a t  a l l  t h e  b i r d s  around 

me would t l y  o f f  i n  t r i g h t .  But g radua l ly ,  t h e  b i r d s  g o t  used t o  my 

shout ing  and would j u s t  peer  a t  me wi th  one black eye a s  i f  I were a  

s t r a n g e  b i rd  making even s t r ange r  no i se s .  Then Emi l i to  would appear a t  

t h e  t o o t  o t  t h e  t r e e  wi th  a  basket  o t  food t h a t  he would h o i s t  up t o  

I t h e  p la t to rm where I was s i t t i n g .  
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,, I ,  t oo ,  was once a t r e e  dwel le r , "  hmi l i t o  s a i d  aga in  reading my 

thoughts.  "We were both a b i t  b a t t y ,  touched i n  t he  head." 

J u s t  t o  prove h i s  p o i n t ,  he gave me another  unexpected poke i n  

t h e  r i b s .  

"And t h i s  l i t t l e  branch," he added g igg l ing ,  "is t o  make s u r e  

inexperienced gazers  don ' t  f l y  o t t  i n t o  t h e  t r e e  o r  t a l l  a s l eep  on t h e  

bench. I t  I sense  you f l y i n g  o r  f a l l i n g  a s l e e p ,  I poke you l i k e  t h i s . "  

He chuckled and gave me another  poke. 

" I ' m  not  t a i l i n g  a s l eep , "  I s a i d  annoyed. Although, a t  one po in t  

i n  my gazing I had t h e  t e e l i n g  I had been sucked i n t o  t h e  t r e e  a s  i f 1  

were s i t t i n g  on one of i t s  branches. 

Kmili to l e t  out  a howl. "Are you s u r e  you ' re  n o t  a s l eep?"  he 

s a i d .  "Maybe you a l ready t e l l  a s l e e p ,  whi le  I wasn ' t  watching." 

'1  d id  n o t , "  I s a i d  and t o  prove it I pinched myself on t h e  spo t  

below t h e  Le t t  f l o a t i n g  r i b ,  t h e  p l ace  where he had been poking me. 

Then I brought my eyes back t o  t h e  t r e e  corresponding t o  my end of t h e  

bench and repeated t h e  gazing sweeping motion i n  a most d e t a i l e d  and 

d e l i b e r a t e  manner. I repea ted  it  again  and aga in ,  f e e l i n g  with  my 

eyes ,  a s  t -mil i to  had recommended, t h e  pa tches ,  t he  d i f f e r ences  i n  

shading and t e x t u r e ,  and t h e  openings where t h e  branches poked 

through. 

"Now, move your gaze around t h e  per iphery of t h e  t r e e  where it 

meets t h e  sky,"  Emili to i n s t r u c t e d .  "Follow t h e  o u t l i n e  o t  t r e e  and 

sky with  your gaze a s  it  you were p a i n t i n g  t h e  t r e e  wi th  a long 

handled brush. " 

I d id  what he suggested and a l l  of a sudden t h e  c o l o r  of t h e  t r e e  

I changed from a dark green t o  a b r igh t  c h a r t r e u s e  as  it  a g i g a n t i c  s p o t  
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l i g h t  had been turned on. The sky,  i n s t ead  of being a  purp le  black,  

turned i n t o  a  b r igh t  blue green. I t  happened s o  suddenly t h a t  I c losed  

my eyes and pressed backwards a g a i n s t  t he  bench. Lucki ly ,  t h e  s t u r d y  

head pos t  kept  me from f a l l i n g  t o  t h e  ground. When I opened my eyes 

aga in ,  t h e  change of co lo r  was s t i l l  i n  e f f e c t .  

"Let t h e  energy from t h e  t r e e  f lood  your eyes , "  Emi l i to  s a i d .  

"Merge with  t h e  t r e e  t h e  way I showed you." 

When I d i d ,  t h e  t r e e  changed co lo r s  again.  Now the  sky was a  

b r i g h t  gold ,  and t h e  t r e e  became a  mass of dazz l ing  peach co lored  

l i g h t .  Each lea f  was a  b i t  ol: l i g h t  superimposed on a  simmering l i m b ,  

forming a  mat r ix  of l i g h t .  Layers and l a y e r s  of l i g h t  burs t  f o r t h  from 

t h e  t r e e  u n t i l  I was looking a t  a  pu l sa t ing  shimmering spread of 

energy t h a t  merged wi th  t h e  energy of t h e  golden sky around it.  

I t  was a  s i g h t  t o  behold. I r e a l i z e d  then why d i f f e r e n t  p a r t s  of  

t h e  t r e e  were d i f f e r e n t  c o l o r s ;  they had d i f f e r e n t  i n t e n s i t i e s  of 

energy emanating from them. These patches corresponded wi th  moods o r  

f e e l i n g s  t h a t  t he  t r e e  gave o f f .  And t h e r e  were dark s p o t s ,  too.  

Places  from were no l i g h t  emanated. I knew t h a t  t h e s e  were t h e  shadow 

e n t i t i e s  t h a t  inhabi ted  a  realm very c l o s e  t o  our own, and sometimes 

crossed over.  I was s u r p r i s e d  t o  s e e  some of t h e s e  shadow beings 

climbing t h e  t r e e  branches t h e  way I used t o  climb them. 

The l i g h t  o t  t h e  t r e e  shimmered and moved a s  i f  wet ,  l i k e  

ra indrops  i l lumina ted  by a  c a r  head l igh t .  Nothing about t h e  t r e e  was 

s t a t i c ;  it was abso lu t e ly  f l u i d ,  impermanent. In  one moment, my taken 

f o r  granted impression of t r e e s ,  t h a t  they were s t a b l e ,  sedenta ry  and 

permanently rooted was b l a s t ed  away. Upon see ing  t h e  shimmering 



p u l s a t i n g  mass o t  yellow and whi te  surrounded by t h e  p a l e s t  p ink ha lo ,  

I knew t r e e s  were i n  cons tan t  t l u x .  

"Are you see ing  i t?" Emil i to  asked. 

"Yes, y e s , "  I gasped. "Whoa! I had no idea  t r e e s  looked l i k e  

t h a t .  " 

"Don't g e t  too  exc i ted  o r  y o u ' l l  s h i f t  your gaze back t o  normal 

v i s i o n , "  he warned. "Stay relaxed and calm. Uon't wake up." 

"There you go aga in ,  Emili to.  f o r g e t  your prodding s t i c k .  I ' m  

r e a l l y  n o t  as leep.  But it c e r t a i n l y  seems a s  it I were dreaming. Am I 

dreaming, Emil i to  ," I asked n o t  da r ing  t o  move my eyes away. 

"Yes and no ,"  he s a id .  "Gaze now; ask ques t ions  l a t e r . "  

I remained s t i l l  and s i l e n t  t o r  I d i d  n o t  want t h e  scene  t o  

d i s s i p a t e .  I t e a s t e d  my eyes on t h e  l i g h t  t o r  a s  long a s  I could. 

Then a s  suddenly a s  i t  had appeared, t h e  l i g h t  vanished and I was 

again  gazing a t  t h e  enormous t r e e  i n  t r o n t  o t  me. I t  was a s  it a  

r a d i a n t  a p p a r i t i o n  had vanished leav ing  behind only i t s  f a m i l i a r  

outward torm and t h e  memory of something stupendous now gone. I t  was a  

shimmering ghosc fad ing  away, and t h e  t r e e  t h a t  had been s o  magni- 

t i c e n t  a t  t h e  o u t s e t  of my gazing,  was now a  disappointment  compared 

t o  s e e i n g  i t s  t r u e  essence. 

t, You can open your eyes now," Emil i to  s a i d  poking me i n  t h e  r i b s  

w i th  h i s  s t i c k .  "Tne show's over." 

"What a  show!" I s a i d .  "I had no idea.. ." 
Emi l i t o  r a i s e d  a  hand t o  s i l e n c e  me. 

' U t  course you had an idea , "  he s a id .  "We a l l  know how t o  s e e  t h e  

essence o t  th ings .  We d i d  it a s  i n f a n t s ;  and you d id  some gazing whi le  

l i v i n g  i n  t h e  t r e e s .  Have you f o r g o t t e n  how t o  s h i f t  your eyes  and 
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p r o j e c t  your t e e l i n g ?  Are you looking and t e e l i n g  only  yourse l f  and 

ignor ing everything e l s e ? "  

,, Stop,  Emili to.  Stop,"  I s a i d  remorseful  f o r  a l l t h e  time I had 

wasted looking a t  mysel t ,  when I could have been see ing  t r e e s  and 

o t h e r  th ings .  

"Shallow i s  form, look behind," Emi l i to  s a i d  f e ign ing  an o r i e n t a l  

accent .  

I had t o  laugh. I wondered where he had lea rned  t h a t  Buddhist 

adage. He must have go t t en  it from Clara  who always had been spout ing  

o r i e n t a l  aphorisms. - 

"You sound l i k e  a buddhist  monk," I s a id .  "Don't t e l l  me you were 

i n  China, t o o ,  along wi th  Clara?"  

\ Emil i to  smiled and nodded. " I ' m  t h e  c a r e t a k e r  o t  t h i s  house," he 

s a i d .  "But I do g e t  around. Someday I ' l l  t e l l  you my s t o r y .  U r  b e t t e r  

l^L.allow you t o  s ee  t o r  yourse l f . "  L - 
hmi l i t o  looked a t  me a s  it he had a stupendous s e c r e t  t o  revea l .  

I t  gave me t h e  s h i v e r s ,  He t o l d  me t o  examine t h e  bench t o  s e e  how it 

was pu t  toge ther  s o  I could c o n s t r u c t  one myselt  i n  case  I ever  needed 

t o .  I t  was fas tened  w i t h  pegs pushed through d r i l l e d  ho les .  I was 

impressed by i t s  s tu rdy  y e t  e l egan t  cons t ruc t ion .  

"This bench is  a r e a l  he lp  t o r  gazing,"  I s a i d .  "A g r e a t  des ign 

too." 

"Made by yours t r u l y , "  he s a i d  w i th  a bow. 

"Did you l e a r n  t h i s  i n  China?" I asked. 

"No. The idea  was handed down t o  t h e  nagua l ' s  l i neage  trom t h e  

anc i en t  so rce re r s .  The s o r c e r e r s  of our l i n e  have a l l  s o r t s  o t  devices  

and-gadgets  t o  a i d  them i n  t h e i r  dreaming and s e e i n g  and s t a l k i n g .  
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The l e a t h e r  harness i n  which you were suspend is  one such a i d ,  t h i s  

gazing bench is another.  O t  course ,  they a r e  only devices t h a t  make 

see ing  and dreaming e a s i e r .  But s ee ing  and dreaming and s t a l k i n g  can 

be done without depending on any devices.  A l l  one needs is an impec- 

cab le  s p i r i t .  And of course ,  energy s t o r e d  through t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  

r e t r a i n i n g  trom indulging,  and inner  s i l e n c e ,  so  t h a t  t h e  e n e r g e t i c  

body or  double can awake. Then one can s t a l k  w i th  it and do a i l  k inds  

of th ings .  " 

"What do you mean by s t a l k i n g  w i t h  t h e  double?" I asked. 

'What a s i l l y  ques t ion , "  he s a i d  b l ink ing  a t  me. "That ' s  what you 

were doing a l l  those  months i n  t he  t r e e s .  You were s o l i d i t y i n g  your 

energy body and s t a l k i n g  t h e  t r e e s  and yourse l f  w i th  i t ,  a s  w e l l  as 

t h e  companions t h a t  l i ved  up t h e r e  wi th  you." 

"What do you mean companions," I s a i d .  "Uther than t h e  s q u i r r e l s  

and b i r d s ,  I was up t h e r e  by myself ,  and you know it" 

i imil i to  smacked h i s  l i p s .  "Like h e l l  you were. What about your 

shadow companions?" 

I remembered see ing  the  shadow beings i n  t h e  t r e e s  a s  I was 

gazing a t  t h e  t r e e  and d i d  r e c a l l  see ing  p l en ty  o t  shadows whi le  I was 

l i v i n g  i n  t h e  t r e e  house. I n  t a c t ,  many o t  t h e  smal le r  ones I had 

thought were b i rd s  hoping among t h e  branches tu rned  o u t  t o  be sma l l  

f l u t t e r i n g  shadows. I t o l d  Emil i to  t h i s  f a c t .  

"As your energy body becomes c l e a r e r ,  y o u ' l l  remember your 

f r i e n d s  more c l ea r ly .  Mow we a r e  us ing  t h e  double t o  gaze a t  t r e e s .  

You could even move from t h i s  bench i n t o  t h e  t r e e s  themselves,"  

Emil i to  continued. "You remember doing t h e  t r e e  merging whi le  s t and ing  
". 

' 1  . .~  
under a  t r e e .  Someday when you have s t o r e d  enough energy,  you can t r y  
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, . gazing from t h i s  bench aga in  and w e ' l l  s e e  it you can be ca t apu l t ed  

i n t o  t h e  t r e e .  Maybe even some of t h e  shadow beings w i l l  he lp  you." 

" I ' d  r a t h e r  j u s t  climb t h e  t r e e  wi th  my t r e e  climbing g e a r , "  I 

s a id .  Somehow t h e  idea  of being sucked up i n t o  t h e  t r e e  tops ,  o r  

anywhere e l s e  f o r  t h a t  mat te r  by a  shadowy confedera te ,  was too  

u n s e t t l i n g .  The memory of c ros s ing  t h e  threshold i n t o  t h e  l e f t  s i d e  of 

t h e  h a i l  of C l a r a ' s  house where t h e  o the r  members of t h e  n a g u a l ' s  

p a r t y  had been wa i t i ng ,  was s t i l l  t o o  v iv id .  Some f o r c e  had c a t a p u l t -  

ed me wi th  such a  devas t a t i ng  push, t h a t  I flew r i g h t  o u t  of t h e  house 

and beyond t h e  recognizable  world i t s e l f .  Then I woke up hanging from 

a  t r e e ,  wi th  no . r e c o l l e c t i o n  ok what had happened, how I had g o t t e n  

t h e r e ,  o r  how long I had been suspended. 

"Well, t hen ,  it" you ' r e  scared  of jumping i n t o  t h e  t r e e t o p s  w i th  
, , 

your double,  o r  of l e t t i n g  t h e  shadow beings g i v e  you a  push, how 

about making t h e  t r e e s  move away from t h e i r  spo t?"  

"What a r e  you say ing ,  iiimilito? That t r e e s  can move from t h e i r  

spo t?"  

"Tha t ' s  r i g h t .  Trees a r e n ' t  what they seem a t  a l l .  You saw t h a t  

you r se l f .  Once we . - s e e  them a s  masses o t  l i g h t ,  we r e a l i z e  t h a t  they  

can merge wi th  o the r  e n e r g e t i c  beings,  j u s t  a s  we can move and merge 

w i t h  t r e e s . "  

"Are you saying t h a t  t r e e s  can a c t u a l l y  change t h e i r  p o s i t i o n ? "  

"Some t r e e s  can, but n o t  a l l , "  Emil i to  c l a r i f i e d .  " J u s t  as some 

people o r  animals can g e t  t o  t h e i r  double, but n o t  everyone has t h e  

energy t o  become aware of t h e i r  o t h e r  s i d e  and begin t o  s t a l k  w i th  

it." 



'You mean a  t r e e  can pop up somewhere e l s e ?  Tha t ' s  hard t o  

be l i eve ,  Emi l i to ,  mighty hard." 

"Not when you - s e e  t r e e s  a s  energy t h a t ' s  c o n s t a n t l y  changing," he 

i n s i s t e d .  "Energy never s t a y s  t h e  same. I t  moves depending on i t s  

surroundings." H i s  eyes became f i e r c e  a s  a  b i rd  o t  prey. "And," he 

added, "depending on who's commanding i t ." 

1 had t o  waver i n  my c e r t a i n t y .  The memory o t  s ee ing  t h a t  t r e e  

glowing wi th  a  f lowing l i g h t ,  had given me t h e  impression t h a t  i t  was 

i n  a  s t a t e  of f l ux .  Perhaps,  Emi l i to  was r i g h t  a f t e r  a l l ;  t r e e s  could 

move away from t h e i r  spo t .  

9, The anc ien t  s o r c e r e r s ,  u s ing  t h e i r  powers of s ee ing ,  would make 

an a l l  out  search  t o r  such t r e e s ,  which they c a l l e d  'power t r e e s , " '  

Emi l i to  explained. "They would form in t ense  bonds wi th  them. The t r e e  

i 
. . 

then would become t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  a l l y  and even t r a n s p o r t  them t o  

d i f f e r e n t  p laces .  The s o r c e r e r s  would a i d  t he  t r e e  wi th  t h e i r  energy, 

and t h e  t r e e  would he lp  t h e  s o r c e r e r  i n  a  symbiot ic  r e l a t i o n s h i p .  

Sometimes a  s o r c e r e r  would even merge wi th  a t r e e  permanently i n  order  

t o  temporar i ly  prolong h i s  own l i f e . "  

"I t  sounds downright gruesome," I sa id .  " L i k e  some s o r t  of magic 

ca rpe t  s o r c e r e r s  could s i t  on t o  t r a v e l . "  

"They d i d n ' t  t r a v e l  wi th  them, they j u s t  moved wi th  them. There 

i s  a  d i t r e r e n c e , "  Emil i to  c l a r i t i e d .  "It they wanted t o  t r a v e l ,  they 

would change i n t o  a  b i rd  o r  a  s w i f t  too ted  animal such a s  t h e  mountain 

l i o n ,  which a r e  much more adept  a t  t r a v e l i n g  than a r e  t r ee s . "  

"What would they do wi th  t r e e s  then?" 

"They would h ide  i n  them, and move t h e  t r e e s  t o  contuse whoever 

was pursuing them. In  anc i en t  t imes,  s o r c e r e r s  had f i e r c e  enemies who 
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hounded them r e l e n t l e s s l y .  So rce re r s  would h i d e  o r  merge wi th  the  

t r e e s  s o  t h a t  t h e i r  enemy would become confused. U r  they could cause 

an e n t i r e  grove of t r e e s  t o  move toge ther .  Imagine see ing  an army of 

t r e e s  advancing on you. Their  enemies would d i e  of sheer  f r i g h t .  

" U r  t r e e s  can exchange p o s i t i o n s  t o  s e e  what i t ' s  l i k e  t o  be on 

another  s p o t , "  Kmilito continued.  "But t h a t  t akes  tons  of energy,  even 

t o r  a  t r e e ,  and even it t h a t  happened, a  person would not  n o t i c e  t h e  

switch un le s s  he was a  so rce re r . "  

When Emi l i to  s a i d  t h a t  t r e e s  could exchange p l ace ,  I remembered 

an i n c i d e n t  t h a t  happened i n  C l a r a ' s  house. To t h e  r e a r  o t  t h e  p a t i o  

were s e v e r a l  f r u i t  t r e e s  inc lud ing  a  l a r g e  zapote  and a  loquot .  A t  

one t ime ,  I had thought t h e  loquoat  t r e e  was on t h e  r i g h t  s i d e  o t  t h e  

p a t i o ,  and t h e  zapote on t h e  l e f t .  But one day, a f t e r  I had been 

s t a y i n g  wi th  Clara  f o r  s e v e r a l  months, I could have sworn t h a t  t h e  

t r e e s  had changed places .  I discovered t h a t  it was t h e  zap&te  t r e e  

t h a t  was on t h e  r i g h t  s i d e  o t  t h e  p a t i o  shading t h e  bench C la ra  and I 

o f t e n  s a t  on. When I mentioned t h i s  t o  C l a r a ,  she .had  immediately 

hushed me u p a n d  t o l d  me n o t  t o  speak o t  t h e  Zapote ever again .  That 

wasn ' t  d i t t i c u l t  t o  do because I had discarded my specu la t ion  a s  an 

absurd imposs ib i l i t y .  

Now, i n  t h e  l i g h t  o t  what Emi l i to  was say ing  about t r e e s ,  1 

wasn ' t  s o  c e r t a i n  anymore. Perhaps,  those  t r e e s  had exchanged posi-  

t i ons .  

I asked Kmilito about t h i s .  He s a i d  t h a t  t he  t r e e s  i n  t h e  

nagua l ' s  house were very s p e c i a l ;  they had power and, t h e r e f o r e ,  they 

could do whatever they l iked .  They could bloom o u t  of season,  bear 

f r u i t  a l l  year  around, o r  exchange placed it they wished. 
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"That ' s  hard t o  b e l i e v e , "  I sa id .  "And y e t  ..." 
"Enough t a l k .  You've used up your dreaming a t t e n t i o n .  I t ' s  time 

t o  wake up. Kest your head a g a i n s t  t he  gazing bench." 

"What do you mean i t ' s  time t o  wake up. I ' m  a l ready  awake." 

"You asked me before  whether you were awake o r  dreaming. Mow I 

can t e l l  you t h a t  you a r e  awake and as leep a t  t h e  same time. You a r e  

awake in  your double,  but a s l e e p  i n  your phys ica l  body." 

He leaned toward me and gen t ly  pushed my head backwards a g a i n s t  

t he  bench post .  I t e l t  a  p r i c k l i n g  pressure  on my forehead and then 

a t  t h e  back o t  my neck and head. I saw Emi l i t o ' s  f ace  so  c l o s e  y e t  so  

c l e a r l y  t h a t  I began t o  suspec t  t h a t  he was r i g h t ,  I was dreaming. 

The thought o t  having t o  leave and go back t o  t he  every day world 

c rea ted  i n  me such a  sadness  t h a t  I t e a r s  came t o  my eyes. I d i d n ' t  

! ', want t o  leave Emi l i to  and t n e  grove o t  t r e e s .  I r e s i s t e d  waking up. I 

wanted t o  ask  him more about t h e  Loquat and t h e  Zapote, and about 

gazing,  and about how t r e e s  a r e  a b l e  t o  move from t h e i r  s p o t s ,  and 

most o t  a i l ,  about h i s  own s e c r e t  s t o r y  t h a t  he promised t o  r e v e a l  t o  

me. 

"Emil i to ,"  I c a l l e d  a s  i f  I were up i n  t h e  t reehouse w a i t i n g  f o r  

my meal. "Emili to."  But t h e  scene i n  f r o n t  o t  me had a l r e a d y  s h i f t e d  

and I was no longer o u t s i d e  C l a r a ' s  house s i t t i n g  on t h e  gazing bench. 

E m i l l t o ' s  energy had added s t a b i l i t y  t o  t h e  dreaming r e a l i t y ,  but now 

t h a t  he was gone, 1 was unable t o  con t ro l  t h e  scene. I could no 

longer s e e  h i m ,  y e t  an i n t e n s e  longing s tayed with  me. Then I again 

t e l t  t h e  pressure  on t h e  back o t  my neck a s  it E m i l i t o ' s  hand was 

pushing me aga ins t  t h e  p o s t ,  and my head was bu r s t i ng  w i t h  a pr ick ly  

energy t h a t  forced my eyes t o  slowly open. 
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1 f i r s t  saw t h e  c a r  c e i l i n g ,  then  t h e  dashboard. Then Carlos 

s i t t i n g  behind t h e  d r i v e r s  wheel. The headres t  pushing a g a i n s t  my neck 

had made it numb; t h e  p r i c k l y  s e n s a t i o n  t r a v e l l e d  down my shoulders  

and i n t o  my back, arms and hands. I was awake but I cou ldn ' t  move. I 

f e l t  l i k e  my head was made o t  e l e c t r i t i e d  styrofoam, l i g h t  and 

s i z z l i n g  a t  t h e  same time. 1 remained s i l e n t  wi th  my eyes open t o r  a  

wh i l e  l onge r ,  not  moving. 

"How long have I been s leep ing?"  I asked t r y i n g  t o  s t r a i g h t e n  up. 

'ADOUC an hour,"  Carlos r e p l i e d .  

'now much f u r t h e r  t o  Guaymas?" I asked,  then laughed because l t  

was e x a c t l y  t h e  same ques t ion  I had asked j u s t  before  I had f a l l e n .  

a s l eep .  Yet it seemed ages ago. 

" I t ' s  j u s t  round t h e  bend," Carios s a i d ,  as  a  huge h i l l  came i n t o  

view. "We'l l  g e t  something t o  e a t ,  and spend t h e  n i g h t  there .  

Tomorrow w e ' l l  head e a s t  t o  t h e  Yaqui towns and s e e  what our  power 

br ings  us."  

I could d e t e c t  t h e  f a i n t  glow of t h e  c i t y  i n  t h e  d i s t ance .  A 

s h i v e r  went through me a s  a  dark shadow f l u t t e r  by t h e  c a r  f o r  a  

moment obscuring i t s h e a d l i g h t s .  



6 

Guaymas a t  Night 

Car los  parked t h e  c a r  near  t h e  wharf so  we could look o u t  onto 

t h e  choppy sea .  Eer ie  d ry  docks and warehouses, i l lumina ted  w i t h  white 

l i g h t s  were s i l h o u e t t e d  a g a i n s t  t h e  t w i l i g h t  sky. From somewhere on 

t h e  ocean, came t h e  deep moans of a  t o g  horn. The sounds d r i f t e d  back 

t o  shore  ca r ry ing  a  somber mood. The on ly  sound more lone ly  than a  tog 

horn was t h e  moaning o t  a i r  brakes i n  t h e  n i g h t  a s  t rucks  come t o  a  

gradual  h a l t .  That sound always conjured up i n  me t h e  image ot vas t  

t l a t l a n d  and a  s o l i t a r y  d r i v e r  wi thout  s h e l t e r  o r  home. 

The a i r  was cool. I wrapped t h e  poncho around me t o  hold i n  t he  

warmth. I remembered a  crocheted atghan I had a s  a  c h i l d ,  which had 

disappeared along wi th  my o t h e r  keepsakes,  when C l a r a ' s  cousin had put 

t h e  th ings  from my apartment i n t o  s t o r a g e .  Whoever had s o r t e d  through 

my th ings  had done a  thorough job of wiping out  t h e  i 'dent i ty  of t he  

person t o  whom they belonged. They had d e l i b e r a t e l y  discarded the  

i tems t h a t  had a  persona l  s . i gn i f i cance ,  such a s  my photo album, the  

s t u t f e d  t i g e r  from chi ldhood,  a l s o  my f a v o r i t e  suede j a c k e t ,  and the  

k a r a t e  uniform and black b e l t ,  which I had always worn f o r  p r a c t i c e .  

What w a s  packed i n  t h e  s t o r a g e  boxes, were items such a s  d i shes ,  pots 

and pans ,  towels and c l o t h e s 1  had ha rd ly  worn.They could have be- 

longed t o  anyone, w i t h  no  sense  o t  p e r s o n a l  h i s t o r y ,  o r  i n d i v i d u a l i t y .  

I was i n  t h e  m i d s t  o t  n o s t a l g i c a l l y  morning my l o s s ,  when I saw a  

wh i t e  envelope taped t o  one o t  t h e  box tops .  I n s i d e ,  was a  no te  trom 



l l e l ida ;  i t  s a i d :  8 ,  Don't morn your mementos; then i s  then;  now i s  

now." Clipped t o  t h e  card  were seven c r i s p  one hundred d o l l a r  b i l l s .  

The impl ica t ion  being t h a t  I should buy whatever I needed. 

For a wh i l e ,  I j u s t  s tood  t h e r e  wi th  t h e  n o t e  and b i l l s  i n  my 

hand. Then, a s  I began t o  clam down and a s se s s  t h e  s i t u a t i o n ,  I 

r e a l i z e d  Ne l ida ' s  m a s t e r f u l  s t a l k e r ' s  maneuver. She knew t h a t  I would 

have t r o u b l e  p a r t i n g  wi th  my mementos, s o ,  i n  one s t r o k e ,  she  had done 

it t o r  me. The thought t h a t  I would never s e e  her  aga in ,  made a l l  my 

anger vanish and my attachment t o  t h ings  seem i n s i g n i f i c a n t .  Then and 

t h e r e ,  I promised t o  do whatever it took t o  break t h e  hold t h a t  

possess ions  had over me. I vowed wi th  a i l  my hea r t  t o  f i g h t  cove t ing ,  

greed,  and s e l f - p i t y .  But a s  t h e  days grew i n t o  months, my r e s o l v e  

weakened, t o r  I was c o n s t a n t l y  bombarded by memories o t  t h e  p a s t ,  and 

p r e s e n t  i n f luences  t h a t  p u l l e d  me towards a c q u i s i t i o n  and at tachment.  

I t  seemed I was waging a b a t t l e  impossible t o  win. 

We drove p a s t  t h e  d a r k  wharts t h a t  c a s t  massive black shadows on 

t h e  pavement. I was th ink ing  o t  c le l ida ' s  superb sense  o t  detachment, 

when I saw t h e  f l a s h i n g  s i g n  of a Kamada Inn. Car los  veered i n t o  i t s  

we l l  lit parking l o t .  

"We'l l  s t a y  he re  t o r  t h e  n i g h t ,  i f  t h a t ' s  a l l  r i g h t  w i th  you," he 

announced. "We'll  con t inue  on t o  t h e  Yaqui towns i n  t h e  morning." 

I waited i n  t h e  c a r  whi le  he r e g i s t e r e d  us.  Then we drove around 

one ot t h e  wings of t h e  main two s t o r y  bu i ld ing ,  and parked again .  

The ad j acen t  rooms were on t h e  ground f l o o r  and opened on to  a long 

covered c o r r i d o r  t h a t  l ead  t o  a tenced o t t  swimming pool a r ea .  

"Lets  grab a b i t e  t o  e a t , "  he suggested.  "I know o t  a good 



r e s t a u r a n t  near  t h e  cen te r  of town which i s  only a tew blocks from 

here .  We can walk i f  you l i k e . "  

" I 'm n o t  a t  a l l  t i r e d , "  I s a i d  and meant it. 

I s e t  my bag on t h e  bed and looked i n  t h e  bathroom mir ror .  I 

wanted t o  wash my h a i r  but Car los  had s a i d  t o  meet him i n  f i f t e e n  

minutes and I d i d n ' t  want t o  keep him wai t ing.  Besides I d i d n ' t  want 

him t o  t h i n k  I was one o t  t he se  women who took hours priming i n  f r o n t  

o t  a mi r ror .  Cla ra  had cured me o t  t h a t .  

Since t h e r e  had been no mir rors  i n  her  house, I had go t t en  used 

t o  performing my d a i l y  hygeian w i t h  maximum e f f i c i ency .  Cla ra  had a l s o  

weaned me trom wearing. make up ,  which she s a i d  blocked t h e  n a t u r a l  

t iow o t  energy around t h e  race .  The day a f t e r  I had a r r i v e d  a t  h e r  

house,  she handed me a box o t  t i s s u e s  and t o l d  me i n  no u n c e r t a i n  

terms t o  wipe o t t  my l i p s t i c k .  I was embarrassed and i n t u r i a t e d  f o r  it 

r e c a l l e d  a scene t h a t  had happened before i n  j un io r  highschool when 

S i s t e r  Bea t r i ce  came up t o  me i n  t h e  h a l l ,  handed me a t i s s u e  and made 

me wipe o f t  t h e  l i p s t i c k  I had daDbed on. Now Clara  was having me do 

t h e  same t h i n g  and I f e l t  r i d i c u l o u s .  

' I ' m  t r e e ,  whi te  and twenty one ,"  I t o l d  h e r ,  " ~ n d  I'm d e f i n i t e l y  

o l d  enough t o  wear l i p s t i c k . "  

' I t  nas nothing t o  do wi th  age , "  Cla ra  s a i d  adamantly. " I f  you 

want t o  be a clown and p a i n t  your f a c e ,  be my gues t .  But t o r  s t o r i n g  

energy,  t h e  s k i n ,  e s p e c i a l l y  around t h e  mouth, eyes ,  and forehead has 

t o  be kep t  t r e e  trom noxious substances .  Kven f a c e  l o t i o n  has t o  be 

used spa r ing ly  ." 
She went i n t o  a lengthy d i g r e s s i o n  o t  how chemicals,  even i n  t h e  
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s o  c a l l e d  organic  make-up were absorbed by t h e  s k i n  and inges t ed ,  as  

i n  t h e  ca se  o t  l i p s t i c k ,  through con tac t  w i th  t h e  tongue. 

"What about mascara?" I s a i d  annoyed, "Do you want me t o  look 

l i k e  a  r a b b i t  with pink eyes?"  

C la ra  t h r e w  up her  hands i n  exaspera t ion .  "Bet te r  t o  resemble a  

r a b b i t  than  a  bat from h e l l l "  she s a i d .  "That b lack s t u f t  runs  a l l  

around t h e  rims o t  your eyes because you ' r e  cons t an t ly  rubbing them. 

Why not  l eave  your f a c e  n a t u r a l ?  There a r e  no men around he re  f o r  you 

t o  a t t r a c t . "  

" I f  I d o n ' t  put on some r o u g e , . I t l l  look l i k e  death  warmed over.," 

I i n s i s t e d .  

'You look l i k e ,  dea th  warmed over i f  you do pu t  on r o u g e t , "  Cla ra  

s a i d  a s  she  s l i d  my makeup k i t  o f t  t h e  counter  i n t o  t h e  t r a s h  bin. 

"Stop us ing  t h e s e ,  and t h e  n a t u r a l  glow of your sk in  w i l l  s h i n e  

through and your co lo r  w i l l  r e t u r n .  J u s t  t h ink  of how much t ime y o u ' l l  

save no t  having t o  worry about how you look. Besides,  a s  I ' v e  s a i d ,  

you ' r e  n o t  he re  t o  bag a  man. Which is  what p u t t i n g  on make up is  a l l  

about. Am I r i g h t ? "  

She had a  point .  The rash ion  magazines and adver t isements  lead 

one t o  b e l i e v e  t h a t  a  woman was n o t  f u l l y  dressed un le s s  she  had make- 

up on. I decided t o  fo l low her  sugges t ions ,  and a f t e r  only  two weeks, 

according t o  Clara ,  t h e  p a l l o r  of my s k i n ,  t h a t  had been sys t ema t i ca l -  

l y  d u l l e d ,  had regained i t s  n a t u r a l  sheen. 

I tu rned  o f t  t h e  water  f a u c e t  and pu t  on some n a t u r a l  bee ' s  wax 

l i p  g l o s s ,  which being c o l o r l e s s  and odor l e s s  did  n o t ,  according t o  my 

scheme, t a l l  i n t o  t h e  ca tegory  o t  makeup. Then, wrapped i n  my 



poncho, I waited t o r  Car los  o u t s i d e  my door wi th  a few minutes t o  

spare .  

We walked t o  a p l aza  surrounded by an arcade of shops. The 

r e s t a u r a n t  was on the  ground f l o o r  o t  an o ld  ho te l .  There were outdoor 

t a b l e s  along t h e  a rcade ,  but  most o t  people were s i t t i n g  i n s i d e  

because of t h e  br i sk  n i g h t  a i r .  A t a l l  wa i t e r  d ressed  e n t i r e l y  i n  

black except t o r  a white towel around h i s  w a i s t ,  sea ted  us  near  a 

collum t h a t  he ld  up a mezzanine where musicians were playing a l i v e l y  

tune.  I s c r u t i n i z e d  the  menu, but cou ldn ' t  decide what t o  order .  When 

t h e  w a i t e r  r e t u r n e d ,  Car los  ordered t r i e d  s t e a k  and r i c e  and p l en ty  of 

t o r t i l l a s  t o r  both o t  us .  

"Don' t  e a t  t h e  tomatoes,"  he warned, when t h e  w a i t e r  brought a 

smal l  tomatoes and onion s a l a d  t h a t  apparen t ly  came wi th  t h e  meal. 

' I t  I e a t  t h e  tomatoes w i l l  I d i e?"  I asked concerned. 

I t o l d  him about what happened t o  an anthropology p ro fe s so r  I 

once had. While t rekking t o  t h e  v i l l a g e  where he was t o  conduct h i s  

t ie ldwork i n  New Guinea, he picked a r i p e  tomato t r e s h  o t t  t h e  v i n e  

and a t e  it. An hour l a t e r  h i s  whole body was covered wi th  lumps and 

he t e l l  i n t o  a coma. Four sure - too ted  Gururumba n a t i v e s  had t o  c a r r y  

him down t h e  mountainside i n  a make s h i t t  s t r e t c h e r ,  where he was 

rushed t o  t h e  l o c a l  h o s p i t a l .  I t  turned ou t  t h a t  t h e  an th ropo log i s t  

was a l l e r g i c  t o  t he  tox ins  i n  t h a t  p a r t i c u l a r  v a r i e t y  of tomato and he 

nea r ly  d ied .  

"nothing a s  dramat ic  as t h a t , "  Car los  r ep l i ed .  "but  y o u ' l l  no 

doubt g e t  Montezuma's revenge." 

" I ' v e  heard t h a t  can be p r e t t y  dramat ic  i n  i t s e l f , "  I s a i d  moving 

t h e  s a l a d  o t t  t o  t h e  s ide .  

Y a 



We f i n i s h e d  t h e  s t e a k s .  I t  was de l i c ious  meat marinated i n  a  hot  

sauce w i t h  f r i e d  onions. 

"Aren ' t  you going t o  e a t  your r i c e ? "  Carlos asked po in t ing  a t  t h e  

untouched p i l e  on my p l a t e .  

' I  never e a t  r i c e . "  

"Is it  a g a i n s t  your r e l i g i o n ? "  he teased .  

"No, I j u s t  never e a t  it. Even a s  a  c h i l d ,  my mother, knowing 

t h a t  I wouldn' t  e a t  r i c e ,  always made me mashed po ta toes  i n s t ead .  I 

d o n ' t  know why I d i d n ' t  e a t  r i c e .  I j u s t  d i d n ' t . "  

"Perhaps,  it was because you were a  p r incess . "  

I resen ted  t h e  i n s i n u a t i o n  of having been s p o i l e d ,  which t o  me 

was t h e  f u r t h e s t  t h ing  from t h e  t r u t h .  "She j u s t  made me po ta toes  

because she knew I wouldn ' t  e a t  t h e  r i c e .  I f  you r e a l l y  want t o  know, 

r i c e  reminded me oÂ a  p i l e  of i n t e s t i n a l  worms t h a t ,  when I looked 

down, seemed t o  come a l i v e  i n  my p l a t e .  I j u s t  cou ldn ' t  swallow them." 

Car los  peered a t  me and shook h i s  head. " ~ n  i n t e r e s t i n g  case  f o r  

D r .  Katz." he s a i d  gravely .  

"Who's D r .  Katz?" 

"He's a p s y c h i a t r i s t s  I once worked for at  t h e  Neuropsychiat r ic  

I n s t i t u t e ,  a t  U.C.L.A. He used t o  in te rv iew p a t i e n t s  and I would 

c l a s s i f y  t h e  recorded s e s s i o n s  i n  terms of a  r igorous  con ten t  analy- 

s i s . "  

"You were a t  t h e  N . Y . I . ? "  I s a i d  su rp r i s ed .  "So was I .  Small 

world. " 

"What were you i n  t o r ? "  he asked concerned. 

I t  s t r u c k  me t h a t  he thought I had been a t  t h e  Neuropsychiat r ic  



I n s t i t u t e  a s  an inmate. I t e l t  i n s u l t e d  f o r  h i s  l ack  o t  cont idence i n  

my s a n i t y .  

,, I w a s n ' t  a  p a t i e n t , "  I s a i d  qu ick ly  t o  s e t  t h e  record  s t r a i g h t .  

' I  was t h e r e  t o  do r e sea rch ,  j u s t  l i k e  your se l f .  Only I worked on a  

p r o j e c t  involv ing  a u t i s t i c  ch i ld ren .  " 

"That sounds i n t e r e s t i n g , "  he s a i d  he lp ing  h imse l t  t o  some o t  my 

r i c e .  

"Ac tua l ly ,  it was one of t h e  most boring p r o j e c t s  I ' v e  ever  

worked on." I moved my p l a t e  over t o  him so  t h e  g ra ins  wouldn ' t  

s c a t t e r  a i l  over t h e  t a b l e .  "The o b j e c t  o t  t h e  research  was t o  g e t  

t h e  c h i l d  t o  t a l k ,  o r  r a t h e r  t o  make phonemes. I had t o  s i t  i n  f r o n t  

o t  t h e  c h i l d ,  who was i n  a  smal l  i s o l a t i o n  booth wi th  a  window c u t  

i n t o  i t ,  so  he wouldn' t  become d i s t r a c t e d .  I would hold h i s  f a c e  and 

say ,  ' ~ o o k  a t  me, look a t  me. Say mmm. mmmm. mmmm.' The c h i l d  would 

squirm and look away and t r y  t o  g e t  o f t  h i s  s t o o l ,  anything bu t  make 

the  sound, mmmm. I t  by chance he  d i d  make t h e  sound, mmm, o r  some- 

t h ing  remotely s i m i l a r ,  t h e  procedure d i c t a t e d  t h a t  I pop an M & M 

candy i n t o  h i s  mouth. Then I moved on t o  another  phoneme, r epea t ing  

t h e  words, 'Look a t  me. Look a t  me. Say ahh. ahh. ahh.' and s o  on f o r  

about an hour u n t i l  I was reduced t o  a  babbling i d i o t . "  

' D i d  you have much success  w i th  t h a t  approach?" Carlos asked. 

ah re you kidding. It  was hopeless .  I doubt any o t  t h e  ch i ld ren  

ever  l ea rned  t o  t a l k ,  al though I d i d n ' t  s t a y  wi th  t h e  p r o j e c t  long 

enough t o  t i n d  ou t .  I became so  f r u s t r a t e d  t r y i n g  t o  g e t  t h e  c h i l d ' s  

a t t e n t i o n  and making a l l  those  wierd sounds, t h a t  I ended up ea t ing  

most o t  t h e  M & M candy myselt.  I suppose I was rewarding myself t o r  

t h e  t r o u b l e  I had g e t t i n g  the  c h i l d  t o  s i t  s t i l l .  I have t o  admit 
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t h a t  I pu t  on q u i t e  a  few e x t r a  pounds t h a t  summer. To me those  

c h i l d r e n  were un t r a inab le . "  

,, I d i s a g r e e , "  Carlos s a i d .  "I had an a u t i s t i c  g i r l  i n  my c a r e  and 

a f t e r  only  s e v e r a l  weeks, I a c t u a l l y  go t  her  t o  t a l k .  I took her  t o  

t h e  c i r c u s  and t h e  zoo. We had t h e  best  time. She t a l k e d ,  but  only  t o  

me. " 

' I  thought you did  con ten t  ana lys i s  on t a p e  in te rv iews  a t  t h e  

1V.P.I. ," 1 sa id .  

I d i d  t h a t  a f t e r  I go t  f i r e d  working wi th  a u t i s t i c  c h i l d r e n , "  

Car los  explained.  "The head o r  t h e  p r o j e c t  was f u r i o u s  because I 

t r e a t e d  t h e  g i r l  l i k e  a  human being. I r e a l l y  l i k e d  h e r ;  t o  me, she  

was a  t i n e  human being,  not  j u s t  a  sub jec t  i n  a  ca se  study." 

"He probably envied your success , "  I s a id .  "I know how it is  

among r e s e a r c h e r s .  Sveryone wants t o  claim c r e d i t  t o r  any break- 

through. '' 

Carlos  shrugged. "He gave me a  job i n  which I d i d n ' t  i n t e r a c t  

w i t h  people d i r e c t l y .  He had me l i s t e n  t o  t apes  of p s y c h i a t r i c  

s e s s ions .  I l i s t e n e d  t o  hours and hours of peop le ' s  complaints  about 

every conceivable  s u b j e c t .  Some of t h e  problems were genuine,  but most 

of t h e  time people j u s t  wanted a t t e n t i o n . "  

"Tha t ' s  probably t r u e ,  I s a i d  soaking up t h e  gravy w i t h  a  b i t  of  

t o r t i l l a .  "Who d o e s n ' t  want a t t e n t i o n  o r  a f f e c t i o n . "  

Car los  peered a t  me again.  "The r e a l  ques t ion  i s , "  he s a i d ,  "who 

is  w i l l i n g  t o  g i v e  i t ?  I have a  f r i e n d ,  who every morning opens t l i s  

bedroom window and y e l l s ,  'Does anyone out  t h e r e  love  me?' a t  t h e  t op  

of h i s  lungs.  Uf course ,  he h a t e s  h i s  w i f e  and everyone around him. 

But he wants uncondi t iona l  l ove  himself ."  
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"You probably th ink  t h a t  I never e a t  r i c e  because I want a t t e n -  

t i o n  o r  perhaps l o v e , "  I mumbled s e l f  consciously.  

"I wouldn' t  know." he s a i d .  "You t e l l  me." 

He looked a t  me i n  such a  way I had t o  a v e r t  my eyes.  Love, t o  

me, was a  d e l i c a t e  s u b j e c t  I d i d n ' t  ca re  t o  d i scuss .  

'By t h e  way, do you e a t  corn?"  Carlos asked. 

'Yhe way he s a i d  it make be th ink  he was t r y i n g  t o  a s s e s s  my 

psychological  p r o f i l e  by means o t  tood products. 

' I  have no th ing  a g a i n s t  corn. In t a c t ,  i t ' s  my t a v o r i t e  veg- 

e t a b l e , "  I s a i d  exaggerat ing my fe rvor .  

"Then l e t ' s  have some p i e  made out  o t  sweetened corn." 

When i t  a r r i v e d  I took a b i t e .  Although I had never  ea t en  corn 

a s  a  d e s e r t ,  I had t o  admit ,  t h e  p i e  was d e l i c i o u s  

A f t e r  Car los  paid t h e  w a i t e r ,  he suggested we t a k e  i n  a  movie. I 

was too  exc i ted  t o  s l e e p ,  s o l  agreed,  even though I assumed t h e  f i l m  

would be i n  Spanish,  thereby,  d i f f i c u l t  f o r  me t o  understand.  

Severa l  blocks from t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  was the  t h e a t e r ,  a l though it 

d i d  n o t  look l i k e  t h e  movie t h e a t e r s  I was accustomed t o  s ee ing  i n  t h e  

United S t a t e s  t h a t  had a marquis of f l a s h i n g  neon l i g h t s .  I t  was an 

o rd ina ry  Spanish s t y l e  bu i ld ing ,  wi th  s eve ra l  p o s t e r s  on t h e  f r o n t  of 

it and a  smal l  window t o r  a box o t t i c e .  1 could t e l l  from t h e  p o s t e r s  

t h a t  t h e  coming a t t r a c t i o n s  included a  f i l m  with  Char les  ttronsen and 

ano the r  w i t h  Can t in t i a s .  

"You're i n  t o r  a  r e a l  t r e a t , "  Carlos sa id .  "They're showing a  

kung t u  movie. You t o l d  me you had s tud ied  m a r t i a l  a r t s . "  

I was r e l i e v e d  t o r  i n  m a r t i a l  a r t  movies one d i d n ' t  have t o  

understand t h e  language. The a c t i o n  spoke t o r  i t s e l t .  
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I t  was dark when we en te red  t h e  t h e a t e r ,  trom t h e  buzz of the  

people ,  I sensed t h e  room was packed. When our  eyes had become 

accustomed t o  t h e  dark.  Car los  Led us t o  a  back row where we found two 

empty s e a t s .  I was acu te ly  aware o t  t h e  smel l s  around me. Someone 

behind me was coughing heavi ly .  He must have been d r ink ing  t o o ,  t o r  I 

sensed t h e  d i s t i n c t  odor o t  a l coho l  coming from t h a t  d i r e c t i o n .  Worse 

y e t ,  t h e r e  was t h e  smel l  o t  s t a l e  u r i n e  emanating trom t h e  back row. 

The f e a t u r e  had j u s t  begun. It  was a  Bruce Lee f i l m  daubed i n  

Spanish. rils daubed voice  d i d n ' t  sound a t  a l l  l i k e  Bruce Lee ' s  own 

v o i c e ,  which was a  b i t  sc reechy ,  e s p e c i a l l y ,  when he went i n t o  h i s  

voca l  g y r a t i o n s  dur ing h i s  f i g h t i n g  rou t ines .  The daubed vo ice  was a  

deep b a r i t o n e ,  very g r u t t ,  t i t t i n g  t h e  rtexican image o t  a  kung f u  

t i g h t e r .  But I soon grew accustomed t o  t h e  vo ice  and t h e  odors ,  and 

was cap t iva t ed  by t h e  ac t ion .  

Bruce Lee was going through h i s  e l a b o r a t e  nunchacku r o u t i n e .  The 

audience y e l l e d ,  cheered,  geared and wh i s t l ed  unabashedly a s  he 

whipped t h e  nunchaku under h i s  arm wi th  impressive speed. I could t e l l  

t h a t  t h e  ma jo r i t y  o f t h e  audience was male, but t h e r e  were a few women 

i n  t h e  group, because t h e i r  heads were lean ing  a g a i n s t  t h e i r  compan- 

i o n ' s  shoulder .  I surmised they were young couples  o u t  on d a t e s .  

Weapons were something my p u r i s t  Japanese i n s t r u c t o r s  would teach  

on ly  t o  male s tudents .  When I had asked my k a r a t e  t e a c h e r ,  why I 

c o u l d n ' t  s tudy  weapons j u s t  l i k e  h i s  male s t u d e n t s ,  he took  my i n t o  

h i s  p r i v a t e  o f f i c e  and c a r e f u l l y  explained t o  me t h e  t r u e  meaning of 

Karate. The cha rac t e r  'Kara , '  means 'empty' he s a i d ,  where a s  ' t e '  

means t i s t  o r  hand. Thus, t h e  essence o t  k a r a t e  is  empty hand 

f i g h t i n g  wi th  no weapons. He made it c l e a r  t h a t  I should d e d i c a t e  
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myself t o  l ea rn ing  t h e  essence o t  k a r a t e ,  and n o t  worry about l ea rn ing  

weapons, which weren ' t  t h a t  u s e f u l  i n  a  woman's hands i n  t h e  f i r s t  

p lace .  

"The body i s  a  weapon," he had s a i d .  "It is  a weapon o t  t h e  

h ighes t  o rder .  P e r f e c t  it and you w i l l  be i n  c o n t r o l  o t  any s i t u a -  

t i o n .  " 

"What it  I ' m  walking down a  dark a l l e y  and I ' m  a t t a c k e d  by a  

bunch o t  thugs?" I asked. " W i l l  I be a b l e  t o  detend myselt then?"  

"Why would you even th ink  o t  walking down a  dark  a l l e y ? "  he s a id .  

'The t i r s t  r u l e  o t  a  m a r t i a l  ar t is t  is  t o  avoid t r o u b l e  before  i t  

begins."  He never t o l d  me how t h a t  was done because I ' m  s u r e  he d i d n ' t  

know. But when I had asked M r .  Abelar,  "How do you avoid t r o u b l e  

Detore it  begins?" he had r e p l i e d ,  "Your e n e r g e t i c  body w i l l  t e l l  you 

were t h e r e  i s  t roub le .  I t ' s  poss ib l e  t o  s ee  w i t h  your e n e r g e t i c  body - 
what goes on around you. Recap i tu l a t e ,  and l e t  t h e  s e e r  w i t h i n  your 

emerge and come t o  your rescue."  He added t h a t  s o r c e r e r s  who t r a i n  

t h e  ene rge t i c  body o r  double ,  a r e  a b l e  t o  go through w a l l s  o r  t l y  

through the  a i r  and do a l l  s o r t s  o t  th ings  t h e  phys i ca l  body c o u l d n ' t  

do. 

Bruce Lee l e t  ou t  one o t  h i s  s t y l i z e d  ye lps  a s  he i n c a p a c i t a t e d  a  
, 

pack o t  chugs w i t h  a s e r i e s  o t  p e r t e c t l y  p l ace  f l y i n g  kicks .  1 

promised myself ,  t h a t  upon r e t u r n i n g  t o  Los Angeles, I would begin a  

regime o t  d a i l y  m a r t i a l  a r t  p r a c t i c e .  And I would resume recapi-  

t u l a t i n g  and I wasn ' t  going t o  slough off  on t h e  sorcery  passes  Clara 

had taught  me e i t h e r .  I would make time t o  do them. I wanted more than 

anything t o r  t h e  s e e r  i n  my t o  awake. - 



I t e l t  a  d r a f t  on my neck. I thought they must have turned on the  

a i r  cond i t i on ing  f u l l  b l a s t ,  al though I d i d n ' t  hear any motors 

running. I glanced up t o  s ee  it  any t ans  were going,  but a i l  I saw was 

a  uniformly black c e i l i n g  pa in t ed  wi th  whi te  s t r e a k s  and some a i r  

cond i t i on ing  duc t s .  Someone r e a l l y  messed up t h e  cei , l ing w i t h  sp ray  

p a i n t  was my thought.  I re turned  my a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  movie. But t h e  

d r a f t  d i d n ' t  s t op .  

F i n a l l y  I leaned over t o  Car los .  "I d o n ' t  suppose we could change 

s e a t s , "  I whispered. "The a i r  condi t ioner  is  blowing r i g h t  on my 

neck. " 

"Guaymas g e t s  p r e t t y  windy a t  n i g h t , "  he s a i d  not  t ak ing  h i s  eyes 

of t h e  move. 

"Windy? What wind?" 

I looked up again  and experienced a  moment o t  t o t a l  p e r c e p t u a l  

dissonance.  I suddenly saw w e  were s i t t i n g  ou t  i n  t h e  open and what I 

had thought  w a s  a  p e r f e c t l y  smooth su r f ace  wi th  specks o t  p a i n t ,  was 

t h e  sky;  t h e  p a i n t  were clumps of c louds ,  and t h e  a i r  duc t s  were 

shadows o t  t r e e s .  It  was a s  i t  some f o r c e  had come and l i f t e d  o f f  t h e  

roof whi le  I was w a t c h i n g t h e  movie. I f e l t  my stomach s i n k  a s  when. 

r i d i n g  a f a s t  moving e l e v a t o r ;  s imul taneously  t h e  top  o r  my head 

expand upward, i n  an a c u t e  phys i ca l  d i s t o r t i o n .  I grabbed onto 

Car los '  arm t o r  suppor t ,  t o r  I f e l t  some p a r t  o t  me was shooing 

s t r a i g h t  up and I was ascending ou t  o t  t h e  t h e a t e r  i n t o  t h e  a i r .  

"There 's  no r o o t , "  I whispered. "We're o u t  i n  t h e  open!'' 

Car los  turned t o  me and s a i d ,  "I thought you knew t h a t  when we 

came it." 

'now was I supposed t o  know t h a t .  It was dark when w e  came in ."  



1 f e l t  d i sgus ted  wi th  myself a t  being caught unawares a f t e r  I had 

agreed t o  be more a t t e n t i v e ,  and r id i cu lous  f o r  n o t  having no t i ced  

such an obvious t a c t  as a  miss ing c e i l i n g .  I knew i n  s p i t e  of my 

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  1 s t i l l  took every th ing  f o r  granted.  Unless something 

a c t u a l l y  h i t  me on t h e  head,  I d i d n ' t  n o t i c e  it. I blamed my t o t a l  

s t u p o r  on my l a z y  middle c l a s s  upbringing.  Having gone t o  Ca tho l i c  

schools ,  I was t r a i n e d  t o  obey a u t h o r i t y  without ques t ion .  My e n t i r e  

l i f e  had been based on accep t ing  dogma, on having f a i t h  i n  t h e  world 

around me without  ever  t h ink ing ,  explor ing o r  ques t ion ing  my surround- 

ings .  

C la ra  had warned me o t  t h i s  condi t ion  s h o r t l y  a f t e r  she  had p u t  

me t o  r e c a p i t u l a t e .  She had s a i d  I had a  s luggish  e n e r g e t i c  body, i n  

f a c t ,  one t h a t  was t o t a l l y  as leep .  

"Your values  were handed t o  you Dy your pa ren t s ,  t h e  schools  you 

went t o ,  t h e  c u l t u r e  i n  which you l i v e ,  and by t h e  f o r c e  o t  reason  

i t s e l t ,  which makes you powerless t o  move away from t h e  expected,"  she  

had sa id .  "Unless you r e c a p i t u l a t e  your l i f e ,  you w i l l  l i v e  and d i e  

t h e  way your pa ren t s  d id .  You d o n ' t  have co look any f u r t h e r  than your 

fami ly  t o  know what is wa i t i ng  t o r  you." 

Her words had given me a tremendous j o l t  because t o  r epea t  my 

p a r e n t s  l i v e s  was t h e  last th ing  I wanted t o  do. Yet i n  s p i t e  o t  t h e  

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  a  mysterious f o r c e  was s t i l l  making me perce iv ing  i n  

terms o t  g iven mold. A l l  t h e a t e r s  according t o  my p a s t  exper ience had 

had r o o t s  on them, s o  t h e  p r e s e n t  one could be no exception.  1 d i d n ' t  

know what had made me suddenly r e a l i z e  t h a t  my assumption was f a u l t y .  

Perhaps,  t h e  same f o r c e  t h a t  had made me put a  roo t  over my head, now, 

allowed me t o  s e e  t h a t  t h e r e  was no roo t  there .  That was t h e  myster i -  



ous f o r c e  o r  i n t e n t  t h a t  phenomenologists analyze and which s o r c e r e r s  

t r y  t o  a l t e r  and d i s r u p t  through t h e i r  p r a c t i c e s .  

According t o  t h e  phenomenologists, I had f l e shed  ou t  pe rcep t ion ,  

and given it a s p a c i a l  and temporal congruency. Percep t ion  came ready 

made. A l l  one had t o  do was t o  l e a r n  c e r t a i n  ca t ego r i e s  as a c h i l d  and 

t h e  world was t h e r e  i n  f r o n t  of one ' s  eyes c o n s i s t e n t  and complete and 

unchangeable. I t  i s  up t o  t he  s o r c e r e r s  t o  show u s  t h a t  t h a t  c e r t a i n t y  

is n o t  a i l  t h a t  t h e r e  i s  t o  t h e  world. That it i s  poss ib l e  t o  a l t e r  

p e r c e p t i o n ,  t o  break ou t  of i ts  bounds and t o  c r e a t e  a d i f f e r e n t ,  y e t  

s t i l l  c o n s i s t e n t  r e a l i t y .  

I had once asked Clara  why t h e  layout  o i  her  house d i d n ' t  seem 

s t a b l e  but s h i f t i n g  kept  depending on form where one observed it. 

" I t ' s  t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  i n t e n t  t h a t  has constructed t h e  house and 

has imbued it wi th  power. I t  i s  permit ted wi th  a s p e c i a l  kind of 

energy capable  o i  t ransforming it trom an ord inary  house i n t o  a p l ace  

o t  power. Perhaps,  one day, you w i l l  c o n s t r u c t  your own house and 

p l ace  i n  it t h a t  s p e c i a l  inconceivable  s o r c e r e r s '  i n t e n t . "  

' I  wouldn' t  know how t o  do t h a t ,  C la ra , "  I s a i d .  "I don ' t  have 

any power." 

She laughed and s a i d  everyone has t h e  power t o  s t o p  t h e i r  

s t u p i d i t y  and indulgence,  but t h a t  some people a r e  too  lazy  o r  a f r a i d  

t o  use  it .  Once one moves away trom t h e  s e l f  by p r a c t i c i n g  t h e  

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  and t h e  so rce ry  passes  and q u i e t i n g  t h e  i n t e r n a l  d i a -  

logue,  one can i n t r i n s i c a l l y  become something e l s e .  J u s t  a s  t h e  

s o r c e r e r s '  house had become something e l s e  under t he  powerful and 

impeccable i n t e n t  of those  beings t h a t  l i v e  i n  it. 



I t  was c l e a r  trom her  words t h a t  f o r  s o r c e r e r s ,  percep t ion  held 

a  d i f f e r e n t  kind of i n t e n t i o n a l i t y ;  t h a t  d i f f e r e n t  premises were used 

from t h e  ones governing our every day l i f e .  In  a  s o r c e r e r ' s  house, a  

waL1 could d i sappea r ,  o r  perhaps a  roof could t l y  o f f ,  o r  a  door t h a t  

wasn ' t  t h e r e  before  could suddenly open. I t  would a l l  be congruent 

w i th  t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  way o t  pe rce iv ing ,  w i th  h i s  e n e r g e t i c  conf igura-  

t i o n ,  which was l i g h t n e s s  and f l u i d i t y  i t s e l f .  The b a r r i e r s  of 

pe rcep t ion  were n o t  r i g id :  

I re turned  my a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  t i l m .  My body was a d j u s t i n g  t o  

t h e  new parameters of my environment. Rather than f e e l i n g  cooped up i n  

a  s t u t f y  t h e a t e r  w i t h  t h e  a i r  condi t ion ing  b l a s t i n g ,  I f e l t  t h a t  t h e  

expanse above me was endless .  The air was t r e s h  and the  odors t h a t  had 

been s o  s t i f l i n g  be to re ,  had completely vanished. Percep t ion  was 

.'I indeed a l i m i t l e s s ,  mysterious a f f a i r .  For o u t  of t h e  b i l l i o n s  of 

p o s s i b i l i t i e s  t h a t  e x i s t  i n  t h e  un ive r se ,  man i s o l a t e s  only  a  few. I t  

is  h i s  a b i l i t y  t o  s e l e c t  and i s o l a t e  t h a t  g ives  him a  sense  of 

s e c u r i t y ,  reduces dissonance,  and enables  him t o  l i v e  i n  what he 

be l i eves  i s  a  r e l a t i v e l y  s a t e  environment where dea th  has no immediate 

p lace .  Yet t o  move away trom t h e  known, one must as  t h e  phenomenolo- 

g i s t s  do,  ques t ion  ones bas i c  taken t o r  granted ways of perce iv ing .  

But t o  ques t ion  t h e  c e r t a i n t y  o t  one 's  own r e a l i t y ,  one needs a  

minimal chance t o  perce ive  i t  d i f f e r e n t l y .  Unly then might one l ea rn  

something t h a t  one d i d n ' t  a l ready  know; o r  s e e  something one hadn ' t  

a l r eady  seen.  

I r e a l i z e d  t h e n ,  t h a t  what C la ra  and f imil i to  had t r i e d  t o  teach 

me, was a  new way o t  perce iv ing  wi th  t h e  body; a  way i n  which t h e  

! pe r sona l  o r  psychologica l  s e l f  d i d  n o t  t ake  precedence. Countless 
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t imes ,  they had t r i e d  t o  make me cognizant  t h a t  t h e r e  a r e  o the r  

p o s s i b i l i t i e s  o r  percep t ion  open t o  u s ,  p o s s i b i l i t i e s  no t  included i n  

our normal every day understanding o t  t h e  world. They had i n s i s t e d  

t h a t  by means o t  a  thorough r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  o t  one ' s  l i f e ,  one could 

empty t h e  warehouse o t  one ' s  t a m i l i a r  i tems,  and venture  i n t o  unchar t -  

ed t e r r a i n .  L e t t i n g  go o t  t h e  known and h a b i t u a l  was t h e  key,  they had 

s a i d .  S t o r i n g  energy t o  move, was t h e  means. 

' O t  what do I l e t  go?" I kept  i n s i s t i n g .  

'Of your expecta t ions . ,  of what o t h e r s  expect  of you, i n  s h o r t  of 

everything you a r e ,  was o r  hope t o  be , "  Cla ra  had r e p l i e d .  ".Let go and 

a l low t h e  energy t o  work d i r e c t l y  on your s enses ,  wi thout  i n t e r p r e t i n g  

and th ink ing  wi th  your puny mind. It you have t o  i n t e r p r e t ,  then use  

t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  way, which i s  t o  make your c a t e g o r i e s ,  then  throw them 

away. " 

" T e l l  me C l a r a ,  what exac t ly  is  a  s o r c e r e r ? "  I had asked. 

'A s o r c e r e r  i s  someone who through d i s c i p l i n e  and conserving 

energy is  a b l e  t o  perce ive  more than t h e  everyday world,"  she  r e p l i e d .  

Gradual ly ,  it became c l e a r  t o  me t h a t  s o r c e r e r s  had t h e i r  own way 

of pe rce iv ing  and i n t e r p r e t i n g .  The i n t e n t  s e t  up by a  long l i n e  of 
s, 

s o r c e r e r s ,  each adding t o  it h i s  own power, h i s  own unders tanding,  h i s  

own pe r sona l  exp lana t ions ,  l ed  t o  an a l t e r n a t e  r e a l i t y ,  j u s t  as r e a l  

and p r e d i c t a b l e  a s  t h e  one i n t o  which we were born. One had t o  u s e  

so rce ry  t o  understand pe rcep t ion ,  then apply i t s  techniques  t o  break 

t h e  b a r r i e r s  t h a t  keep us imprisoned. 

"But a r e  we fo reve r  condemned t o  expla in  and i n t e r p r e t  t h e  

world?" I asked. 



Clara  shook her  head. "No. F ina l ly  one a r r i v e s  a t  t h e  po in t  where 

no explana t ion  i s  needed o r  could ever  be given.  There,  one s tops  

t h ink ing  and s i l e n t l y  immerses oneself  i n  t h e  mystery t h a t  surrounds 

us. " 



7 

Vicam S t a t i o n  

I had not  s l e p t  wel l .  The dreams I had were s o  v i v i d  t h a t  they 

could have a c t u a l l y  happened. I woke up f e e l i n g  exhausted f o r  I had 

been walking over h i l l y  t e r r a i n  a l l  n igh t .  Over b r e a k t a s t ,  I asked 

Car los  t o  t e l l  me where we were going and what I was t o  expect  upon 

g e t t i n g  t h e r e .  

' A l l  I can say i s  t h a t  I ' m  going t o  t ake  you t o  meet some 

people , "  he s a i d  ma t t e r  of f a c t l y .  "And t h e r e  i s  no way of knowing 

what t o  expect  when we g e t  t o  t h e  p a r t y  because power is  unpred ic t -  

ab l e .  " 

'The pa r ty?  What kind o t  par ty?"  

"A ga the r ing ,  a  t i e s t a , "  Car los  s a i d  a s  he s igna l ed  t h e  w a i t r e s s  

t o r  t h e  check. 

" In  t h a t  case  I ' d  b e t t e r  change i n t o  something more s u i t a b l e , "  I 

t o l d  him. 

While Carlos paid  t h e  check, I hu r r i ed  back t o  my room t o  change. 

The only dressy c l o t h e s  i n  my t r a v e l  bag were a  beige l i n e n  s k i r t  and 

a  s l e e v e l e s s  s i l k  blouse ,  I had purchased with  t h e  money Nel ida  had 

l e f t  me. I had put  t h e  garments i n  t h e  bag a t  t h e  l a s t  moment w i th  no 

thought of ever  wearing them. Now I pu t  them on quickly  and h u r r i e d  

o u t  t h e  door. Carlos was s tanding  by t h e  c a r  checking t h e  coolan t  

under t h e  hood. 
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"Where exac t ly  i s  t h i s  pa r ty?"  I asked t r y i n g  t o  keep a  l i d  on my 

exci tement .  

' I n  t h e  Yaqui town of Bacum," he s a id  c l o s i n g  t h e  hood wi th  a  

bang. "As I t o l d  you, I want you t o  meet some people I ' v e  been 

a s soc i a t ed  with. They a r e  having a smal l  ga ther ing  i n  your honor." 

"My honor? But I ' v e  never met them, have I?" 

"No, you haven ' t .  But they a r e  anxious t o  meet you." 

"Why? Did  you t e l l  them about me? When did you see  them?" 

We had no t  l e t t  each o t h e r ' s  company s ince  we had crossed t h e  

border.  Unless Carlos had s l i pped  out  of h i s  room during t h e  n i g h t ,  

t h e r e  was no way he could have met anyone. Perhaps someone had 

telephoned o r  s en t  him a  message. A s t r ange  a g i t a t i o n  possessed me. 

The on ly  people I knew i n  Mexico were Clara ,  Melida and M r .  Abe la r ,  

and of course  Emi l i to ,  who I w a s  c e r t a i n  was no t  one t o  a t t end  s o c i a l  

ga the r ings .  

' I  c a n ' t  wai t  t o  meet them," I s a i d  exc i ted ly .  "Do I look a l -  

r i g h t ? "  

Ca r lo s  scanned me from head t o  two. "Don' t  you have some proper 

walking shoes?"  

"I c a n ' t  wear h i k i n g  boots w i th  t h i s  o u t f i t , "  I s a i d .  "I t  would 

r u i n  t h e  look." 

I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  I was going t o  g rea t  l eng ths  t o  impress t he  

people  I was going t o  meet, t o  t h e  ex t en t  of wearing uncomfortable 

d r e s s  sanda ls .  But I wanted t o  look e l egan t ,  no t  a s  though I had been 

trekKing i n  t he  d e s e r t  w i th  one o u t f i t  t o  my name.. Besides ,  Car los  

had s t i p u l a t e d  t h a t  t h e  p a r t y  was i n  someone's house and t h a t  w e  were 

going t o  d r i v e  there .  I d i d n ' t  s e e  t oo  much walking on t h e  agenda. 

112 



"Alr igh t  t hen ,  l e t ' s  go,"  Car los  s a id .  I go t  i n  t h e  c a r ,  t r y i n g  

hard no t  t o  wr ink le  my s k i r t .  

We drove ou t  o t  Guaymas then  headed sou theas t  towards t h e  Yaqui 

towns. I t  was obvious t h a t  Car los  had dr iven on Mexican roads many 

t imes ,  t o r  t h e  c a r  hugged t h e  road a s  he nego t i a t ed  t h e  curves i n  an 

expe r t  manner. Never the less ,  every time t h e  road disappeared around a  

bend, I he ld  my brea th  hoping t h a t  we would n o t  be s u r p r i s e d  by an on- 

coming t r u c k  o r  bus pass ing  i n  our  l ane .  Placed a long  t h e  roads ide ,  a s  

a  cons tan t  reminder of a  t r a g i c  mishap, were wooden c rosses  o r  s h r i n e s  

w i th  w i l t ed  f lowers  marking t h e  spo t  where a  c a r  had gone off t h e  

road,  o r  t h e r e  had been a  c o l l i s i o n ,  o r  a  person had a c c i d e n t a l l y  been 

run down. To my d i s t r e s s ,  t h e s e  morbid memorials were d i s t u r b i n g l y  

numerous. 

, :  We came t o  a  smal l  town made up of a  c l u s t e r  of adobe houses w i th  

doors opening i n t o  dark rooms t h a t  looked l i k e  caves. I n  an open 

cour tyard  de l inea t ed  wi th  cane f ences ,  I spo t t ed  a  f a t  wh i t e  chicken 

taunted  by two smal le r  r edd i sh  hens. Next t o  a  house was a  r u s t  

covered c a r  wi th  no wheels,  t h e  remnants o t  an a c c i d e n t ,  and having 

been abandoned t h e r e ,  was never  moved again.  

" I s  t h i s  one o t  t h e  Yaqui town?" I asked. 

'No, t h i s  i s  Bmpalme. The Yaqui towns a r e  f u r t h e r  ahead. Bacum, 

where we a r e  headed, i s  one o t  t h e  Eight  Pueblos regarded by t h e  Yaqui 

a s  being loca t ed  on sacred  ground. The Rahum ch ron ic l e s  l i s t s  them a s  

having been e s t ab l i shed  b e f o r e t h e  coming of t h e  Spaniards."  

"What i s  t h e  Rahum c h r o n i c l e s ? ?  

"I t  is a  l i s t  of Memorable Dates i n  Yaqui h i s t o r y .  According t o  

, 
.> t h e  ch ron ica l ,  t h e r e  were f o u r  g r e a t  men who c a l l e d  t h e  people 

1 1  3 



t oge the r  and l e d  them around t h e  boundaries of Yaqui country.  They 

went t o  Cabora on t h e  Cocoraqui a r royo ,  from t h e r e  t o  Takalaim, the  

peak j u s t  nor th  of Guaymas. A s  they went a long the  boundary they 

preached and sang with t h e  people ,  t h u s ,  e s t a b l i s h i n g  t h e  boundary 

l i n e  of Yaqui T e r r i t o r y .  Af t e r  t h a t ,  they founded t h e  Eigh t  Pueblos. 

Singing of t he  Boundary and e s t a b l i s h i n g  t h e  towns sometime i n  t he  

remote p a s t  i s  t h e  solemn be l i e f  about t h e  o r i g i n  of t h e i r  t r i b a l  

t e r r i t o r y . "  

'What a r e  t h e  o the r  seven towns?" I asked. 

' C o c o r i t ,  Vicam, Torim, Potam, Kahum, H u i r i v i s ,  and Belem," 

Car los  s a i d .  "They were s i t u a t e d  along t h e  lower s i x t y  miles  o t  t he  

Yaqui Kiver. But dur ing t h e  l a t e  n ine t een th  cen tu ry ,  t he  main channel 

of t h e  Yaqui Kiver below Potam s h i t t e d  s h a r p l y  and .Belem was Let t  

' completely wi thout  water ,  and t h e  water  supply t o  Hu i r iv i s  and Kahum 

was seve re ly  c u r t a i l e d . "  

What  happened t o  t h e  people i n  t hese  p l aces?"  

"They had t o  r e l o c a t e  elsewhere. Many were given land by t h e  

people of Potam, o the r s  moved t o  Empalme o r  s t a r t e d  new se t t l emen t s .  

But wi th  t h e  s teady  encroachment o t  Mexicans i n t o  t h e i r  l a n d s ,  most of 

t h e  Yaquis have l e f t  t h e  o r i g i n a l  s i t e s ,  such a s  Bacum, and have s e t  

up new v i l l a g e s  elsewhere o f t e n  wi th  t h e  same name. The same th ing  

happened i n  Vicam. A new v i l l a g e  c e n t e r ,  c a l l e d  Vicam S t a t i o n  was 

e s t ab l i shed  on t h e  r a i l r o a d  i n  Vicam t e r r i t o r y .  However, t h e  major i ty  

of t h e  people now l i v i n g  t h e r e  a r e  Mexicans." 

We passed another  s e t t l e m e n t ,  more c l u s t e r s  o t  low, f l a t  roofed 

adobe houses' surrounded by cane fences  he ld  i n  p l ace  w i t h  crooked 

, p o s t s .  A f a t  women with  a  shawl over h e r  head, stood i n  a  doorway, 
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watching t h e  c a r s  pass ing on t h e  highway. Next t o  t h e  house were a  

p a i r  o t  dus ty  grey donkeys t e t h e r e d  i n  a  smal l  c o r r a l  wi th  a  s lop ing  

ramada. An o l d  man, who could bare ly  make it up t h e  h i l l  was pushing 

a  t o u r  wheel c a r t  t u l l  o t  manure. hisewhere a  group o t  men were 

s tanding  nea r  t h e  road s i d e  a s  it  wai t ing  f o r  a  bus o r  t r u c k  t o  come 

along and p i ck  them up and t a k e  them t o  Guaymas. They waved a t  us a s  

we passed. A mangy dog barked and ran a t t e r  t h e  c a r  a s  we slowed down 

t o r  a  curve ,  then  we speeded up and l e f t  t h e  dog b i t i n g  a  cloud of 

dus t  .- 
Around noon, Car los  tu rned  o t t  t h e  main highway onto a  w e l l  

packed d i r t  road.  We drove through t h e  hea t  and dus t  t o  a  smal l  

c l u s t e r  o t  adobe houses placed i n  a  haphazard fash ion  w i t h  no r e g u l a r  

block o r  s t r e e t  p lan.  Some o t  t h e  houses had corrugated t i n  r o o f s  wi th  
~ . .  , . 

I adobe w a l l s .  They were l i n e d  up one aga ins t  t h e  o t h e r  i n  a  group of 

f o u r  o r  f i v e  room a d d i t i o n s  t h a t  would al low an extended family  t o  

l i v e  t oge the r .  Sometimes a  cane fence shu t  them o f f  completely from 

t h e i r  neighbors .  

' I s  t h i s  where t h e  Yaqui Indians  l i v e ? "  I asked r o l l i n g  up my 

window s o  t h e  d u s t  wouldn' t  g e t  i n  t h e  car .  

Car los  pointed i n  t h e  oppos i te  d i r e c t i o n .  " N O .  The Yaqui Ind ians  

l i v e  on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o i  t h e  highway behind those  cane fences  we saw 

e a r l i e r  a s  we drove up. The Mexicans, o r  yorims a s  t h e  Yaqui c a l l  

them, l i v e  i n  t h e s e  houses." 

Car los  s a i d  t h a t  Mexican houses i n  Vicam S t a t i o n  were b e t t e r  

b u i l t  than those  on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o t  t h e  main highway. These had 

cement f l oo r s . ,  some e l e c t r i c i t y ,  and f ami l i e s  owned t e l e v i s i o n  s e t s ,  

r a d i o s ,  b i cyc l e s  and sometimes even a  c a r  o r  t ruck .  
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"What about t h e  Yaqui Indians?  How do they l i v e ? "  I asked. 

"Their houses have d i r e  f l o o r s ,  no e l e c t r i c i t y  and they have t o  

b r ing  i n  water  from t h e  w e l l s  o r  i r r i g a t i o n  d i t c h e s  i n  f i v e  ga l lon  

gaso l ine  cans ," Carlos r e p l i e d .  

"Even h e r e  it  seems t h a t  i t ' s  important t o  be born on t h e  r i g h t  

s i d e  o t  t h e  highway," 1 s a i d .  "The e n t i r e  world i s  d ivided i n t o  t h e  

' h a v e ' s '  and t h e  'have n o t ' s ' . "  

Car los  s a i d  t h a t  demarcations and comparisons were u n i v e r s a l ;  

t h a t  t h e r e  were always people  who had and those  t h a t  d i d n ' t ,  no ma t t e r  

how poor they were. 

"Dichotomies a r e  a p a r t  of t h e  human c o n d i t i o n , "  he explained.  

"They a r e  b u i l t  i n t o  language,  which i s  based on c o n t r a s t  and opposi- 

t i o n .  Like day and n i g h t ,  male and female." 

.I "Hotdogs and hamburgers," I added. 

He gave me a q u i z z i c a l  look. I t o l d  Carlos t h a t  as  ch i ld ren  on 

hot  summer days ,  my b ro the r s  and 1 used t o  run through t h e  s p r i n k l e r s  

naked. They would t e a s e  me saying t h a t  I d i d n ' t  have a hot  dog 

appendage t h e  way they had. They s a i d  mine looked l i k e  a hamburger. 

When I i n s i s t e d  t h a t  hamburgers were b e t t e r  than hot  dogs,  they 

immediately demonstrated t h e  cont ra ry  by peeing i n  p e r f e c t  a r c s .  When 

I t r i e d  t u t i l y  t o  do t h e  same, they laughed because I could on ly  

t i n k l e  s t r a i g h t  down. 

"They had convinced me t h a t  I was born wi thout  something essen- 

t i a l , "  I t o l d  Car los ,  " t h a t  I was d e f i c i e n t ,  and t h a t  f e e l i n g  dogged 

me t o r  t he  r e s t  o t  my l i t e .  I t e l t  cheated t o r  no t  having been born a 

male. " 



"Hot dogs a r e n ' t  any b e t t e r  than hamburgers," Car los  s a i d  

laughing.  "You have been too led  by t h e  a u t h o r i t y  and c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  

males have a s  ch i ld ren  t h a t  they a r e  s u p e r i o r  by v i r t u e  o t  t h e  f a c t  

t h a t  they  a r e  des i red  by t h e i r  pa ren t s  whereas females u s u a l l y  a r e  

no t .  Males depar t  trom a  more p r i v i l e g e d  p o s i t i o n ,  but we a r e  n o t  

i n t r i n s i c a l l y  super ior . "  

I remembered Clara a s s u r i n g  me o t  t h e  same f a c t .  "The womb i s  t h e  

g i v e r  o t  l i t e , "  she had s a i d .  ' I t  can c r e a t e ,  be a  source  o t  

s t r e n g t h ,  move things  and make th ings  happen. You're a  f o o l  t o  b l i n d l y  

accept  a p o s i t i o n  o t  i n t e r i o r i t y  wi thout  ques t ion .  Why not  accep t  a  

p o s i t i o n  of s t r e n g t h  and conf idence in s t ead .  The womb can g ive  you a l l  

t h a t  and more. I t  i s  t he  organ o t  l i t e  i t s e l f . "  

A group o t  ch i ld ren  r a n  a t t e r  t h e  c a r  p l a y f u l l y  h u r l i n g  smal l  
\, 

rocks a t  it. Carlos parked i n  f r o n t  o t  a  house wi th  a  blue c u r t a i n  

cover ing t h e  entrance.  I n s t a n t l y ,  young boys crowded around t h e  c a r  

s t r o k i n g  it and kicking t h e  t i r e s .  Others kept  t h e i r  d i s t a n c e  and 

watched wide eyed as  we s tepped out  o t  t h e  ca r .  

"Is t h i s  where t h e  p a r t y  is?" I asked avoiding t h e  eyes of t h e  

ch i ld ren .  

Car los  shook h i s  head. "No, but 1 have t o  pay my r e s p e c t s  t o  

some t r i e n d s ,  f i r s t .  They've always been very kind t o  me." 

A woman wearing a whi te  embroidered blouse and a  long faded blue 

s k i r t  and maroon apron came o u t  t o  g r e e t  us .  Her s k i n  was brown and 

smooth, and h e r  eyes were sh iny ,  black,  and f r i e n d l y .  Car los  i n t r o -  

duced h e r  a s  dona Mercedes, who smiled warmly a s  she  grasped my hand 

i n  a  t i r m  handshake. She pu l led  t h e  c u r t a i n  a s i d e  and i n v i t e d  us 

i n s i d e  h e r  home. The room was semi dark ,  t h e  w a l l s  were o t  s tucco  and 



t h e  cement f l o o r  had been r e c e n t l y  swept w i t h  water .  I was s u r p r i s e d  

how cool  it was. A reddish  c u r t a i n ,  tacked t o  t h e  window, gave t h e  

room a mellow glow. The c u r t a i n  f l u t t e r e d  in  t h e  breeze and l e t  l i g h t  

through a s  it billowed away from t h e  window. 

Through an open doorway, I could s e e  an i ron  c o t ,  l i k e  t h e  ones 

l i ned  up i n  army barracks.  A chest-ot-draws with  an a l t e r  on t o p  s tood  

nex t  t o  t h e  bed. I saw a c r u c i f i x  draped with  a ro sa ry  and a p i c t u r e  

o t  Our Lady o t  Guadalupe. Leaning aga ins t  i t  was a photograph o t  a 

young man. The s h r i n e  was t l anked  wi th  f lowers and two l i g h t e d  whi te  

v o t i v e  candies .  A l l  I could t h i n k  w a s  t h a t  somebody had r e c e n t l y  

died.  For it looked l i k e  a s h r i n e  t o  t he  memory o t  a depar ted tamily  

member. 

We s a t  down on a maroon s o f a  t h a t  had l o s t  most of i t s  s t u f f i n g .  

I I kept  s ink ing  in  deeper u n t i l  I h i t  a hard board. The sp r ings  were 

poking my bottom uncomtortably but I thought it would be impol i te  t o  

s tand  up and s i t  elsewhere. Two g i r l s  around e i g h t  and t e n ,  from time 

t o  time poked t h e i r  heads i n t o  t h e  room from behind t h e  blue c u r t a i n ,  

and l e t  out  exuberant g igg les .  Carlos stopped h i s  conversa t ion  wi th  

dona Mercedes long enough t o  play peek-a-boo with  t h e  g i r l s .  Then t h e  

hos t e s s  s a i d  something t o  Car los  i n  rap id  Spanish I could not  fol low.  

"Dona Mercedes says  Benny should be back any moment," Carlos 

s a i d .  "He j u s t  went t o  t h e  s t o r e  t o  buy sodas." 

"Did he know we were coming?" I asked. 

"Someone had seen t h e  c a r  oil Li i c  i . ' ~ ~ i . ; , "  iie r e p l i e d ,  "so h e  knew 

we would be s topping  by h i s  house t h e  way I always do." 

I was eager t o  meet Benny, dona rtercedes' youngest son. Car los  

had s a i d  he was i n  h i s  m i d  twent ies  and t h a t  sometimes when he did  



. . 
f ie ldwork i n  Vicam, he s tayed  i n  t h e  back room which Benny occupied 

when he was no t  away cons t ruc t ing  i r r i g a t i o n  d i t ches  f o r  t h e  huge 

cooperat ive  farms owned by t h e  Mexican government. His o l d e r  b ro the r ,  

Kaul, had r e c e n t l y  died i n  a  l a n d s l i d e  whi le  dynamiting t o  bu i ld  a  

tunne l  through a  h i l l .  

' I s  t h i s  t h e  Benny who wants t he  shower?" I whispered t o  Car los .  

Carlos nodded. On our d r i v e  from Guaymas, he  had t o l d  me a  s t o r y  

about a  f r i e n d  of h i s  whose dream was t o  l i v e  i n  t h e  United S t a t e s .  He 

s a i d  t h a t  every t ime he v i s i t e d  h i s  house, Benny begged Car los  t o  h ide  

him i n  t h e  t runk  of h i s  c a r  and smuggle him across  t h e  border.  Carlos 

had always r e fused ,  but t h i s  d id  nothing t o  impede t h e i r  f r i e n d s h i p .  

Benny had f e l t  f a t e  had d e a l t  him a  harsh blow f o r  a l lowing him 

t o  be born on t h e  wrong s i d e  of t h e  Kio Bravo. Espec i a l l y  when h i s  

mother, who whi le  pregnant w i th  him, had been v i s i t i n g  r e l a t i v e s  i n  

Tucson, could have had h e r  c h i l d  t h e r e ,  thereby making him a  c i t i z e n  

of t h e  United S t a t e s .  He was cons t an t ly  t a l k i n g  about going n o r t h ,  

boasting t h a t  he had made it t o  Arizona twice ,  b u t  had been caught and 

deported.  Benny knew what kind o t  ca r s  Americans drove; t h e  l a r g e  

houses they l i ved  i n ,  and he had even been i n  t h e  wel l -s tocked 

department s t o r e s  in  Phoenix. 

One day, coming home from working i n  t h e  f i e l d s ,  Benny was 

washing up i n  t h e  back of h i s  house over a water  trough.  He again  

asked Car los  t o  h ide  him i n  t h e  t runk of h i s  c a r  when he l e f t  f o r  t h e  

United S t a t e s  t h e  flowing day. 

" I ' d  g ive  and arm and a  l e g  t o  have a  decent shower," Benny had 

t o l d  him. 
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Carlos  assured h i s  f r i end  t h a t  a l though he couldn ' t .  t ake  him t o  

t h e  United S t a t e s ,  h i s  second dream would be f u l f i l l e d :  he would have 

t h e  shower of h i s  dreams. 

Benny looked su rp r i s ed .  "Tha t ' s  imposs ib le , "  he s a i d .  

"No, r e a l l y , "  Carlos had i n s i s t e d .  "When I was a boy, I helped 

my grandta ther  bu i ld  a shower on h i s  tarm. I ' l l  bu i ld  one j u s t  l i k e  it 

f o r  you." 

Carlos had descr ibed how he could connect a pipe t o  t h e  water  

s t o r a g e  tank i n  t h e  back o t  t h e  house. With a s e r i e s  of pu l l eys  and 

wi th  t h e  help  of g r a v i t y ,  t h e  water  would run i n t o  a smal le r  tank 

o u t s i d e  t he  cooking a rea .  A chain  hooked up t o  a p1ug;when re leased ,  

would allowed t h e  water  t o  rush  through a shower head with  enough 

p re s su re  t o  douse whoever s tood underneath. He would even bui ld  a cane 

. . b a r r i e r  t o r  p r ivacy  and al low t h e  wate r  t o  be c o l l e c t e d  i n  a trough 

below t o r  recyc l ing .  

"You're c r azy , "  Benny s a i d  a f t e r  l i s t e n i n g  t o  Car los '  plans.  

"What kind of shower is t h a t .  I may a s  w e l l  bathe i n  t h e  i r r i g a t i o n  

d i t c h .  " 

Carlos admitted t h a t  he was stunned. 

' I  want a r e a l  shower w i t h  t i l e  w a l l s ,  a  g l a s s  door wi th  swans 

engraved on it l i k e  I saw i n  t h e  "Home and Garden" magazine; and r e a l  

plumbing with  ho t  and cold water  a l l  year  around." 

Carlos confessed t h a t  it had no t  occurred t o  him t h a t  t h a t  was 

what h i s  f r i e n d  had i n  mind. H e  had t o  admit t h a t  Benny was r i g h t ;  

such a shower was impossible t o  cons t ruc t  where he l i ved .  

"Were you s t i l l  f r i e n d s  a f t e r  t h a t ? "  I had asked. 



"Yes, but t h e  g i f t s  I always brought w i th  me--the c lo thes  t o r  

h i s  two s i s t e r s ,  t h e  r a d i o s ,  t h e  po r t ab l e  T.V. always seemed inade- 

qua te .  " 

Dona Mercedes' c u r t a i n  opened and a  t a l l  s l i m  young man wi th  a  

winning smi le  en t e red ,  wearing American l e v i s ,  a 'black l e a t h e r  j acke t  

and a  baseba l l  cap. He embraced Carlos by repea ted ly  s l app ing  both 

palms on h i s  back. He glanced a t  me s i t t i n g  on t h e  s o f a  then  smiled 

shy ly  a s  we were in t roduced.  Af t e r  exchanging a  few Engl ish  phrases ,  

he seemed t o  have exhausted h i s  r e p e r t o i r e  and the  conversa t ion  

r eve r t ed  back t o  Spanish. 

Through an opening i n  t h e  c u r t a i n ,  I watched t h e  g i r l s  p laying 

ou t s ide .  A t  one po in t  DonaMercedes took me t o  t h e  back porch a r e a  

covered by a  ramada. I t  was a l s o  t h e  k i tchen  a r e a  where food was 

i cooking i n  huge aluminum p o t s  over a  p i t  l i ned  wi th  s tones .  To t h e  

s i d e ,  I could see  a  water  holding tank. I s c r u t i n i z e d  t h e  a r e a  wi th  my 

c o n t r a c t o r ' s  eye,  wondering i f  i t  would be poss ib l e  t o  c o n s t r u c t  a  

shower. There was adequate space ,  but of course ,  no plumbing. 

I thought of t h e  b e a u t i f u l  bathroom i n  C l a r a ' s  house, w i th  water  

mys te r ious ly  running under t h e  f l o o r .  The water  had been piped i n  

from a  n a t u r a l  underground spr ing.  Cut t h e r e  was no running water  

around Benny's house, except  t h e  water  from t h e  w e l l ,  whose use  was 

r e s t r i c t e d  and had t o  be brought t o  t h e  house i n  a  bucket. I r e a l i z e d  

t h a t  t o  bu i ld  a  shower i n  Benny's house was an impossible under taking.  

t h e  e n t i r e  community would have t o  be renovated. 

A f t e r  a  p o l i t e  i n t e r v a l ,  we got  up and s a i d  goodbye. Benny came 

wi th  us t o  accompany us p a r t  of t h e  way. He s a i d  we needed him t o  

g ive  us d i r e c t i o n s ,  f o r  t h e  roads were not  marked and we could e a s i l y  

121 



g e t  l o s t  i f  we l e f t  t h e  highway. Besides,  he t o o ,  wanted t o  v i s i t  

Bacum where h i s  f a v o r i t e  u n c l e  l i ved .  

As we drove,  Carlos t a l k e d  wi th  Benny i n  t h e  f r o n t  s e a t .  I could 

t e l l  Carlos was g e t t i n g  nervous.  His hands gripped t h e  s t e e r i n g  wheel 

t i g h t l y  a s  it  he were c lenching  h i s  f i s t s .  A t  f i r s t  I thought it was 

because Senny had h i tched  a  r i d e ,  but then I concluded it was our 

d e s t i n a t i o n  t h a t  made him nervous. 

I ,  t o o ,  was ill a t  ease .  A f t e r  a  thorough r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  I 

came t o  t h e  conclusion t h a t  I was never fond of s o c i a l  ga ther ings  

because 1 was too  s t i f f ,  t oo  a f r a i d  of making a  f o o l  of myself.  

L a t e r ,  I had a  bonafide reason t o r  not  t o  g e t  entangled wi th  people 

and t h e i r  e n t e r p r i s e s .  Both Clara  and Emil i to  had warned me n o t  t o  

f a l l  prey t o  t h e  mesmeric commands governing s o c i a l  i n t e r a c t i o n .  
i 

"The only th ing  a  man i s  a f t e r , "  Clara  had s a i d  wi th  her  custo-  

mary f rankness ,  " i s  t o  maneuver a  woman i n t o  a  p o s i t i o n  where he can 

leave h i s  luminous worms i n s i d e  her  body." 

"What a r e  you t a l k i n g  about?"  I demanded. 

Cla ra  explained t h a t  dur ing t h e  s ex  a c t ,  a  man leaves  h i s  energy 

i n s i d e  a  woman's body. These luminous worms, a s  she  had c a l l e d  them, 

by feeding of f  t h e  energy of t h e  woman, fo rce  her  t o  suppor t  h e r  man 

e n e r g e t i c a l l y  a g a i n s t  h e r  w i l l  o r  h e r  knowledge. So rce re r s  don ' t  waste 

t h e i r  s exua l  energy, but s t o r e  it t o  be used f o r  dreaming o r  s t a l k i n g .  

"Both of t h e s e  a c t i v i t i e s  t ake  enormous amounts of energy,"  Clara  

s a id .  "Our bas i c  energy i s  our  sexua l  energy. So we must n o t  d i s s i -  

pated it i n  a  momentary exchange wi th  someone we don ' t  g ive  a hoot 

about. " 
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She s a i d  t h a t  women a r e  mesmerized by men on an e n e r g e t i c  l e v e l .  

Only by r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  her  l i f e ,  can a  woman t r e e  h e r s e l f  from t h e  

burden of having t o  con t inua l ly  p lace  h e r  energy a t  t h e  d i s p o s a l  o t  

men. 

The car  suddenly swerved onto a  d i r t  road ,  and n e a r l y  c o l l i d e d  

w i t h  a  g i a n t  saguaro cactus  t h a t  had f a l l e n  onto  i t s  s i d e .  From then  

on t h e  r i d e  was bumpy. I r o l l e d  up t h e  window s o  t h e  dus t  wouldn' t  g e t  

i n t o  t h e  c a r  and scanned t h e  t e r r a i n  through t h e  i n s e c t  spo t t ed  g l a s s .  

I expected t o  s ee  a  c o l o n i a l  mansion l i k e  C l a r a ' s ,  hidden among t h e  

dense shrubs and mesquite groves. But a l l  I saw was a  c l u s t e r  of 

houses madeof  sun d r i ed  mud b r i ck ,  held  t oge the r  wi th  packed s t raw,  

t h e  t y p i c a l  cons t ruc t ion  of t h e  a rea .  

Car los  parked t h e  c a r  on a  g rave l  shoulder.  
, , 
; ' I  
. .. "Are we here?"  I asked lamely. "I d o n ' t  s e e  any p l a c e  big enough 

f o r  a  par ty . "  

'We have t o  l e t  Benny o t f  h e r e , "  he s a i d .  "This i s  where h i s  

u n c l e  l i v e s .  " 

We s a i d  good bye and promised t o  meet again  t h e  nex t  day t o  look 

f o r  Pascola masks Car los  wanted t o  donate t o  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y ' s  Ettmo- 

g raph ic  Museum. Then Benny gave t h e  c a r ' s  t ende r  a  f i rm  p a t ,  a s  i f  t o  

send it on i t s  way, arid we continued on t h e  road f o r  a  few more miles .  

I n  t r o n t  o t  a  wa l l  o t  dense shrubbery,  we stopped again.  

"We have t o  walk a  b i t , "  Carlos s a i d  g e t t i n g  ou t  of t h e  ca r .  

My h e a r t  sank a t  t h e  thought o t  walking through t h e  underbrush i n  

my d re s s  sanda ls .  But we walk did .  U r  r a t h e r  Car los  walked. I 

hobbled behind him l i k e  a  lame mule. My l i n e n  s k i r t  was covered wi th  

d u s t ,  and my bare arms sc ra tched  from t h e  underbrush. 



' I  have t o  t ake  of f  my ny lons , "  I s a i d ,  a f t e r  about twenty 

minutes of t rekk ing .  "They have too  many runs i n  them. I c a n ' t  show 

up w i t h  pokadot legs. ' '  

Car los  agreed. I stepped behind a  t o i l a n  t r e e  and d i s c r e t e l y  

removed my panty hose and took t h e  opportuni ty  t o  u r i n a t e  o u t  of sheer  

nervousness.  I s t u f f e d  t h e  nylons i n t o  my shoulder bag and caught up 

w i t h  Car los  who was looking a t  a smal l  cactus  down the  path.  

I had no idea  where we were going. A l l  L could do was t o  follow 

Car los ,  cool  and comtortable i n  h i s  long s leeved s h i r t  and l e v i s .  I 

envied t h e  a g i l i t y  wi th  which he walked over t h e  uneven t e r r a i n  i n  h i s  

h ik ing  boots. From time t o  t ime ,  he he ld  a s i d e  a  t r e e  branch o r  a  

thorny shrub a s  we passed. 

"Can' t  we go back t o  t h e  c a r  t o  change my shoes?" I asked knowing 

i we cou ldn ' t .  I r e a l l y  wanted t o  go f u r t h e r  than t h a t .  I wanted t o  

d r i v e  t o  a  motel ,  check i n  and s i t  under t he  shade of an umbrel la  by 

t h e  poo l ,  s ipp ing  a  cool  soda. 

'No. We c a n ' t  go back," he s a i d  dec i s ive ly .  "They're expect ing us 

and we ' re  l a t e  a s  it i s  ." 
I began t o  pout. 

"We're almost t h e r e , "  he s a i d  reassur ing ly .  

The smel l  of smoke made me p ick  up my pace f o r  I knew we were 

nea r ing  hab i t a t i on .  My stomach was growling; I had worked up a  

f e roc ious  a p p e t i t e .  I was wondering it  L would be a b l e  t o  e a t  t h e  food 

o r  i f  I would have t o  s e t t l e  f o r  p o l i t e l y  n ibb l ing ,  when I heard 

Car los  s ay ,  "I see  t hey 've  a l ready  s t a r t e d  t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s .  Hurry, 

t h e y ' r e  expecting us." 
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We crossed a wooden bridge over  a g u l l y ;  t h e r e  was water  under it  

i n  t h e  arroyo.  The broken planks  creaked as  w e  passed. I paused t o  

looked down. The water  was muddy and slow moving. I t  looked l i k e  a 

stream o t  running mi lk  chocola te .  I t  must have come down from t h e  a r e a  

of t h e  Obregon Damn where t h e r e  was a reddish c l ay  depos i t .  The r i v e r  

o t  chocolate  I daubed i t ,  f o r  i t  looked l i k e  t h i c k  cocoa. 

Then I saw t h e  house nes ted  among a clump of manzani l la  t r e e s .  I t  

was n o t  a b e a u t i f u l  e s t a t e  l i k e  C l a r a ' s ,  but a group of humble adobe 

hu ts .  Children and chickens r a n  i n  t h e  cour tyard.  A mangy dog was 

scrounging t o r  s c r aps .  Around t h e  s i d e  o t  t h e  house, a  donkey was 

t i e d  t o  a s t a k e  i n  t h e  ground, being ab l e  t o  graze  on ly  a s  f a r  a s  t h e  

rope around h i s  neck would a l low him. 

I t e l t  a  moment o t  sheer  t e r r o r .  I was no d i t t e r e n t  from t h a t  

donkey wi th  a noose around i t s  neck t h a t  d i d n ' t  a l low it t o  move 

beyond t h e  l i m i t s  o t  i t s  known world. Yet, we a r e  a l l  l i k e  t h a t .  I f  we 

pu l led  on t h e  rope too  ha rd ,  we would s t r a n g l e  ourse lves .  We have 

means a t  our d i s p o s a l  t o  c u t  our  t i e s ,  y e t  f e a r  prevents  us  from ever  

t ry ing .  And even a s  we cu t  one rope ,  another  rope becomes v i s i b l e ,  i n  

a g i g a n t i c  knot t i e d  w i th  an i n f i n i t e  number o t  ropes ,  a l l  s e r v i n g  t h e  

same purpose: t o  hold u s  t i x e d  and n o t  a l low us  t o  s t r a y  from t h e  l i f e  

i n t o  which we were born. 

A s  I crossed t h e  creaky br idge on shaky s t e p s ,  I knew Cla ra  or  

Melida would n o t  be among t h e  i n v i t e d  gues t s :  I would n o t  meet them 

here  today. 



The F i e s t a  

The houses were marked by a pa th  of round r i v e r  rocks.  A cooking 

f i r e  was burning nearby; I could smel l  t h e  f a m i l i a r  s cen t  of mesquite 

wood smoke, common t o  t h a t  a r ea .  We followed t h e  narrow Lane t o  t h e  

back o t  a house which had a s i n g l e  window wi th  no g l a s s  o r  screen.  A 

ramada covered an open k i tchen  where cooking implements and baskets  

hung from n a i l s  pounded i n t o  t he  two o u t s i d e  pos t s .  Corn t i e d  i n  

bundles l a i d  on top o t  t h e  awning t o  dry i n  t he  sun. 

Underneath t h e  ramada, two women were p repa r ing  food over an open 

g r i l l .  One was sea ted  on a plank bench i n  f r o n t  of a matate.  She was 

f l a t t e n i n g  t o r t i l l a s  i n  her  palms then p lac ing  them i n  t h e  s k i l l e t  t o  

cook over t h e  t i r e .  The o the r  woman took charge of t u r n i n g  them over 

and removing them when they  were done. Re la t ives  o r  gues t s  s a t  on 

orange c r a t e s  turned on t h e i r  s i d e s ,  o r  they s tood i n  smal l  groups 

d r ink ing  sodas. Chickens and a couple of mean looking dogs had t h e  run 

o t  t h e  compound. A g i r l ,  s ix  or  seven,  dressed i n  l e v i s  o v e r a l l s  and 

a d i r t y  t e e  s h i r t ,  was e a t i n g  corn on t h e  cob near  t h e  th reshold .  

I s tood  t h e r e ,  surrounded by s t r a n g e  s i g h t s  and sounds and a 

hoard of smi l ing  people. A l l  I could th ink  of was t h a t  my f e e t  h u r t ,  

f o r  a t i n y  pebble had wedged i t s e l f  between t h e  s t r a p s  o t  my sandals .  

I r e g r e t t e d  t h a t  I had n o t  p u t  on proper walking shoes. I had wanted 

' 
t o  look s t y l i s h  b u t  everything seemed t o  have conspired a g a i n s t  me. My 
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, , h a i r  had come undone, my s k i r t  was wrinkled,  my blouse was t o r n  and I 

was p e r s p i r i n g  profuse ly .  

liveryone embraced Carlos a s  i f  he were an o l d  f r i end .  A s  I was 

introduced t o  them, they looked me over and p o l i t e l y  shook my hand. 

They seemed happy t o  meet m e .  They complemented my c l o t h e s  and 

examined t h e  co lo r  and t e x t u r e  of my h a i r  as  i f  I were a  monkey i n  a  

zoo. One woman looked concerned a t  t h e  s c r a t c h e s  on my arms. The 

l i t t l e  g i r l  was shy and avoided me a l toge the r .  A dog came and u r i n a t e d  

a t  my t e e t ,  and one of t h e  l a d i e s  had t o  apo loge t i ca l ly  shoo it away. 

A p e t i t e  woman w i t h  a  long black braid  down h e r  back and po in ted  

whi te  t e e t h  asked me t o  s i t  down on an orange c r a t e  and hosp i t ab ly  

handed me a  soda. I thanked h e r  and a f t e r  s u r r e p t i t i o u s l y  wiping o f f  

I t h e  top  o t  t h e  open b o t t l e ,  I took a  s i p .  The conversat ion began and 

I looked on a s  everyone spoke i n  r ap id  Spanish. Whenever anyone 

addressed me d i r e c t l y ,  I smiled and shrugged, incapable  of u s ing  t h e  

phrases  I had lea rned  in  my conversat ion c l a s s e s .  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  

those  c l a s s e s ,  had n o t  prepared me t o r  r e a l  s o c i a l  i n t e r a c t i o n  where 

everyone t a l k e d  a t  once i n  an animated way. 

I passed t h e  time watching a  group of r e c e n t l y  hatched chicks  

pecking t h e  d i r t  f l o o r .  I t  was s t r a n g e  t o  s e e  chickens and dogs 

running around what must have been t h e  f ami ly ' s  l i v i n g  q u a r t e r s .  I 

wondered it I had t h e  c o n s t i t u t i o n  o r  stamina t o  l i v e  under such 

condi t ions  t o r  an extended period of time. 

Car los  laughed and was t o t a l l y  a t  ea se  and engaging a s  he t o l d  

s t o r e s .  From time t o  t ime,  he nodded a t  me, i n d i c a t i n g  t h a t  I was t h e  

8 t o p i c  o t  conversat ion.  Everyone looked a t  me and smi l e ,  and I smiled 

1 2 1  



back, nodding, wondering what they were saying.  A young man asked h i m  

a  ques t ion ;  t h e  laugher  stopped and everyone's gaze f e l l  on me. I 

f e l t  a s  i f  they were w a i t i n g  f o r  me t o  say something but  I h a d n ' t  t he  

f o g g i e s t  i dea  what t h a t  might be, so  I j u s t  nodded and everyone 

laughed louder .  

"They're wondering how we met ,"  Carlos explained.  " I  t o l d  them 

t h a t  you a r e  a  s tuden t  of Anthropology and t h a t  I am your professor . "  

The people smiled and g igg led .  

"Has he taught  you what he knows how t o  do bes t ? "  whispered a  

woman behind me. 

I was shocked t o  hear  t inglish spoken, and I turned around. I t  was 

t h e  woman from t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  i n  Santa  Ana. t he  lady who had been 

f i l l i n g  i n  f o r  her  s i s t e r .  1 h a d n ' t  recognized her  before;  f o r  now her 

I . , h a i r  was braided and she  was wearing a  white embroidered d re s s .  I 

s t a r e d  a t  her  dumfounded t r y i n g  t o  f i g u r e  ou t  t he  meaning of her 

ques t ion  and what she  was doing a t  t h e  pa r ty .  I had assumed, incor -  

r e c t l y ,  t h a t  no one at  t h e  ga the r ing  spoke English.  A s  I s t a r e d  a t  

h e r ,  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  h e r  spa rk l ing  eyes were amber, not  b l a c k ,  and 

t h a t  she had o l i v e  s k i n  and t h a t  she was r e a l l y  very beau t i fu l .  For 

t h e  f i r s t  time I saw her  a s  a  person,  not  j u s t  as  a  gener ic  Mexican o r  

an Indian.  

Her mean s t a r e  made me r e a l i z e  t h a t  I never looked a t  people 

d i r e c t l y ,  but only  a t  t h e i r  o u t l i n e s ,  t h e i r  gene ra l  shapes, and t h a t  I 

only  gave t h e  impression t h a t  I was looking a t  them. I t  wasn ' t  t h a t  I 

cou ldn ' t  s e e  we l l  o r  needed g l a s se s .  On t h e  con t r a ry ,  I pr ided myself 

on my 20-20 v i s i o n .  I t  was more a  case  of being a f r a i d  o r  t o o  s e l f  

absorbed t o  look a t  anyone i n  t h e  eye t o r  I d i d n ' t  want anyone t o  
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look a t  me. I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  i n  s p i t e  of my b e l i e f  t h a t  I wanted t o  be 

n o t i c e d ,  I a l s o  wished very much t o  remain hidden. 

I wanted t o  ask the  woman what she meant by her  comment, bu t  she 

had a l r e a d y  moved away. I re turned  my a t t e n t i o n  t o  t he  main group. 

The conversa t ion  seemed end le s s ;  t h e  wooden c r a t e  beneath me was 

numbing my t a i l bone .  A f t e r  a whi le  I was no longer  paying a t t e n t i o n ,  

nor  bother ing t o  pretend t h a t  I was l i s t e n i n g .  I ^  t e l t  l i k e  an 

o u t s i d e r ,  a s  i f  I had been thrown i n t o  a  rag ing  r i v e r  i n  which it was 

p o i n t l e s s  t o  t r y  t o  swim. No more fake smiles and nervous chuckl ing ,  

p re tending  I was having a  good time. I f e l t  I was pout ing,  and on t h e  

verge of g e t t i n g  up and going f o r  a  walk, even though I knew it would 

have been rude t o  do so.  What's worse, s e l f - p i t y  and d i scon ten t  were 

c r e a t i n g  i n  an i n t e r n a l  d ia logue t h a t  was anything but f r i e n d l y .  

-f I was annoyed with Carlos f o r  br inging me t o  a  p l ace  where no  one 

paid any a t t e n t i o n  t o  me. Carlos had int imated t h a t  I would be t h e  

guest  of honor but.  a f t e r  t h e  i n i t i a l  c u r i o s i t y  wore o f f ,  I was a l l  bu t  

ignored. Besides,  I had expected a  l i v e l y  p a r t y  i n  a  house wi th  

p l en ty  o t  music and good th ings  t o  e a t .  S o f t  s o f a s ,  maybe even a h i r e d  

Mariachi  group playing o ld  Mexican f a v o r i t e s  w i th  perhaps a  tango 

thrown i n  t o r  a con t inen ta l  f l a i r .  And deep down, I had expected t o  

s e e  C l a r a ,  and Nelida and M r .  Abelar. A s  I began t o  focus  on my 

profound disappointment,  I became inc reas ing ly  morose. 

A f t e r  a whi le ,  I no t iced  some black s p o t s  f l y i n g  i n  t h e  a i r  

around me. A t  f i r s t ,  I thought t h e  hea t  and my f a t i g u e  had caused my 

eyes t o  p lay  t r i c k s  on me. Hut looking c l o s e r ,  I saw t h a t  t h e  s p o t s  

seemed t o  be jumping up from t h e  ground about t h r e e  f e e t  i n t o  t h e  a i r .  

Lulled i n t o  a  s tupor  by t h e  f o r e i g n  sounds, I occupied myself fol low- 
. , 
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i ng  t h e  movements of t h e  black specks. They seemed t o  be everywhere 

shoot ing  o f f  a t  random. As soon a s  one landed,  another  one bounced up. 

I t  was odd t h a t  no one e l s e  i n  t h e  room took n o t i c e  of them. 

I was r e l i e v e d  when a robus t  Indian woman i n  a  blue d r e s s ,  who 

seemed t o  be t h e  h o s t e s s ,  s tood up and suggested we a l l  move t o  a  

t a b l e  under some t r e e s  where ' c a r n i t a s '  and beans were being served.  

The lady p i l e d  some r o a s t  pork on a  p l a t e  along with  a  l a d l e  of beans 

and r i c e  and handed it t o  me wi th  a  bent fo rk .  A s  I was e a t i n g ,  I 

f e l t  t h a t  my l egs  were beginning t o  i t c h .  I thought t h e r e  must be 

mosquitoes f l y i n g  around under t h e  t a b l e  so I t r i e d  t o  brush them away 

wi th  a  hand. 

One ok t h e  women not iced  my movements and made some comment, 

about keeping one ' s  hands above t h e  t a b l e  i n  p o l i t e  c i r c l e s .  Everyone 

Laughed except me. I d i d n ' t  da re  examine my l egs  i n  f r o n t  of every- 

one, but when I casua l ly  put  a  hand t o  my c a l f ,  I f e l t  t h a t  my l egs  

were f u l l  of bumps. I began t o  s c r a t c h ,  u n t i l  t h e  hos tess  no t iced  me 

and looked a t  my legs .  I saw then  t h a t  they were completely covered 

wi th  b i t e s .  I t  dawned on me t h a t  t h e  jumping black specks t h a t  had 

e n t e r t a i n e d  me e a r l i e r  dur ing t h e  conversa t ion ,  had been g i a n t  f l e a s ,  

f e a s t i n g  on my bare  l egs .  Never before  had I seen f l e a s  s o  big and so 

numerous and s o  viscous .  

A s t r i k i n g  woman wi th  j e t  b lack h a i r  pul led back i n t o  a  bun, got 

up, grabbed my hand and led  me i n s i d e  an ad jacen t  house. Carlos 

followed and assured me no t  t o  worry because i f  I was going t o  get  

b i t t e n  by anything,  I was i n  t h e  r i g h t  p lace .  The woman whose house I 

was i n  was a  powerful sorceress .  She gave my hand a  squeeze as  i f  t o  

r ea f f i rm  what Car los  had sa id .  She had high cheekbones, a  s t r o n g  wide 



mouth, and smooth, c o f f e e  colored sk in  drawn t i g h t l y  over h e r  f a c e ,  

g iv ing  her  an e e r i e  mask l i k e  appearance. She looked a b i t  groggy too ,  

a s  i f  she had j u s t  awaken from a  long s leep .  

I, Her name i s  Zu le i ca , "  Car los  sa id .  

With an impercept ible  movement of her  c h i n ,  Dona Zule ica ,  

s igna led  f o r  Carlos t o  s i t  on a  bench near  t h e  door as  it t o  s tand  

guard,  and led  me t o  s i t  on a  c h a i r  and prop my l e g s  on a s t o o l .  She 

examined my legs  and shook h e r  head and c l icked  h e r  tongue a s  i f  she  

d i d n ' t  l i k e  what she saw. Then she  s a i d  something t o  Car los  i n  r ap id  

Spanish. 

' Z u l e i c a  says  t h e  f l e a  b i t e s  a r e  a  bad omen," Carlos s a i d .  

9 ,  What do you mean a  bad omen?" I asked. 

' I t  means your l i f e  w i l l  be d i f f i c u l t ,  f i l l e d  w i th  many o b s t a c l e s  

a long t h e  way," Car los  s a i d .  "Unless you s t o p  your overwhelming 

concern wi th  t he  s e l f ,  t r o u b l e s  w i l l  f e a s t  on you the  way t h e  f l e a s  

have a t t acked  your l egs . "  

I cr inged.  I t  was a l l  I needed t o  be. More o b s t a c l e s ,  a s  i f  t h e r e  

weren ' t  enough hurdles  t o  overcome. Dona Zuleica  looked a t  me sympa- 

t h e t i c a l l y  and s a i d  something about s t ay ing  wi th  her  so  she  could hea l  

me. 

"She wants me t o  t e l l  you t h a t  t h e r e  is  a  way t o  avoid t r o u b l e , "  

Carlos continued. "But f o r  t h a t  you w i l l  have t o  change. She says  you 

w i l l  have t o  be reborn." 

I did  n o t  understand i n  what way I could change. I had done a  

thorough r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  of my l i f e ,  beginning from t h e  p r e s e n t  and 

moving backwards t o  my very  t i rs t  memories. Then I had done another  

one, moving forward trom my very f i r s t  memories t o  t h e  p re sen t .  And 
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what was so  bad w i t h  t h e  way I was l i v i n g  anyway, I wondered. I was 

going t o  s choo l ,  grooming a  romance wi th  knowledge t h e  way Emi l i to  had 

recommended. I f e l t  I was doing everything I needed t o  be. And ye t  

Zu le i ca ' s  grim prognosis  f r igh tened  me. 

Dona Zule ica  looked d i r e c t l y  i n t o  my eyes and s a i d  something 

more. I tu rned  t o  Car los  bewildered. 

"She wants t o  help  you," he s a i d .  "She says t h a t  un less  you s t o p  

pampering y o u r s e l f ,  t h e  b i t  o t  power t h a t  you have s t o r e d  w i l l  t u r n  

aga ins t  you and you w i l l  be worse o t t  than before."  

"What can I do?" I asked. " T e l l  me the  s t e p s  so  I can fo l low 

them. " 

"She says  t h e r e  a r e  no s t e p s , "  Car los  s a id .  "There i s  only  an 

o v e r a l l  f e e l i n g  t h a t  comes when one has decided wholeheartedly t o  -.. - 
fol low t h e  path  o t  knowledge impeccably. Zuleica  says  t h a t  you s t i l l  . - 

lack t h a t  f e e l i n g . "  
- 

I Let o u t  a s i g h  of sheer  d e f e a t .  I d i d n ' t  even have t h e  energy 

t o  argue. 

"She could he lp  you g e t  s t r o n g e r ,  but you would have t o  s t a y  wi th  

h e r , "  Carlos s a i d .  "Persona l ly , "  he added, "I would advise  a g a i n s t  

that ."  

"Why shou ldn ' t  I ?"  I asked, and j u s t  t o  be cont ra ry  added, "I t  

sounds l i k e  a  good idea ."  

I had n o t  i n t e n t i o n  of s t ay ing  i n  a  f l e a  r idden  p l ace  w i th  a  

woman who looked l i k e  she  was e i t h e r  groggy o r  drunk. On top  of t h a t ,  

from the  way she  peered a t  me, I could t e l l  t h e r e  was a  s t r e a k  of 

madness i n  h e r  t h a t  she  could n o t  d i sgu ise .  I had seen t h a t  look 

before ,  i n  Emi l i t o ,  and a t  t imes,  i n  myselt .  
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' Z u l e i c a  is a  master  dreamer, he s a i d .  "You're n o t  used t o  her 

touch. I t  might do you more harm than good." 

I had no idea  what he was t a l k i n g  about so  I remained s i l e n t .  

I scanned t h e  room. A ma t t r e s s  was on t h e  f l o o r  covered wi th  

bur lap bags. Baskets of d r i ed  herbs and r o o t s  were p i l e d  i n  a  corner .  

J a r s  w i th  powders of d i f f e r e n t  c o l o r s  s e t  were on a  t a b l e .  The p l ace  

had a  c h a o t i c  sense  about i t ,  t h e  smel l  of t e a r .  I would probably g e t  

e a t e n  a l i v e  by f l e a s ,  o r  r a t s  o r  b i t t e n  by bugs and snakes.  A t  t h e  

very  l e a s t  I would be t o t a l l y  out  of my element, and inconvenienced t o  

t h e  maximum." 

I shook my head. "I have t o  go back t o  Los Angeles, t o  go t o  t he  

Un ive r s i t y , "  I s a i d  t o  Zuleica.  

Dona Zuleica  smiled i n  a  most e e r i e  f a sh ion  t h a t  made t h e  h a i r  on 

my a r m s  s t and  on end. She p a t t e d  my hand, her t a c e  f u l l  o t  d i sda in .  

Then she  rubbed my swollen l egs  wi th  a  f o u l  smel l ing l o t i o n  which 

temporar i ly  a f forded  some r e l i e f  from t h e  i t ch ing .  She turned her  

back f o r  a  moment and took from a  s h e l f  a  j a r  of l i g h t  brown powder 

t h a t  looked l i k e  ground chocolate .  She sp r ink led  some i n t o  a  t i n  cup 

and added b o t t l e d  water  t o  i t .  She gave t h e  mixture a  s t i r ,  then 

handed it t o  me t o  dr ink.  

I looked a t  Carlos t o r  a  s ign  a s  t o  whether o r  n o t  t o  d r ink  it. 

He i n  t u r n  glanced a t  Dona Zule ica  f o r  a  cue. Her nea r ly  impercep t ib le  

nod caused him t o  s a y ,  " I t ' s  a l r i g h t  t o  dr ink.  Dona Zuleica  says  it  

w i l l  r e l i e v e  t h e  i t ch ing ."  

I took t h e  cup from Z u l e i c a ' s  ou t s t r e t ched  hands, braced myself 

f o r  something b i t t e r ,  and took a  few s i p s .  S u r p r i s i n g l y  i t  d i d n ' t  

! t a s t e  f o u l  a s  one might have expected. I was c e r t a i n  t h e r e  was cocoa 
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'' powder i n  t h a t  j a r .  A s  I gulped t h e  r e s t  of t h e  d r ink  down, I gagged 

a b i t ,  f o r  t he  pork had been very  s a l t y  and had given me a g rea t  

t h i r s t .  Dona Zuleica  s t roked  my back, then took t h e  cup, su rp r i s ed  

t h a t  I had drunk i t s  con ten t s  s o  f a s t .  I r e a l i z e d  then t h a t  she had 

expected me t o  s i p  it slowly. And before I could ask what was i n  i t ,  

t h e  impact of her  brew h i t  me f u l l  fo rce .  

I nea r ly  f e l l  o t f  t h e  cha i r .  The next  th ing  I knew I was slumped 

a g a i n s t  t h e  mat t ress  on t h e  f l o o r .  My body was numb; I cou ldn ' t  move. 

I sensed something l i c k i n g  my f ace .  I t  was a huge dog. I t r i e d  t o  

push it away in  d i s g u s t ,  but my limbs were rubbery. Then t h e  black 

dog moved away and I looked i n t o  h i s  yellow eyes. I n s t a n t l y  I recog- 

nized him; it was Manfred, t h e  being Emili to found as  a puppy and had 

r a i s e d  i n  C la ra ' s  house. My h e a r t  leaped with  joy. Then l i q u i d  love 

, ,. 
i . flowed between our eyes and I reached out  t o  -embrace him. That surge 

of pure a f f e c t i o n  gave me t h e  power t o  s i t  up. I pu t  my arms around 

Plantred's neck,  but  my arms went r i g h t  through him. Manfred had no 

subs tance ,  and t o r  t h a t  m a t t e r ,  n e i t h e r  had I. We s o r t  of blended 

toge the r  i n  one exuberant  b a l l  of b l i s s .  

I was so  happy t o  s e e  him, t h a t  we r o l l e d  on t h e  f l o o r  making one 

f u r r y  bundle, and I no longer  cared i f  t h e r e  were f l e a s  on t h e  f l o o r  

o r  i f  Manfred o r  I were covered wi th  them. I heard c h i l d i s h  squeal-  

ing ,  and I d i d n ' t  t h i n k  it was coming from Manfred, s o  it must have 

been I who was making those  sounds. Then someone came and abrupt ly  

pu l led  us apa r t .  I looked up and saw John Michael Abelar  s tand ing  

the re .  His t a c e  was a l l  aglow and rounder and f u l l e r  than I remember, 

but it was unmistakably he ,  and he had a very s t e r n  express ion.  



"Don't waste your energy cavor t ing , "  he s a i d  i n  a  g r u t t  tone. 

"Zule ica  d i d n ' t  g ive  you a  love po t ion ."  

"What d i d  she g i v e  me?" I wanted t o  ask ,  but I c o u l d n ' t  vo ice  t h e  

words. 

Then I r e a l i z e d  I d i d n ' t  have t o  t a l k  i n  t he  normal way; I could 

j u s t  t h i n k  my quest ion.  I heard a  female voice  very  near  me; it was 

Melida,  and she  could understand what I was th ink ing .  

' Z u l e i c a  d id  something t o  boost  your energy i n t o  t h e  second 

a t t e n t i o n , "  Nelida explained.  "But a s  u s u a l ,  i t  pushed you t o  t h e  

br ink  and beyond." 

' B u t  how did  Mantred g e t  he re?"  I asked. "And M r .  Abelar and .  

you? " 

M r .  Abe la r ' s  t a c e  sof tened a s  he s a i d ,  "We came t o  meet you i n  

t h e  presence o t  t h e  young nagual ,  Car los .  But s i n c e  you were s t i l l  

l o s t  i n  concerns w i t h  y o u r s e l f ,  we cou ldn ' t  meet you i n  your o rd inary  

s t a t e .  You wouldn' t  have given t h e  members of my p a r t y  t h e  t ime of t h e  

day. ,I 

"And I ,  being r e spons ib l e  f o r  you, c o u l d n ' t  a l low t h a t , "  Nel ida  

added. "I know you a r e  capable o t  a  more e x q u i s i t e  maneuver, Taisha." 

"Oh, but I would have been honored t o  meet them a l l , "  I p r o t e s t -  

ed. " I ' v e  waited s o  long t o r  t h i s  encounter." 

"Then why were you rude and bored t o  dea th ,  when you were 

in t roduced t o  some o t  t h e  members o r  our  par ty?"  Nel ida  asked. 

"When was t h i s ?  I never met anyone." 

" U t  course you d i d , "  Nelida s a i d .  

"Where, when?" I t r i e d  t o  o rganize  my thoughts bu t  t h e r e  was no 

: l i n e a r  s t r u c t u r e  on which t o  hang them. 
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"In t h e  house where t h e  f l e a s  b i t  you," Nelida r e p l i e d .  "You were 

bored s t i t f  and couldn ' t  wa i t  t o  g e t  out  of t he re .  You d i d n ' t  even 

have t h e  cu r t e sy  t o  g ive  them your a t t e n t i o n . "  

' B u t  t hose  were j u s t  ordinary people ,  weren ' t  they?"  I sa id .  " I  

d i d n ' t  know t h a t  they were p a r t  of t h e  naguals sorcery  group." 

'Of course  you knew, but being such a  supe r io r  woman, you d i d n ' t  

have t h e  power t o  s ee  t h a t  l e t  a lone  a c t  on i t , "  Nel ida  s a i d .  "When- 

ever  anyone wanted t o  approach you, turned your back and snubbed 

them. " 

'Bu t  I d o n ' t  speak Spanish very w e l l , "  I p ro t e s t ed .  

" I t ' s  n o t  your l ack  of Spanish,  but your se l f - importance t h a t  

h inders  you," Nelida i n s i s t e d .  "You regarded everyone a s  poor Indians 

who weren ' t  f i t  t o  wipe your f e e t . "  

I wanted t o  p r o t e s t  but something i n  me knew she was r i g h t .  

"The young nagual had t o  apologize  t o  everyone i n  your b e h a l f , "  

Nelida cont inued,  "otherwise they would have thrown you ou t  on your 

ea r .  You're lucky you go t  away wi th  only a  few t l e a  b i t e s .  The f l e a s  

were r e l e n t l e s s  wi th  you and t h a t  was t h e  omen. You have t o  be t r e a t e d  

r u t h l e s s l y .  I t  Zuleica hadn ' t  helped you wi th  her  energy,  you and I 

wouldn ' t  be t a l k i n g  now. You would have been booted a c r o s s  t h a t  br idge 

i n  t r o n t  o t  t h e  house, and you would have never re turned .  Zuleica  

even asked you t o  s t a y  wi th  her  t o  t each  you how t o  s t a l k  wi th  t h e  

double,  which you refused f o r  p e t t y  reasons ."  

I looked around. In  t h e  corner  s tood a  t a l l  l ady ,  w i t h  her  h a i r  

i n  a  bun. It was Zuleica ,  s h e  smiled and nodded with b r i l l i a n t  eyes ,  

a s  i t  agreeing wi th  a l l  t h a t  Nelida had s a i d .  
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I knew t h a t  I had flubbed my chance. My sense  of s e l f  importance 

was s t i l l  overpowering. I f  l e f t  up t o  my own dev ices ,  I always f e l l  

back i n t o  t h e  p i t  of s u p e r i o r i t y  and s e l f  obsession I was accustomed 

t o  i nhab i t i ng .  

"Couldn't  I meet everyone now?" I asked hopeful ly .  

'No, t hey 've  a l r eady  l e f t , "  Nel ida  s a i d .  

8 ,  Have they given up on me?" 

" P r a c t i c a l l y .  Yet you w i l l  meet them one by one,  depending on 

your power," Nel ida  r e p l i e d .  'The young nagual ,  who i s  your guide 

w i l l  t ake  you t o  meet them. The only one who s t u c k  around was 

Manured; apparen t ly  i t  d o e s n ' t  ma t t e r  t o  him t h a t  you a r e  an imbecile.  

His a f f e c t i o n  f o r  you is  pee r l e s s . "  

I heard a  sha rp  bark a s  i f  i n  a f f i r m a t i o n ,  and a f e e l i n g  of love 

, . ,  weld up i n s i d e  me. "Likewise,"  I s a i d  and was about t o  b u r s t  o u t  

weeping. In t a c t  t e a r s  had a l r eady  begun t o  f a l l .  I moved my arm t o  

wipe them, when I t e l t  a  warm body next  t o  me tugging a t  my arm. I 

turned my head t o  s e e  a  young p r e t t y  g i r l ,  about my age,  winking a t  

me. She had s h o r t  dark brown, c u r l y  h a i r ,  d e l i c a t e  f e a t u r e s ,  brown 

eyes ,  and an e e r i e  smi le  l i k e  i i u l e i ca ' s .  

' I  ~ t u c k ~ a r o u n d  too  because I ' m  c razy ,  j u s t  l i k e  you," she  s a i d  

and giggled.  

I n s t a n t l y  h e r  eyes became w i l d ,  glowing l i k e  a  d o l l  t h a t  had 

suddenly come t o  l i t e .  I thought t h a t  she  would devour me wi th  h e r  

t i n y  p i r anha - l i ke  t e e t h .  I wanted t o  move away, but she  he ld  me down 

wi th  super human s t r e n g t h .  A s  she  began t o  climb on top  of me, I 

screamed t o r  Nelida t o  g e t  her  o f f  me. 



"I thought you came t o  Mexico t o  f i n d  love , "  she  s a i d  i n  a  

t h roa ty  vo ice .  "Well, I ' m  your man." She gyrated h e r  h ips  i n  a  lewd 

motion then  k i ssed  me on mouth. 

As I s t ruggled  t o  f r e e  myself ,  I heard a  chorus o t  laugher i n  t h e  

background. 

"You two behave y o u r s e l v e s , "  Nelida s a i d  and pu l l ed  t h e  g i r l  o t t  

me. "Tha t ' s  J o s e t i n a .  Don' t  mind her .  She ' s  always d i r e c t  and t o  t h e  

po in t .  " 

I d i d n ' t  mean t o  f r i g h t e n  you," t h e  young g i r l  s a i d  i n  Spanish. 

She touched my h a i r  a f f e c t i o n a t e l y .  She was t h e  p i c t u r e  o t  sweetness 

and decorum again.  "But you were such a  s h i t  a s s  w i th  everyone, I 

thought you needed a  good fuck.'.' 

My mouth t e l l  open. Such crude language d i d n ' t  g ive  w i th  her 

d e l i c a t e  appearance. She smiled and nodded a s  i f  I had b e t t e r  be l ieve  

her .  

' J o s e t i n a  always speaks t he  t r u t h , "  Nelida s a i d .  " O r  she doesn ' t  

speak a t  a i l .  I s n ' t  t h a t  r i g h t ,  Jo se f ina?"  

The g i r l  nodded mutely. I t  was then I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  I had had no 

t roub le  unders tanding Spanish.  I n  f a c t  I had t h e  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  I had 

learned t h e  language somewhere before. Although where I d i d n ' t  know. 

Nelida came t o  my rescue .  "One can e a s i l y  unders tand a d i f f e r e n t  

language i n  t h e  second a t t e n t i o n , "  she  s a i d .  "Once you bypass t he  

r a t i o n a l  mind, you have no d i f f i c u l t y  w i th  languages. You used t o  

speak German and Hungarian, and some Spanish,  remember?" 

That was t rue .  I used t o  know those  languages a s  a c h i l d  but I 

had f o r g o t t e n  them o u t  of l a c k  of use. 

I 
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,, One never  f o r g e t s , "  Nelida s a i d .  "The assemblage p o i n t  simply 

moves t o  a d i f f e r e n t  p o s i t i o n  where t h a t  language i s  no longer  i n  t he  

foreground.  bu t  you can always move back. Now you'd b e t t e r  s l eep .  

You've used up j u s t  about a l l  t h e  dreaming energy Zuleica  gave you." 

I wanted t o  ask  her  how Zule ica  gave me dreaming energy but then 

I remembered t h a t  t h e r e  was something missing. I t  was a s  i f  I had 

misplaced something t h a t  had been wi th  me, but I d i d n ' t  know what i t  

was. Then I heard a voice  and t h e  missing p i ece  f e l l  i n t o  p lace .  I 

saw Carios  s i t t i n g  down next  t o  me and I knew we had know each o t h e r  

f o r  a long,  long time. I n  f a c t ,  we had spent  a l i f e t i m e  toge the r .  How 

could I have f o r g o t t e n  t h e  f e e l i n g  I had f o r  him? I touched h i s  hand 

and l a y  down on my l e f t  s i de .  Then our hands melted toge the r  and I 

could no longer  s u s t a i n  h i s  image. My eye l id s  were s o  heavy t h a t  they 

) c losed  i n  s p i t e  of my e f f o r t  t o  keep them open. 

" W i l l  I s ee  you again?"  I managed t o  ask Nelida.  

Nelida t ous l ed  my h a i r  they way she  always d i d ,  "That depends 

e n t i r e l y  upon you, on how impeccable you a r e  wi th  yourse l f  and o the r s .  

bu t  it i s  t he  new nagua l ' s  duty t o  bring t o  freedom. You have been 

e n t r u s t e d  i n t o  each o t h e r ' s  c a r e  by t h e  s p i r i t  i t s e l f .  T r u s t  him and 

suppor t  him, because h i s  pa th  and yours a r e  f o r e v e r  entwined." 

I made her  a solemn promise. Then she  s a i d  something e l s e ,  maybe 

even many o t h e r  t h i n g s ,  but I could no t  remember any of them, because 

I t e l l  a s l eep  t o  Ne l ida ' s  s o f t  commands t h a t  sounded l i k e  a l u l l a b y .  I 

dreamt I was suspended from a harness a t t ached  t o  a t r e e  branch. 

Someone was pushing me as  it I were on a swing. I looked down. I saw 

Carlos  reaching up t o  ca tch  my ankles  t o  g i v e  me a push. He was 



laughing abandoned. Next t o  him, Emi l i to  was jumping up and down l i k e  

a  b ig  c h i l d  wanting t o  play too.  

I awoke from a  deep s l e e p .  The darkness i n  t h e  room was in t ense .  

I t  was p i t c h  black;  t h e r e  i s  no l i g h t  anywhere. A s  my eyes became 

accustomed t o  t h e  shapes and shadows i n  t h e  room, I could t e l l  I was 

l ay ing  on t h e  hard ma t t r e s s .  Someone had thrown a  blanket  over me and 

t h e  hea t  of it made t h e  b i t e s  on my legs  i t c h  t e r r i b l y .  I t  was a l l  I 

could do t o  keep from s c r a t c h i n g  them. The rough blanket  around my 

f a c e  was su f foca t ing  me. I smelled i t s  s t a l e n e s s ;  it made me sneeze.  

Car los  was l y i n g  near  me. From t h e  sound of h i s  rhythmic breath-  

i ng ,  I could t e l l  he was a s l eep .  I was glad t h a t  my s t i f l e d  sneeze had 

n o t  awaken him. I l a y  t h e r e  t o r  a  long t ime,  a f r a i d  t o  move o r  g e t  up. 

) 
. ~ 

I needed t o  go t o  t h e  bushes t o  r e l i e v e  myself ,  but f e a r  of encounter-  

ing a  snake o r  one of t h e  dogs, kept me from ventur ing  i n t o  t h e  

darkness.  To pass  t h e  t ime,  I t r i e d  t o  remember what had happened t h e  

previous  af ternoon.  

We had come t o  a  f i e s t a ;  I had been introduced t o  a  group of 

people ,  then Zuleica  had given me a  pot ion t o  d r ink ;  it had knocked me 

out .  What followed was too  vague t o  put  i n t o  thoughts. I remembered 

see ing  Nel ida  and fir. Abelar  and a  young p r e t t y  g i r l  I h a d n ' t  met 

before.  And Manured was t h e r e  t o o ,  barking i n  t h e  background. I 

remembered seeing t h e  new nagua l ,  Nelida rubbing my head and t e l l i n g  

me t h i n g s .  bu t  then i n  a  f l a s h  they were gone and I f e l l  a s l e e p  t o  

dream haunt ing dreams. 

Car los  turned onto h i s  s ide .  I t r i e d  t o  f a l l  a s l eep  again  but I 

, cou ldn ' t .  Some p a r t  o t  me was wide awake, f u l l y  a l e r t ,  ready t o  f i g h t  
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danger. A dog was barking i n c e s s a n t l y  i n  t h e  d i s t ance .  Then I must 

have f a l l e n  a s l e e p  t o r  t h e  nex t  t h ing  I knew Carlos was shaking me 

saying i t  was time t o  go. He wanted t o  r e t u r n  t o  Vicam S t a t i o n  t o  

meet Benny t o  look t o r  Pascola  masks t o  donate t o  t h e  e t h o l o g i c a l  

museum. 

I pu t  on t h e  long s leeved  s h i r t  and co t ton  drawst r ing  pan ts  

someone had l e f t  by my shoulder  bag, and g r a t e f u l l y  s l i pped  i n t o  a  

p a i r  o t  guaraches. A s  we crossed t h e  wooden br idge,  on our way back t o  

where we had parked t h e  c a r ,  I turned and glanced a t  t h e  house one 

l a s  time. I n  t he  d i s t a n c e  I saw Zuleica waving a t  me, smil ing a s  i f  we 

shared a  s e c r e t .  I waved back and as  our eyes met, I had t h e  c e r t a i n t y  

t h a t  I would meet h e r  again .  I would accept her  i n v i t a t i o n  t o  s t a y  

wi th  h e r ,  and Umili to would be t h e r e  too ,  and my l i f e  would change. 



Pascola Masks 

My l e g s  were red and swollen. The l o t i o n  Zuleica  had given me f o r  

t h e  t l e a  b i t e s  had no t  helped one b i t .  On t h e  con t r a ry ,  something i n  

it seemed t o  make the  b i t e s  even more v i r u l e n t .  I t  reminded me of t h e  

time 1 had had chicken pocks as  a  c h i l d ,  only now, I was f a r  more 

uncomfortable. 

"What did  Zuleica g ive  me t h a t  knocked me out?"  I asked Carlos as  

we were d r i v i n g  t o  Vicam S ta t ion .  

,, Cocoa. " 

"You mean t h e r e  was only cocoa powder i n  t h a t  dr ink? I d o n ' t  

be l ieve  it." 

Carlos nodded. "She thought you l i ked  ho t  chocolate.  That it 

would take  your mind o f f  t h e  b i t e s . "  

"I do l i k e  i t ,  but it never a f f e c t e d  me l i k e  t h a t  before." 

"What a f f e c t e d  you was Zu le i ca ' s  a r t  of mesmerism," he explained.  

"She can move a  person ' s  cen te r  of awareness wi th  her  dream body. A l l  

she  has t o  do i s  t o  look you i n  t h e  eyes ,  o r  touch your forehead,  o r  

t h e  back of your neck or  shoulder  blade and y o u ' l l  go out  l i k e  a  

l i g h t .  " 

"Are you su re  t h e r e  was nothing i n  t h e  dr ink?"  I i n s i s t e d .  

"Absolutely. She doesn ' t  need t o  r e s o r t  t o  us ing  drugs o r  

pot ions .  Zuleica  is  a  so rce re s s  of t h e  h ighes t  c a l i b e r .  The nagual  



J u l i a n  taught  her  himself .  She has an a f f i n i t y  f o r  you because you a r e  

l i k e  h e r ,  q u i t e  a  b i t  c razy.  Someday, s h e ' l l  show you h e r  a r t . "  

"What might t h a t  be?" I asked. "Knocking people out  w i th  a  pa t  on 

t h e  back?" 

Car los  pul led down t h e  v i s o r  o t  t he  c a r  t o  s h i e l d  himself  from 

t h e  s u n ' s  g l a r e .  "Zuleica i s  a  consummate dreamer. She s t a l k s  w i t h  h e r  

dream body. When you meet her  aga in ,  s h e ' l l  t each  you how t o  s t a l k  

wi th  t h e  double." 

"What i s  s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double?" I asked. 

"You ' l l  have t o  w a i t  u n t i l  Zuleica  shows you," Car los  s a i d .  

"She's  t h e  master  of it. As I ' v e  s a i d ,  she  lea rned  from t h e  nagual 

J u l i a n ,  and from someone e l s e  i n  our l inage ."  

"Who was t h i s  o t h e r  person?" 

' A  s o r c e r e r  of unending accomplishments. A l l  I can t e l l  you is 

t h a t  don J u a n ' s  l i neage  i s  indebted t o  t h i s  person,  j u s t  a s  he i s  

indebted t o  our l ineage."  

I wanted t o  ask more about t h i s  mysterious personage and about 

Zu le i ca ' s  a r t ,  but we had a l ready  a r r ived  a t  Vicam S t a t i o n .  Benny was 

wa i t i ng  i n  f r o n t  of h i s  house. When he saw our c a r ,  he hopped i n  and 

s a i d  he knew o t  s e v e r a l  people who may have masks f o r  s a l e .  He o f f e red  

t o  accompanying us s o  t h a t  we would no t  g e t  l o s t .  A t  f i r s t ,  I thought 

he was j u s t  being p o l i t e  o r  wanted t h e  company of h i s  f r i e n d ,  but when 

I saw t h a t  an ord inary  rock was a  s ign  p o s t ,  o r  a  cac tus  i nd i ca t ed  a 

t u r n  onto  a  road,  it was ev iden t  t h a t  we needed t h e  guidance of 

someone who knew the  t e r r a i n  t o  pe r f ec t ion .  

I t  would be impossible t o  f i n d  anyone's house o r s t o r e  u n l e s s  one 

had been t h e r e  before ,  and sometimes, no t  even then. F o r .  even wi th  
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Benny i n  t he  c a r ,  we had t o  backtrack on seve ra l  occasions ,  t o  catch a 

missed tu rn  onto a road t h a t  was bare ly  v i s i b l e .  

We drove ac ros s  t h e  highway and veered o f f  on to  a road t h a t  

according t o  benny, would t ake  us  t o  Potam, where don F e l i p e ,  a  mask 

carver  l i ved .  I t  was a t e a t  j u s t  t o  f i nd  a p a r t i c u l a r  house, f o r  they 

a l l  looked a l i k e .  The t y p i c a l  house had p l a i t e d  cane w a i l s ,  sometimes 

coated heav i ly  wi th  mud, and a roof composed of l a y e r s  of cane r e s t i n g  

on a tew mesquite r a f t e r s  wi th  e a r t h  p i l ed  on top  of t h e  cane. Con- 

s t r u c t i o n  m a t e r i a l s  included adobe b r i ck ,  cane wi th  mesquite support  

pos t s  and r a f t e r s .  Sometimes, I could see  mats of s p l i t  cane, s e rv ing  

as  p a r t  of the  roof .  A l l  t he  houses had two o r  t h r e e  rooms and had a 

ramada which cons i s t ed  of a roof supported on crooked mesquite pos t s .  

Besides o f f e r i n g  p r o t e c t i o n  from t h e  sun, t h e  ramada served a s  a 

, 3 

\ s t o r a g e  a r ea  f o r  herbs  and corn t h a t  were placed on top  of i t  t o  dry. 

The houses were surrounded by fences ,  f i v e  o r  s i x  f e e t  h igh ,  made 

of p l a i t e d  cane, which sometimes afforded people complete pr ivacy.  I 

saw c o r r a l s  wi th  an occas iona l  goa t ,  p ig  o r  donkey, and of course 

chickens and t h e  sc rawnies t  dogs south o t  t h e  border. Everywhere I 

could smel l  burning mesquite wood from ki tchen f i r e s .  What s t r u c k  me 

was t h a t ,  except f o r  t h e  occas iona l  barking of a dog o r  t h e  cawing of 

a  crow, everything was qu ie t .  I couldn ' t  he lp  n o t i c e  t h e  sharp 

c o n t r a s t  from t h e  no i sy  Mexican community of. Vicam where Benny l i ved  

and t h e  Yaqui s e t t l emen t s .  

"Sha l l  I t u r n  r i g h t , "  Car los  asked a s  we drove through the  

underbrush. 

'Eees ,  t u rn  h e r e , "  Benny s a i d  po in t ing  ou t  t h e  window. 

"Is t h a t  t h e  Mesquite t r e e  were I go l e f t ? "  
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"Fees,  go l e f t , "  Benny r e p l i e d .  

'Do you th ink  t h e  mask maker w i l l  be a t  home?" I asked. 

' E e e s ,  h e ' s  always i n , "  s a i d  Benny. "If n o t  w e ' l l  go t o  t he  

s t o r e . "  

I t r i e d  t o  f i g u r e  ou t  why Benny was p re fac ing  a l l  h i s  r e p l i e s  

w i t h  ' e e e s ' .  I thought it might be some s o r t  of Spanish e x p l e l a t i v e  

used in  t h a t  p a r t  of Sonora, o r  perhaps,  a  Yaqui word. As we were 

w a i t i n g  f o r  Benny t o  r e t u r n  trom a  quick t r i p  t o  t h e  bushes, I asked 

Car los  what ' e e s e '  meant. 

"Benny uses it every time he says  something," I s a id .  

Car los  laughed. "He's saying ' y e s '  i n  Engl ish .  Benny i s  t r y i n g  t o  

l e a r n  English.  Converse wi th  him a  l i t t l e .  Don' t  be shy." 

When Benny came back, I asked him what t h e  Yaquis s o l d  i n  t h e i r  

1 s t o r e s .  

"Saddles and canned goods," he s a i d .  "Cot tee  and sugar  and coca 

co la . "  

Wherever t h e r e  was a  s t o r e ,  Benny s a i d  he knew o t  i t  and he 

intended t o  t ake  us  t o  a l l  of them. 

Where  a r e  a l l  t h e  women?" I asked having passed only men on t h e  

road. 

" Ins ide  t h e i r  houses,"  Benny r e p l i e d .  "They d o n ' t  come o u t  un l e s s  

they have a  reason,  l i k e  g e t t i n g  water from t h e  w e l l ,  o r  wood t o r  t h e  

f i r e s  o r  t o  g e t  s u p p l i e s  trom t h e  s to re . "  

' I  c a n ' t  be l i eve  t h e r e  i s  a  s t o r e  around h e r e , "  I s a id .  I could 

s e e  nothing but low rooted adobes and d e s e r t  vege ta t ion .  

"Eees, we go t h e r e  now t o  look t o r  masks," Benny explained.  
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We followed a  d i r t  road t h a t  was r u t t e d  from t h e  r a i n s ,  u n t i l  we 

came t o  a  mud house, l i k e  a l l  t h e  o t h e r  s t r u c t u r e s  of t h e  a r e a ,  only 

perhaps a  b i t  longer.  Sacks of g r a i n  were p i l e d  a g a i n s t  one wa l l .  I t  

had no windows only a  door pa in ted  tu rquoise .  Seve ra l  t a l l  Yaqui 

Indians  were s tanding near  t h e  en t rance ;  o t h e r s  were s i t t i n g  on a  

plank bench dr inking orange and l ime sodas. A l l  had on sombreros t o  

shade themselves from t h e  noon day sun. Some men had mustaches and 

were o l d e r ,  o the r s  were young boys i n  t h e i r  t e e n s ,  and a s  u s u a l ,  t h e r e  

were no women. 

Carlos parked the  c a r  and I followed him and Benny i n t o  t h e  

s t o r e .  I was su rp r i s ed  t o  s ee  a  v a r i e t y  of merchandise. There was a  

long counte r ,  and on t h e  wa l l s  were she lves  stocked wi th  canned goods 

a s  w e l l  a s  sacks of f l o u r ,  sugar  and cof fee .  One s e c t i o n  of t h e  s t o r e  

was devoted t o  t o o l s  and l i g h t  farm equipment, such as  ropes ,  spades ,  

t o o l s  and o t h e r  implements. 

Benny ta lked  t o  t he  p r o p r i e t o r  wi th  whom he seemed t o  be on 

f r i e n d l y  terms. A f t e r  a  whi le ,  t h e  man l e f t  through a  cu r t a ined  door 

l ead ing  i n t o  a  back room. 

"He has a few masks i n  t h e  back," Carlos s a i d  t o  me. "He's going 

t o  br ing them out  t o r  u s  t o  look at ."  

Benny opened t h e  coole r  and pu l led  out  s e v e r a l  sodas which we 

s ipped ,  whi le  w e  waited f o r  t h e  man t o  r e t u r n .  When I looked up,  I 

no t i ced  a  g i r l  behind the  counter  s t a r i n g  a t  me. She must have come 

o u t  from t h e  back room because she  had n o t  been i n  t h e  s t o r e  when we 

had en t e red ,  and I was c e r t a i n  she hadn ' t  come through t h e  f r o n t  door. 

She had s h o r t  cu r ly  dark h a i r  and b e a u t i f u l  d e l i c a t e  f e a t u r e s .  She 



cou ldn ' t  have been more than seventeen.  Her sk in  was smooth and brown 

and she  had the  b igges t  b lack eyes I had ever seen.  

Car los  s t a r t e d  t o  t a l k  t o  her.  They spoke i n  such hushed vo ice  

t h a t  I could bare ly  hea r  them, but I could t e l l  from t h e i r  s e r i o u s  

express ions  t h a t  t h e  two were d i scuss ing  something important .  The g i r l  

seemed on t h e  verge of t e a r s .  Car los  was t r y i n g  t o  console her.  He 

pu t  an arm around her  and pa t t ed  h e r  head. F i n a l l y ,  t h e  g i r l  turned 

t o  me and gave me a look of ha t r ed  t h a t  could make t h e  blood of a 

l i z a r d  cu rd l e ,  then she  s l ipped  thorough t h e  c u r t a i n  i n t o  t h e  back 

room. 

Before I could ask Car los  who t h e  g i r l  was, t h e  owner of t h e  

s t o r e  came back holding t h r e e  carved wooden masks and l a i d  them on t h e  

counter .  They were masks used by t h e  dancers dur ing t h e  Pascola  

c e l e b r a t i o n s .  They were pa in ted  black wi th  red markings around t h e  

eyes and across  t h e  cheeks. Bleached horseha i r  formed a f r i n g e  of 

bangs over t h e  forehead,  and served a s  eyebrows, whi le  longer  s t r a n d s  

o t  horse  h a i r  hung down t h e  t r o n t  of t he  mask l i k e  a goatee  or  beard. 

Around t h e  rims were carved t r i a n g l e s  and c i r c l e s .  Two had a c ros s  on 

t h e  forehead ,  t h e  t h i r d  mask had a l i z a r d  pained on each cheek. 

Car los  bargained about t h e  p r i c e ,  f o r  t h e  man did  n o t  seem t o  

want t o  p a r t  wi th  a l l  t h r e e  masks. When Benny s t a r t e d  t o  l eave ,  

dragging us w i th  him t o  show t h a t  we were n o t  i n t e r e s t e d ,  t h e  man 

agreed t o  s e l l  and I saw money changing hands. 

On t h e  way out  we passed some h a t s  hanging on a rack.  Car los  

t r i e d  a few on u n t i l  he  found one t h a t  f i t  him, which he l e f t  on h i s  

head. Benny took h i s  worn h a t  o f t  and put  on a new one. 



"Pick one o u t , "  Car los  s a i d  t o  me. "No one i n  Sonora goes without 

a  hat ."  

The f i r s t  one I pu t  on seemed t o  f i t ,  but t h e r e  was no mi r ro r  i n  

t h e  s t o r e  t o  s ee  how i t  looked. I caught my r e f l e c t i o n  on t h e  s i d e  of 

a  s t a i n l e s s  s t e e l  thermos on t h e  counter .  I l i k e d  it. I looked l e s s  of 

a  f o r e i g n e r  wi th  a  sombrero on. 

Car los  paid t o r  t h e  h a t s  and sodas.  The owner walked o u t  w i t h  us  

and when I looked back, I saw t h e  g i r l  s t and ing  i n  t h e  doorway 

watching us. For a  moment I f e l t  s o r r y  f o r  her .  Her op t ions  seemed 

dismal ly  l imi ted .  She could marry one of t h e  young men who was 

s tanding  o u t s i d e  t h e  s t o r e  admiring h e r ,  and then spend her  l i f e  

looking a f t e r  him and t h e i r  ch i ld ren .  Most l i k e l y  she would never go 

more than t e n  miles out  of t h e  a rea .  Perhaps she would v i s i t  a  

r e l a t i v e  i n  one of t h e  neighboring towns f o r  a  wedding o r  a  b i r t hday ,  

and t h e r e  exchange goss ip  about t h e  l a t e s t  b i r t h  o r  mourn over someone 

who had r e c e n t l y  died.  O r  i t  she were lucky,  she might g e t  a  j ob  as  a  

maid i n  one of t he  motels i n  Ciudad Obregon, o r  Guaymas. In  s h o r t ,  t h e  

g i r l ' s  f u t u r e  was sea led  i n  t h e  grimmest way. 

A crow's loud cawing from a  nearby cottonwood t r e e  caught me by 

s u r p r i s e .  I remember another  time when I was having a  s i m i l a r  mental 

d ia logue concerning a  woman who had served us  i n  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  i n  

Santa Ana, but who had turned out  t o  be a  curer .  I had been wrong 

then;  and from t h e  way t h e  g i r l  had g l a r ed  a t  me, I t e l t  I was wrong 

again. 

I watched t h e  g i r l  through t h e  s i d e  mi r ro r  as Carlos  and Benny 

t a lked  t o  t h e  owner and some of t h e  young men s t and ing  by t h e  door. 

One of them seemed t o  be g iv ing  Car los  d i r e c t i o n s ,  f o r  he was po in t ing  
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of f  i n t o  t h e  d i s t a n c e  t o  t h e  e a s t .  L sensed t h a t  t h e  g i r l  was looking 

a t  Car los  w i t h  what I could only  c a l l  admirat ion o r  fondness. I t  

s t r u c k  me then t h a t  t he  g i r l  was i n  love wi th  him. I f e l t  a  pang of 

j ea lousy  which I immediately t r i e d  t o  h ide  by smi l ing  a t  Car los  as  he 

g o t  i n  t h e  car .  A s  we drove o f t ,  l eav ing  Benny t o  t a l k  wi th  some 

f r i e n d s  he had run a c r o s s ,  I watched t h e  g i r l  watching us u n t i l  we 

disappeared behind t h e  dust  and shrubs.  

"Who i s  t h a t  g i r l ? "  I asked a s  we continued down t h e  d i r t  road. 

Dust was g e t t i n g  in  my eyes and made me sneeze.  

For a  moment Carlos was s i l e n t .  "That ' s  J o s e t i n a , "  he f i n a l l y  

s a i d .  "Don't you remember?" 

The name was s o  f a m i l i a r .  Suddenly, my ea r s  popped and I remem- 

bered where I had seen her .  She was t h e  g i r l  t h a t  had accosted me i n  

Z u l e i c a ' s  house. 

"She's  a  so rce re s s ! "  I gasped. "What's she  doing here?  And d o n ' t  

t e l i  me s h e ' s  he lp ing  out  t h e  owner of t h e  s t o r e ,  l i k e  t h a t  woman i n  

t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  i n  Santa  Ana." 

"No, she  j u s t  came f o r  some suppl ies ."  

"You mean she l i v e s  around here?"  

Again a  long s i l e n c e .  

"She seems t o  l i k e  you a  l o t , "  I s a i d .  "Have you known her  long? 

What were you two whispering about i n  t he re?"  

Car los  shrugged. "She wants me t o  t ake  her  t o  t h e  United S t a t e s , "  

he s a id .  " I ' m  t each ing  her  English." 

For an i n s t a n t  I lapsed i n t o  a  f a m i l i a r  moroseness. I was c e r t a i n  

Car los  was teach ing  her  Engl ish  s o  he could br ing  h e r  t o  t h e  United 

S t a t e s .  



t h e  " se l f " .  These f e e l i n g s  of love and h a t e ,  j e a l o u s l y ,  o r  envy did 

n o t  simply go away by changing one 's  venue. They were deeply roo ted ,  

buried i n  every c e l l  of our being. To r i d  ourse lves  of t h e s e  f e e l -  

i n g s ,  we would have t o  do more than t o  r e c a p i t u l a t e  our  l i v e s ;  we 

would, i n  Z u l e i c a ' s  words, have t o  become transformed. 

The c a r  reached t h e  highway with  a thud. I was r e l i e v e d  t o  s e e  

Carlos smil ing.  Perhaps,  he wasn ' t  at tached t o  t h e  g i r l  i n  t h e  s t o r e  

a f t e r  a i l .  I breathed e a s i e r  and l o s t  myself watching t h e  shadows and 

co lo r s  t h e  sun c a s t  on t h e  d e s e r t  landscape a s  we drove t o  don 

F e l i p e ' s ,  t he  mask maker's house. 

His house had a wooden c ros s  i n  the  cour tyard and was s i t u a t e d  on 

t h e  edge of a c u l t i v a t e d  f i e l d .  I t  was more spacious than  t h e  o the r  

houses I had seen ,  and it was b u i l t  of good adobe br icks  and t h e  d i r t  

,! around it was c l e a n  and w e l l  packed. 

Car los  asked me t o  wa i t  i n  the  c a r  whi le  he t a lked  w i t h  don 

Fe l ipe ,  but I i n s i s t e d  on going ins ide .  Don F e l i p e  in t roduced us  t o  

h i s  w i f e ,  who immediately l e f t  t h e  room, a s  i f  she  were t o o  shy t o  

speak t o  s t r a n g e r s .  Don F e l i p e  was e l d e r l y ,  t a l l ,  and had a sense  of 

quie tude about him. H i s  eyes were not  b r igh t  and burning,  but r a t h e r  

d i s t a n t ,  a s  i f  looking o f f  somewhere i n t o  another  world. I suspected 

he read Spanish,  f o r  he had s e v e r a l  books on a s h e l f .  I n  h i s  conversa- 

t i o n a l  manner he  p ro j ec t ed  a s i m p l i c i t y  and i n t e l l i g e n c e .  He seemed 

knowledgeable on many s u b j e c t s .  

A t  one p o i n t ,  I sensed t h e  d i scuss ion  cen te red  on theKahum 

ch ron ica l  and some of t h e  legendary heros of Yaqui h i s t o r y ,  f o r  I 

heard t h e  names of Ca l ix to  Muni, Cajeme, T e t a b i a t e  and Juan Bandera 

' . ,~ repea ted ly  mentioned. Car los  had t o l d  me ear l ie :  t h a t  C a l i x t o  Muni was 
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an 18 th  century Yaqui l eade r  who had organized the  Yaquis i n t o  a  

m i l i t a r y  u n i t  t o  t i g h t  t h e  Mexicans. Juan Bandera, who claimed t o  have 

had a  v i s i o n  of t h e  Virgin o t  Guadalupe, a l s o  organized m i l i t a r y  u n i t s  

of Yaquis under a  f l a g  of t h e  v i r g i n .  T e t a b i a t e ,  a f t e r  Cajeme's 

d e f e a t ,  reorganized the  remnants of t h e  Yaqui f o r c e s  i n  t h e  mountains 

n o r t h  of t h e  Yaqui r i v e r ,  and waged g u e r r i l l a  war fa re  a g a i n s t  Mexicans 

f o r  many years .  

I sensed don F e l i p e  d i d n ' t  want t o  s e l l  Car los  any masks. But 

when Car los  s a i d  t h a t  he was working with  don Juan ,  whom don F e l i p e  

seemed t o  know, he got up and went i n t o  t h e  back room and brought out  

a  masks wrapped i n  a  red c l o t h .  He c a r e f u l l y  unfolded t h e  c l o t h  t o  

r e v e a l  a  mask u n l i k e  t h e  ones t h a t  we had found i n  t h e  s t o r e .  This  

mask was r e a l l y s p o o k y .  I t  was unpainted and had no ho r seha i r  t r i m .  

1 The f a c i a l  f e a t u r e s  were d i s t o r t e d  a s  i f  i n  a  s n a r l .  The mouth was 

open, t h e  eyes were s l i g h t l y  s l a n t e d ,  one h igher  than  t h e  o ther .  The 

wood was whi te  wi th  l a y e r s  o t  n a t u r a l  s w i r l s  i n  i t s  g r a i n .  I t  was 

b e a u t i f u l ,  y e t  a t  t h e  same t ime,  awesome. 

Car los  thanked don Fe l ipe  and we l e f t .  

"Why is  t h a t  mask s o  d i f f e r e n t ? "  I asked, walking t o  t h e  c a r .  

"Tha t ' s  a  mask of an a l l y , "  Car los  s a id .  "The o t h e r  masks a r e  f o r  

t h e  Pasco la  dancers."  

Car los  c a r e f u l l y  put t h e  mask i n  t h e  t runk a t t e r  wrapping it i n  a  

towel f o r  p ro tec t ion .  

"What's an a l l y ? "  I asked,  t r y i n g  t o  t h i n k  i f  C la ra  o r  John 

Michael Abelar  had ever  discussed t h a t  t op i c .  

"An a l l y  is  a  f o r c e  t h a t  e x i s t s  ou t s ide  t h e  world of o rd inary  
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pe rcep t ion , "  Carlos s a i d .  "That f o r c e  can t ake  any shape when in  
+ 

s e r v i c e  of t h e  sorcere r . "  

"You mean anything can be an a l l y ? "  I asked. 

"No, they a r e  s p e c i f i c  e n t i t i e s  t h a t  a r e  fo rmless ,  but they  can 

t ake  t h e  shape of anything they wish t o  emulate, depending on t h e  

energy t h a t  they harness from t h e  human world." 

4, Have you ever seen one?" I asked. 

'Uon Juan showed me h i s  a l l y  on s e v e r a l  occasions and nea r ly  

f r i gh t ened  me t o  death. Once I had t o  w r e s t l e  wi th  it and thought I 

was done f o r . "  

' I s  it l i k e  a  b a i l  of energy? S i z z l i n g  and kind of b lu i sh?"  

"I t  could be a  man, a  g i g a n t i c  black door,  a  f e roc ious  animal,  

anything.  But, yes ,  i t ' s  f u l l  of s i z z l i n g  energy." 

I I t o l d  Carlos about a  s e r i e s  of r ecu r r ing  dreams I had had,  o r  a t  

l e a s t  I thought they were dreams. I was s t a y i n g  i n  C l a r a ' s  house i n  

t h e  b e a u t i f u l  room she had assigned t o  me. I would j u s t  be d r i f t i n g  

of f  t o  s l e e p ,  when I heard no ises  ou t s ide  my door i n  t h e  hallway. A t  

f i r s t ,  I thought it was f o o t s t e p s ,  someone b ig  walking down t h e  

c o r r i d o r .  T e r r i f i e d ,  I pu t  my head under t h e  covers and hoped t h e  

no i se s  would go away. 

But they d i d n ' t .  Sometimes t h e r e  was some s c r a t c h i n g  a t  t h e  door, 

a s  i f  a huge animal was prowling o u t s i d e  t r y i n g  t o  g e t  i n .  I n  my semi- 

s l e e p  s t a t e ,  I would g e t  up and push a  heavy d r e s s e r  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  

door s o  t h a t  nothing could ge t  i n .  But t o  no a v a i l .  The force--or  

whatever was behind t h e  door-- would be s o  fearsomely s t r o n g ,  t h a t  the  

d r e s s e r  would move a s i d e ,  pushed by a  s i z z l i n g  energy. I ' d  j u s t  

' s tand t h e r e  watching t h e  an t ique  d r e s s e r  moving away from 
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t h e  door,  

tremendous 

I wou 

O r  I wou 

and see ing  t h e  door i t s e l f  bulging inward toward me wi th  a 

f o r c e  about t o  bust  o f f  h i s  h inges .  

i d  e i t h e r  run back t o  my bed and h ide ,  p r e fe rab ly  under it. 

I d  s tand  t h e r e  s o  p e t r i f i e d  t h a t  I was unable  t o  move. I 

remembered t r y i n g  t o  scream, but nothing came out  of my mouth. Some- 

times I would wake up pan t ing ,  soaked i n  p e r s p i r a t i o n .  O r ,  I would 

wake up on t h e  f l o o r  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  door ,  p a r t l y  covered by t h e  

d re s se r .  My h e a r t  would be pounding s o  s t r o n g l y ,  t h a t  i t  would t a k e  

hours t o  q u i e t  down. 

These encounters became s o  r ecu r r ing  t h a t  I t o l d  Clara  about 

them. 

"That f o r c e  is no th ing  t o  sneeze a t , "  she  s a i d  s e r i o u s l y .  "You 

say  t h e  door is about t o  bu r s t  o f f  i t s  hinges.  Watch out!  Whatever i s  

prowling out  t h e r e  is about t o  come in."  , . .  

"What w i l l  happen i f  it does?" I asked. " W i l l  I d i e ? "  

"Who can t e l l , "  she s a i d .  "That f o r c e  i s  determined t o  g e t  you." 

"Why is it a f t e r  me?" I asked. "What d i d  I do wrong?" 

I n  my mind, I r an  t h e  gamut of a l l  t h e  s i n s  of commission and 

omission,  and t h e r e  were p l en ty  of them. 

" I t ' s  n o t  what you d i d n ' t  do," she  s a i d  shaking h e r  head p a t h e t i -  

c a l l y .  "It what you d i d  do. You've been doing your s o r c e r y  pas ses ,  

e s p e c i a l l y ,  t h e  one where you grab t h e  imaginary s l i d i n g  door and p u l l  

it open. T h a t ' s  t h e  one t h a t  s t a r t e d  t h i s  whole th ing .  And t h a t ' s  t h e  

one t h a t  may save you i n  a pinch." 

"What kind o t  pinch a r e  you t a l k i n g  about ,  Clara.  W i l l  t h e  f o r c e  

r e a l l y  come a f t e r  me?". 



"You bet  your boots. I ' d  say i t ' s  about t o  bu r s t  through the  

door any moment now, and when i t  does, you ' r e  going t o  have t o  pu t  up 

a f i gh t . "  

I t e l t  my stomach s i n k  r i g h t  there .  " I ' d  r a t h e r  f l e e  than f i g h t , "  

I s a id .  " I ' m  a  coward. I only pretend t o  be tough. And sometimes I 

don ' t  even pretend well. ' '  

C la ra  looked me up and down groggi ly  and shook h e r  head. "You 

only say y o u ' r e  a coward, ou t  of h a b i t , "  she  remarked. "You're tougher 

than you l e t  on." 

"Let me be t h e  judge of t h a t ,  C la ra , "  I i n s i s t e d .  "And I say when 

it comes t o  nightmarish  f o r c e s ,  I ' m  a  coward." 

She laughed and sighed res igned.  "Have it your way, Taisha,  it 

r e a l l y  d o e s n ' t  ma t t e r  what you a re .  The t h i n g  t h a t  counts i s  what you 

1 do when t h e  f o r c e  comes through t h a t  door." 

"What should I do?" I asked. 

"You grab it l i k e  t h i s ,  and shake it l i k e  a huge t u r k i s h  towel." 

She demonstrated by holding up h e r  two f i s t s  a s  i f  she  were 

grabbing something i n  mid-ai r  and began f l i n g  h e r  arms up and down 

wi ld ly ,  t h r a sh ing  about a s  it  she were holding something i n v i s i b l e  

t h a t  was unstoppable i n  i t s  t u ry .  

"Keep hold o t  i t ," she  warned. "Don't you da re  l e t  go,  no ma t t e r  

how hard it th ra shes  you about." 

Right t h e r e  I knew I was l o s t ,  but my r a t i o n a l  mind needed t o  

know t h e  very wors t  t h a t  could happen, so  I asked,  "What w i l l  happen 

i f  I l e t  go?" 

She stopped her  b i z a r r e  gyrat ions  and looked me i n  t h e  eye. Her 
, , 

) 
. .,. 

expres s ionwas  cold  and ominous. "The a l l y  w i l l  gobble you u p , "  she 
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s a i d .  " I t  l i k e s  t ender  l i t t l e  cowards." And then she  made t h e  most 

ominous b i t i n g  no i se s  wi th  h e r  t e e t h ,  a s  she  s a i d ,  "Yum, Yum, yummy 

yumm, yum, " over and over. 

As C la ra  went on wi th  h e r  yummy yum yums she rubbed h e r  stomach 

and p a t t e d  h e r  head a t  t h e  same t ime i n  oppos i te  c i r c l e s .  Then I knew 

t h a t  one of us had l o s t  t h e i r  mind, and I wondered i f  it w a s n ' t  me. 

I had decided then and t h e r e  t o  d i s regard  her  advice  a s  border ing 

on t h e  absurd ,  and t o  my r e l i e f ,  I d i d n ' t  have the  encounter aga in  t h e  

r e s t  o t  t h a t  week. But t h e  fol lowing week, r i g h t  before my menstrual  

p e r i o d ,  I t e i t  t h e  fo rce  again .  This t ime,  it was prowling o u t s i d e  my 

door w i th  an increased f e r o c i t y .  As I s tood i n  f r o n t  of t h e  door ,  I 

could t e l l  it meant business by t h e  f i e r c e  whi te  l i g h t  t h a t  was 

bu r s t i ng  under t h e  door and through t h e  cracks on t h e  s i d e s ,  cracks  

) t h a t  were g e t t i n g  l a r g e r  a s  t h e  s t u r d y  door was being pushed away from 

i t s  hinges .  

I d i d n ' t  even have time t o  run t o  my bed. The door bu r s t  a s i d e ,  

o r  r a t h e r  was snapped o t f ,  and f lung  t o  t h e  s i d e ,  and I was f a c e  t o  

f a c e  wi th  a most b l inding whi te  l i g h t  t h a t  was t h e  s i z e  of t h e  door 

frame. I was p e t r i f i e d ,  f rozen  t o  t h e  core .  I cou ldn ' t  scream o r  

breath .  As it  began advancing toward me, I was about t o  f a i n t .  Then I 

r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h i s  s i z z l i n g  g lob  o t  l i g h t  was abso lu t e ly  conscious and 

aware. Before I passed o u t ,  I heard i n  my e a r  C l a r a ' s  vo ice  saying 

yummy yum yum, over and over. 

I had a moment of d e c i s i o n ,  of e i t h e r  g e t t i n g  r o i l e d  over  by t h e  

boulder of l i g h t ,  o r  of grabbing it and shaking it l i k e  Clara  had 

shown me. Some f o r c e  i n s i d e  me r a l l i e d ,  and i n  s p i t e  of myself ,  I 
, . 

'\ i n s t i n c t i v e l y  lurched forward d iv ing  i n t o  t h e  b a l l  of l i g h t  head on 
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l i k e  one would dive  i n t o  a  huge wave i n  t h e  sea. I knew I would be 

e l e c t r o c u t e d ,  f r i e d  t o  a  c r i s p  a s  when throwing a  ha i rd rye r  i n t o  t he  

bath tub;  but t o  my amazement, t h e  e l e c t r i c i t y  was n o t  hot  a t  a l l .  The 

s i z z l i n g  was cool ,  ye t  tremendously f o r c e f u l .  

I grabbed onto i t ,  and hung on wi th  a l l  my might as  it th rashed  

me about ,  t i r s t  trom s i d e  t o  s i d e  as  it t r i e d  t o  shake me o f t ,  then  i n  

c i r c l e s ,  a s  we r o l l e d  on t h e  f l o o r .  I f e l t  as  i f  I were tumbled by a  

wave on t h e  ocean bottom. I t s  t o r c e  was so  s t r o n g ,  t h a t  I l o s t  

consciousness ,  but something i n  me kept on grabbing. 

Then, g radua l ly ,  t h e  f o r c e  seemed t o  diminish. I t  became s t i f f e r ,  

r i g i d ,  t h e n ,  more f l a c c i d ,  having l o s t  much o t  i t s  s i z z l i n g  q u a l i t y .  

I t  became f l a t  and spongy, t h e n ,  almost vaporous, u n t i l  it evaporated 

a l t o g e t h e r  and I was l e t t  on t h e  f l o o r  holding onto nothing.  

I took a  deep brea th  and p e r s p i r i n g ,  walked t o  my bed. A l l  I 

could th ink  of was, "What t h e  h e l l  was t h a t ? "  When I woke up t h e  nex t  

morning, I t o l d  Clara what had happened. She no longer  seemed i n t e r e s -  

ted .  

9, Now, they won't bother you a g a i n , "  was a l l  she  s a i d .  "You'd be 

su rp r i s ed  how word g e t s  around on t h e  ene rge t i c  plane.  Forces know 

t h a t  they have another t h i n g  coming i f  they mess w i th  Taisha." 

"What fo rces  a r e  those?"  I asked Clara.  

She sa id  it was j u s t  a  f o r c e  t h a t  permeated t h e  un ive r se ,  bundles 

of energy,  aware and p r e d a t o r i a l  l i k e  everything e l s e  i n  ex is tance .  

Kernembering t h e  encounter gave me t h e  sh ivers .  I moved c l o s e r  t o  

Carlos i n  t h e  f r o n t  s e a t ,  s o  my arm touched h i s .  We drove back t o  

Vicam S t a t i o n  i n  complete s i l e n c e .  



Pascola  Dances 

Wemet Benny i n  t h e  s t o r e  a t  Vicam s t a t i o n  where we were buying 

bread and f r u i t  f o r  our lunch. He s a i d  t h a t  i f  we h u r r i e d w e  could 

g e t  t o  Potam i n  time t o  s e e  t h e  Pascola  dances t h a t  were a p a r t  of t h e  

ce l eb ra t ions  honoring t h e  Holy T r i n i t y ,  t h e  pa t ron  of t h e  church. On 

t h e  way I asked Benny t o  t e l l  me about t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s .  He explained 

t h a t  they included dancing, s ing ing ,  p lay ing  musical  ins t ruments ,  

c o l o r f u l  p rocess ions ,  and a f i reworks  d i s p l a y  a f t e r  dark. 

"And of course p l en ty  of food and d r ink ing , "  he added w i t h  a 

g r i n .  

Under Benny's exper t  guidance,  we made it t o  Potam i n  record  

time. The s t r e e t s  were s o  crowded, t h a t  we had a hard time maneuvering 

t h e  car  through t h e  throngs of spec t a to r s .  Yaquis and Mexicans from 

a l l  over Sonora had gathered f o r  t h e  c e l e b r a t i o n s  t h a t  were t a k i n g  

p l ace  i n  t h e  p laza  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  church. Two ramadas had been s e t  

up,  on t h e  e a s t  and west s i d e s  of t h e  p l aza ,  manned by two groups of. 

f o u r  f e s t i v a l  managers, o r  f i e s t e r o s .  

"The tQur  wearing red headdresses ,  ca r ry ing  t h e  red f l a g s  manage 

t h e  western ramada," Benny sa id .  "The ones on t h e  ea s t e rn  ramada have 

on blue headdresses and c a r r y  blue f l ags . "  

I craned my neck t o  s e e  t h e  d i f f e r e n t  managers m i l l i n g  about t h e  

ramadas. 
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"Why do they have on d i f f e r e n t  colored costumes?" I asked. 

"The ' b l u e s '  a r e  t he  C h r i s t i a n s , "  Benny explained.  "The r eds  ones 

a r e  t h e  Moors." 

' I  d i d n ' t  know t h e r e  were floors i n  Sonora," I s a i d  su rp r i s ed .  

Car los  gave me a  nudge. "They a r e  n o t  r e a l l y  Moors," he s a i d  

impat ien t ly  . "They a re  only p lay ing  t h e  p a r t  of t h e  Moors. You s e e ,  

t h e  f i e s t a  i s  a  dramat izat ion of t h e  f i f t e e n t h  century c o n f l i c t  

between t h e  C h r i s t i a n s  and t h e  Moors i n  Spain." 

How t h a t  European s t r u g g l e  had woven i t s e l f  i n t o  t h e  ceremonies 

of a  smal l  Yaqui v i l l a g e  was beyond my knowledge of h i s to ry .  I no t i ced  

t h a t  t he  red f i e s t e r o s  o r  moros were wearing a  smal l  cone shaped h a t  

made of wood about t o u r  inches high.  Un top of it was i n s e r t e d  a  metal  

c r e scen t  from which hung a  red c l o t h  t h a t  covered t h e i r  heads and most 

o t  t h e  'moro's face .  

"We have t o  keep our eyes on t h e  blue ones," Car los  s a i d ,  

po in t ing  i n  t h e  opposi te  d i r e c t i o n .  "The C h r i s t i a n s  a r e  a t  t h e  East  

s ide . "  

"Why do we have t o  watch t h e  C h r i s t i a n s ? "  I asked,  i n t r i g u e d  by 

what t h e  Moors were doing. 

"Because it  i s  a t  t h e  e a s t e r n  ramada where t h e  PascoLa and deer  

dances w i l l  t a k e  p l ace , "  he explained:  

1 stood on my toes  t o  s ee  t h e  men dressed i n  blue head gear .  I 

no t i ced  t h a t  they were wearing blue  r ibbons t i e d  around t h e i r  heads;  

t h e  c l o t h  completely covering t h e i r  h a i r  and t h e  upper p o r t i o n  of 

t h e i r  shoulders .  They, t oo ,  were ca r ry ing  wooden s t i c k s ,  but  i n s t e a d ,  

o t  a  c r e s c e n t ,  they had a  metal  c r o s s  on t h e  t i p .  



I c o u l d n ' t  s ee  w e l l ,  s o  we moved through an opening i n  t h e  crowd 

t o  a  p l a c e  near  t h e  church s t e p s .  From t h e r e  we had a  b i r d ' s  eye view 

of t h e  e a s t  o r  C h r i s t i a n  end of t h e  plaza  where t h e  dancing would t a k e  

place.  The musicians had a l ready  begun t o  warm up t h e i r  v i o l i n s ,  

harps ,  reed w h i s t l e s  and drums. Then t h e  dancers came ou t ,  d ressed  i n  

apron l i k e  l o i n  c l o t h s ,  f r i nged  v e s t s ,  leggings  and masks. 

"What i s  t h e  meaning of t h e  Pascola  dances and of t h e  masks?" I 

asked s tanding  on a  low w a l l  t o  g e t  a  b e t t e r  view. "Is t h e r e  a  

r e l i g i o u s  s i g n i f i c a n c e  t o  t h e  dances?" 

"There i s , "  Car los  s a i d .  "The Yaquis be l ieve  t h a t  baptism 

a l ready  e x i s t e d  before t h e  coming of t h e  Spaniards.  Those who d id  n o t  

wish t o  be baptized became enchanted. They had t h e  power t o  t ranscend 

dea th ,  and e x i s t e d  on an i n v i s i b l e  p lane  superimposed on t h e  Yaqui 

t r i b a l  t e r r i t o r y .  The Yaqui be l ieve  t h a t  t h e r e  i s ' a n o t h e r  world which 

is always t h e r e ,  j u s t  a s  t h i s  world surrounds us ."  

"Are t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people ghosts  o r  phantoms?" 

"They a r e  no t  dead,"  Carlos explained.  "The Yaquis c a l l e d  them 

t h e  people of t he  Monte. They be l ieve  t h a t  t h e  unbaptized ones o r  

i n v i s i b l e  ones a r e  t h e  source  of t h e  dances and music played f o r  t h e  

pascola .  " 

"There a r e  s t o r i e s  o t  caves i n  t h e  h i l l s  where men have encoun- 

t e r e d  t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people and have learned t o  p l ay  t h e  music t o r  t h e  

pascola  dances d i r e c t l y  trom them," Benny i n t e r j e c t e d .  

"What about t h e  dances themselves?" I asked. "Who taught  them t h e  

movements?" 

"The people of t h e  Monte," s a i d  Benny. "They, t o o ,  a r e  learned 

' with t h e  he lp  o t  t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people. Sometimes one can hear  pasco la  
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music i n  t he  bush where t h e r e  a r e  no people. And t h e  Yaqui know t h a t  

it i s  t h e  people o t  t h e  Monte playing.  Persona l ly ,  I t h i n k  i t ' s  the  

wind. But then,  I ' m  no t  a  Yaqui." 

I watched t h e  e a s t  end where t he  dancing had begun. The dancers 

were making t h e  most b i z a r r e  movements, as  it they had no c o n t r o l  over 

t h e  musculature of t h e i r  arms and legs .  And t h e  sounds t h a t  came out  

o t  t h e i r  mouths were a n i m a l i s t i c  growls and s h r i e k s  u n l i k e  any human 

sounds I had ever  heard. 

"They look wierd ,"  I whispered t o  Carlos.  "And they  sound even 

weirder .  " 

"That ' s  because they a r e  g iv ing  the  d e l i b e r a t e  impression t h a t  

they  a r e  coming from t h e  s p i r i t  world. The reason they  wear masks and 

make those  u n i n t e l l i g i b l e  sounds, i s  because they haven ' t  y e t  learned 

t o  speak t h e  Language of men, o r  move t h e i r  arms and l e g s  a s  i s  proper 
. 

t o  human beings.  The dancers  must be introduced g radua l ly  i n t o  t h e  

world o t  men." 

As we moved c l o s e r  t o  t h e  ea s t e rn  ramada, Benny explained and 

Car los  t r a n s l a t e d  o t h e r  a spec t s  of Yaqui t r a d i t i o n .  I learned t h a t  

t h e  dancers a r e  Delieved t o  have a  d i r e c t  connection w i t h  t h e  animals 

of  t h e  Monte, whom they regard  a s  t h e i r  guardians  and t eache r s .  The 

e n t i r e  dance is  a  d ramat iza t ion  OF the  passage from one world ,  t h e  

i n v i s i b l e  realm of t ime le s s  ex i s t ence ,  i n t o  t h e  world o t  temporal and 

s p a c i a l  l i m i t s  inhabi ted  by man. And then they moved back i n t o  t h e  

t ime le s s  wi th  t h e  help  of t h e  animals t h a t  t h e  masks represen ted .  

As I watched t h e  dancers i n  t h e i r  costumes, I n o t i c e  t h a t  on 

t h e i r  ca lves  and ankles  they wore bands on to  which were sewn hundreds 

l o r  cocoons t h a t  r a t t l e d  whenever they took a  s t ep .  They danced i n  a 
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c i r c l e ,  moving t h e i r  arms and l egs  rhythmical ly  t o  t h e  musicians 

tunes .  A f t e r  a  whi le  they seemed t o  l o s e  t h e i r  s t rangeness  and moved 

smoothly i n  synchronizat ion with  t h e  music. Then they advanced t o  t h e  

c e n t e r  of t h e  square ,  then turned s e p a r a t i n g  t o  f a c e  t h e  f o u r  d i r e c t -  

i o n s ,  a l l  t h e  while thumping t h e i r  f e e t  so  t h a t  t h e  cocoon r a t t l e s  

made dry rasp ing  sounds. They mingled w i t h  t h e  music of t h e  v i o l i n s ,  

drums and f l u t e s ,  s o  t h a t  t oge the r  they produced a  hypnot ic  mixture  of 

mesmeric reverbera t ion .  

A f t e r  a  wh i l e ,  ano ther  dancer came out  t o  j o i n t  t h e  group of 

pasco la  dancers.  Benny s a i d  he was t h e  deer  dancer ,  which was denoted 

by t h e  t a c t  t h a t  he was wearing a  d e e r ' s  head a s  p a r t  of h i s  costume. 

He symbolized t h e  magical  deer  t h a t  inhabi ted  Monte, t h e  realm 

t h a t  e x i s t e d  before time began. Accompanying t h e  deer  dancer ,  w a s  a  

," 
group o t  s i n g e r s ,  s i ng ing  s p e c i a l  songs. 

'Eees .  The deer  songs a r e  very p o e t i c , "  Benny s a i d .  

"What a r e  they about?" I asked. 

"They a r e  songs of t h ings  t h a t  happened long ago. But it i s  n o t  

necessary  t o  bel ieve t h a t  they r e a l l y  happened o r  t h a t  they a r e  t r u e  

t o  app rec i a t e  t h e i r  beauty.. The Yaqui t ake  p r i d e  i n  t h e  t e l l i n g  of 

t h e s e  s t o r i e s  . I t .  

I watched a s  t h e  deer  dancer moved h i s  t a u n t  body. He seemed t o  

have g r e a t  endurance. H i s  head was bowed a s  i f  i n  a  t r a n c e ,  induced by 

t h e  rhythmic shakes of t h e  g i a n t  gourd r a t t l e s  he he ld  i n  each hand. 

He no longer  seemed aware o t  t h e  world around him, a s  i f  h i s  own 

r e p e t i t i v e  movements had c a r r i e d  him i n t o  another  realm. 

I no t i ced  t h a t  t h e  monotonous sounds were a l s o  having a  d e l i t e r -  
1,' 
e :  
, . ious a f f e c t  on me. I seemed t o  have e n t e r e d  a  mild s t u p o r  brought on 

. . 
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by t h e  r e p e t i t i v e  sound o t  t h e  instruments and by t h e  rhythmic 

thumping o t  t h e  dancer ' s  f e e t  t h a t  made t h e  c l u s t e r  of cocoons on h i s  

ankles  r a t t l e .  A t  one p o i n t ,  it seemed as  i f  I were viewing t h e  

dance r ' s  world superimposed on t h e  r e a l i t y  t h a t  was i n  f r o n t  of me. 

The more I focused my a t t e n t i o n  on t h e  dancer wearing t h e  deer  

mask, t h e  more my own head began t o  sway. I heard a vo ice  i n s i d e  me 

t e l l i n g  me t o  keep my eyes on t h e  dancer. H i s  movements seemed 

p a r t i c u l a r l y  smooth a s  it  he were prope l led  by an o u t s i d e  f o r c e ;  a s  i f  

h i s  body was no longer made of f l e s h  and bone. He was f l u i d ,  empty, 

merging wi th  t h e  world of t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people and t h e  s p i r i t  animals. 

Perhaps ,  what t h e  Yaqui believed w s  t r u e ;  and t h a t  dancing and wea r ing .  

masks allows one t o  t ranscend one ' s  humanness, s l i p  o u t s i d e  t h e  g r i p  

of t ime,  and momentarily perceive  from a d i f f e r e n t  pe r spec t ive .  

Like t h e  s o r c e r e r s  who had t r a i n e d  me, a consummate dancer can 

grasp knowledge and s e e  t h ings  beyond t h e  l i m i t a t i o n s  o t  h i s  human 

form. Perhaps,  f o r  a moment, through t h e  union w i t h  t h e  dance and the  

sound of t h e  reed w h i s t l e ,  drums, and r a t t l i n g  of a thousand dry 

cocoons, he  i s  ab l e  t o  become what he  was before t h e  a n a l y t i c  mind 

began t o  dominate man. I t  1 s . a  way of regaining h i s  h e r i t a g e  and once 

aga in ,  becoming one w i t h  t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people of t h e  t i m e l e s s ' p l a n e .  

As I watched t h e  dancers thumping t h e  ground wi th  t h e i r  l e g s ,  and 

moving i n  a semi c i r c l e ,  I r e a l i z e d  how incomprehensible t h e  world of 

t h e  Yaqui Indian was t o  an o u t s i d e r .  Unless a person became a Pascola 

dancer ,  s teeped i n  Yaqui ways, one could no t  r e a l l y  a p p r e c i a t e  t h e  

event  t h a t  were tak ing  place .  And t o  be a dancer one had t o  be a 

member of t h e  Yaqui c u l t u r e ,  and even t h e n ,  it would t a k e  yea r s  of 
, &  

' t r a i n i n g  with  a master  t eache r ,  t o  p e r f e c t  t h e  a r t .  Unless,  one 



learned d i r e c t l y  from one of t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people o r  animals of t h e  

Monte. 

It  was c l e a r  t o  me t h a t  an e x t e r n a l  d e s c r i p t i o n ,  such a s  those  

presen ted  by a n t h r o p o l o g i s t s ,  would n o t  adequately  d e p i c t  what went on 

i n s i d e  t h e  Yaqui deer  dance r ' s  head. An a n t h r o p o l o g i s t ,  as  an 

observer ,  could only  d e s c r i b e  what he saw from h i s  e x t e r n a l  vantage 

p o i n t ;  f o r  example, t h e  costumes, t h e  dances s t e p s ,  o r  t h e  s t o r i e s  

t h a t  were t o l d  by t h e  s i n g e r s  about Yaqui h i s t o r y .  The an th ropo log i s t  

would analyze t h e  Yaqui myths, record  t h e i r  music and e v e n t u a l l y  f i l e  

them away i n  t h e  enthomusicological  a r c i v e s  a s  p a r t  of a  dying 

t r a d i t i o n .  

U r  he might examined t h e  Yaqui s o c i a l  s t r u c t u r e  t o  s e e  how people  

were organized i n  terms of t h e  s t a t u s  and r o l e s  o r  t h e i r  k in sh ip  

1') r e l a t i o n s h i p s . ,  O r  he might dwel l  on t h e  prescr ibed  o r  p roscr ibed  . . .  

behaviors t h a t  t h e  members need t o  f u l f i l .  He could d i scuss  t h e  t a s k s  

each person had t o  accomplish i n  o rde r  f o r  t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s  t o  run 

smoothly. For example, what were t h e  d u t i e s  of t h e  b lue  and red 

f i e s t e r o s .  Or he might examine t h e  func t ion  t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s  and 

dances had i n  s e rv ing  t h e  community o r  t h e i r  importance i n  s t rengthen-  

i ng  s o c i a l  s o l i d a r i t y .  

I t  was obvious t h a t  t h e  c e l e b r a t i o n s  gave t h e  people  a  s t r o n g  

sense  of communal cohesion. Hundreds had gathered wi th  t h e i r  f a m i l i e s  

and r e l a t i v e s  from neighboring towns t o  watch t h e  dances,  and t o  w a i t  

t o r  food t o  be served and t h e  dr ink ing  t o  begin. An an th ropo log i s t  

would undoubtedly r e p o r t  t h a t  t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s  o f f e r  i ts p a r t i c i p a n t s  

and s p e c t a t o r s  a chance t o  escape t h e  mundane drudgery o f  everyday 

l i f e .  Through r i t u a l  express ion ,  it takes  t h e  c o l l e c t i v e  mind ou t  of 
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t h e  realm of t h e  profane and e l eva t e s  it t o  t h e  l e v e l  of t h e  s ac red ,  

rev iv ing  t h e  ever-present  myths of t h e  p a s t .  A s  t h e  dancers t e l l  

s t o r i e s  wi th  t h e i r  masks and movements, people could r e l i v e  t h e  events 

of Yaqui h i s t o r y ,  thereby,  g iv ing  f l e s h  and substance t o  happenings 

t h a t  may or may no t  have occurred i n  a c t u a l  t ime.  

A s  t h e  gamut of an thropologica l  exp lana t ions  of t h e  f e s t i v i t i e s  

ran through my mind, it was evident t h a t  i n  order  t o  understand 

something, it was no t  enough t o  s ee  t h ings  from an o b j e c t i v e  view- 

p o i n t ,  de sc r ib ing  th ings  i n  order  t h a t  o t h e r  r e sea rche r s  could 

r e p l i c a t e  what one heard and saw. I n  order  t o  understand t h e  phenome- 

non one needed t o  become a member of t h a t  s o c i e t y  o r  group. What was 

it  l i k e ,  I wondered, t o  b e  behind t h e  mask of t h e  dancer ,  t o  c r e a t e  

t h e  f e s t i v a l ,  not  as  an o u t s i d e r ,  but a s  a member of t h e  group, and 

s e e  t h e  world as  t h e  deer  dancer himself saw it. I n  o the r  words, one 

had t o  b i t e  i n t o  an apple  t o  t a s t e  o r  exper ience i t s  essence ,  not  

merely desc r ibe  i t s  p rope r t i e s  from t h e  ou t s ide .  

Yet t h e  reverse  was a l s o  t r u e .  A Yaqui Ind ian ,  wi thout  having 

a t tended a u n i v e r s i t y ,  would f i n d  it  impossible t o  understand t h e  

concepts and t h e o r i e s  of t h e  d i s c i p l i n e  of Anthropology. For a 

person who could n o t  read o r  w r i t e ,  t h e  r u l e s  of academic l i f e  would 

be incomprehensible. The masked dancer could never  become a professor  

of anthropology,  un less  he went through t h e  ranks and worked h i s  way 

up t h e  s c h o l a s t i c  ladder .  For t h a t ,  he would have t o  begin a t  an e a r l y  

age t o  l e a r n  t h e  r ami f i ca t ions  of academic l i f e .  I t  would t a k e  years  

of spec i a l i zed  t r a i n i n g ,  j u s t  a s  it would t o  become a pasco la  dancer. 

When t h e  dances were over ,  t he  dancers mingled wi th  t h e  crowds, 

t o  e n t e r t a i n  t h e  ch i ld ren  a s  was p a r t  o t  t h e i r  du t i e s .  Pa ren t s  had 
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,..., > 
,.. ; ho i s t ed  t h e i r  ch i ld ren  onto t h e i r  shoulders ,  s o  they could s e e  t h e  

clowning and cavor t ing  t h a t  was t ak ing  place .  I no t i ced  t h e  c h i l d  i n  

f r o n t  of me, r i d i n g  on h i s  f a t h e r ' s  back. For an i n s t a n t ,  I had t h e  

c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  I ,  t o o ,  had r idden  on someone back, and n o t  a s  a  ch i ld .  

Yet f o r  t h e  l i f e  of me I could n o t  remember when it had been. 

Then, a s  I watched t h e  c h i l d ,  looking over h i s  f a t h e r ' s  shoulder ,  

a  t o t a l  r e c o l l e c t i o n  s t r u c k  me, a s  it blown on t h e  nagging breeze 

t h a t  kept  r u f f l i n g  t h e  back of my neck. I saw myself hanging from t h e  

harness i n  t h e  g i a n t  t r e e  i n  f r o n t  of C l a r a ' s  house. Someone was 

s tanding  a t  t h e  t o o t  02 t h e  t r e e ,  grabbing my l e g s  and swinging me 

back and f o r t h .  I d i d n ' t  g e t  nauseous o r  dizzy.  On t h e  con t r a ry ,  I was 

y e l l i n g  g l e e t u l l y ,  t o  be pushed aga in ,  t o r  t h e  s ensa t ion  o t  swinging 

was sheer  d e l i g h t  t o  me. 

I looked down and saw Carlos pushing me. H e  asked i f  I wanted t o  

r i d e  on h i s  shoulders .  I s a i d  I was too  heavy, but he s a i d  t h e  

harness would support  most o t  my weight. I lowered myself down onto 

h i s  shoulders  and held  onto h i s  head. tie hooked h i s  arms around my 

l egs  and o f f  we went i n  smal l  c i r c l e s .  We were laughing s o  hard t h a t  

I d i d n ' t  even n o t i c e  t h a t  t h e  harness  had go t t en  tangled.  When he l e t  

go, I was sp inn ing  l i k e  a  top t h a t  had been wound up. 

I shook my head t o  d i s p e l  t h e  memory. I t  cou ldn ' t  have happened, 

I thought ;  it was something I was j u s t  imagining. Yet t h e  v i s i o n  and 

f e e l i n g  o t  having known Carlos before  was s o  s t r o n g  and de l inea t ed  

t h a t  I had t r o u b l e  d i s p e l i n g  it. I took hold of h i s  arm, s o  as n o t  t o  

g e t  separa ted  as  we moved through t h e  crowd on our  way back t o  t h e  

c a r .  



, :  Benny had wanted t o  s t a y  f o r  t h e  dancing and f i reworks ,  but 

Carlos s a i d  he needed t o  make another  s t o p ,  t o  c o l l e c t  some masks and 

perhaps a  s e t  of cocoon r a t t l e s  f o r  t h e  museum. We l e f t  Benny i n  t h e  

company of some of h i s  f r i e n d s ,  and drove back t o  Vicam S t a t i o n .  But 

before reach ing  t h e  town, Car los  suddenly v e e r e d  of f  t h e  main 

highway, on to  an obscure road a s  i f  he knew exac t ly  where he was 

going. 

Af t e r  s e v e r a l  miles  of a  bumpy r i d e ,  he parked t h e  c a r  on a  w e l l  

packed a r e a  of ground nea r  an adobe house almost completely hidden by 

shrubs.  As we got  o u t ,  he s a i d  ca sua l ly ,  t h a t  we were n o t  t h e r e  t o  

look a t  masks, but t h a t  it was don J u a n ' s  house and he  had wanted t o  

s ee  i f  he was home. Car los  c a l l e d  out  announcing our  p resence ,  but no 

one came t o  t h e  door. I w a i t  i n  t h e  car  whi le  Carlos walked down t h e  

I road t o  s e e  i f  he could ca tch  don Juan r e tu rn ing  from t h e  s t o r e .  

Carlos s a i d  he  had a s t r o n g  f e e l i n g  t h a t  he would encounter him on t h e  

road the  way he had done on t h e  previous occasions he had come t o  

v i s i t  him. 

For a  wh i l e  I waited i n  t h e  c a r ,  then I grew r e s t l e s s a n d  decided 

t o  s i t  on a  bench t h a t  was near  t h e  house. I wanted t o  ske t ch  t h e  

fences and t h e  Sonoran house cons t ruc t ion ,  t o  complement t h e  ske t ches  

I had made e a r l i e r  o t  t h e  d e s e r t  chapar ra l .  I brought a  b o t t l e  of 

mineral  wate r  wi th  me from t h e  c a r  and made myself comfortable on t h e  

roughly hewn bench. 

A f t e r  a  few minutes,  a  wiry  man in  h i s  e a r l y  f i f t i e s  came out  of 

t h e  house and s t r e t c h e d  a s  i t  he had been as leep.  I gree ted  him and 

t r i e d  t o  exp la in  i n  Spanish,  who I was and why I was s i t t i n g  under h i s  

I ramada. 



"I a l r eady  know who you a r e , "  he s a i d  i n  Engl ish .  

He had on a  sombrero and a s  he introduced himself  a s  Juan Matus, 

he removed it from h i s  head and made a  s l i g h t  bow i n  t h e  manner of a  

gentleman. When he r a i s ed  up aga in ,  I could s e e  h i s  face .  I f e l t  my 

stomach s i n k  and my mouth t a l l  open a s  I r e g i s t e r e d  a  moment o f s h e e r  

confusion.  I t  was John Michael Abelar. I could bare ly  recognize him 

but i t  was unmistakably he. He had t h a t  same s t r e n g t h  and vibrancy,  

and t h e  same sh iny  eyes t h a t  could change i n  an i n s t a n t  from calmness 

t o  f e r o c i t y .  

" M r .  Abelarl  What a r e  you doing dressed up a s  a  Yaqui Ind ian?  I 

almost d i d n ' t  recognize  you." 

"When i n  Rome, do as  t h e  Komans do," he s a i d  wi tha  laugh. ' I n  

t h e s e  p a r t ' s  I ' m  known as  Juan Matus. But you can c a l l  me what ever  

you wish." 

A f t e r  t h e  i n i t i a l  shock of see ing  him had subsided,  I was 

s u r p r i s e d  a t  how easy it was t o  be i n  h i s  company. The energy he 

imparted t o  t h e  encounter made my inheren t  s t i f f n e s s  vanish.  I knew I 

ought t o  have been t e r r i f i e d  of him, but somehow I wasn ' t .  He exuded 

a  sense o t  reasonableness and f a i r n e s s  t h a t  gave t h e  impression t h a t  

i n  a l l  h i s  dea l ings ,  he was impeccable. I n  f a c t ,  I was s o  a t  e a s e  w i th  

him t h a t  I wanted t o  regard him as  a  f a m i l i a r  r e l a t i v e . "  

" J u s t  d o n ' t  c a l l  me grandpa," he  teased  read ing  my thoughts.  

" I ' l l  c a l l  you don Juan ,  l i k e  Car los  does,"  I sa id .  "As you s a i d ,  

when i n  Rome, do a s  t h e  Komans do." 

He nodded. I no t i ced  t h a t  on h i s  porch were a  s e t  of cocoon 



r a t t l e s  l i k e  t h e  ones t h e  Pascola  dancers had used ,  and a l s o ,  s e v e r a l  

masks s i m i l a r  t o  t h e  ones Car los  had bought a t  t h e  neighboring s t o r e s .  

"Seeing those  cocoon r a t t l e s ,  I thought t h a t  a  pasco la  dancer 

l i v e d  h e r e , "  I s a id .  "Do you go around masquerading a s  one?" 

Don Juan laughed. " I ' v e  lea rned  a tew of t h e  Yaqui dance s t e p s  i n  

my youth ,"  he admitted. "I l i v e d  many years  i n  Pascua,  a  Yaqui town i n  

Arizona. " 

"What kind o t  dances d id  you do?" I asked him. 

"The deer  dance was my s p e c i a l t y , "  he s a i d  walking over t o  where 

I was s i t t i n g .  He glanced a t  my notebook i n  which I had a l r eady  begun 

ske tch ing  p a r t  o t  t h e  ramada and some of t h e  masks. 

"Can you t e l l  me about t h e  deer  dance?" I asked cover ing my 

drawings w i t h  my forearm. I d i d n ' t  t e l l  him about t h e  dances I had 

j u s t  seen i n  Potam. 

"Do you want a demonstrat ion?" he of fe red .  

For a moment I h e s i t a t e d  wondering i f  I shou ldn ' t  w a i t  f o r  Car los  

t o  r e tu rn .  

"Carlos won't be back f o r  q u i t e  a whi le ,"  don Juan informed me. 

"Right now h e ' s  on h i s  way t o  Ciudad Obregon on some business."  

"What kind of business?"  I asked alarmed. "Besides h i s  car is  

here ,  how i s  he going t o  g e t  t he re?"  

"Someone is  d r i v i n g  him i n  her  c a r , "  he s a i d  wi th  an emphasis on 

t h e  ' h e r ' .  He peered a t  me a s  i f  t o  a s se s s  my r eac t ion .  

I r e g i s t e r e d  a moment of uneasiness .  "You mean h e ' s  looking f o r  

more masks? And what about me? What am I supposed t o  do, wa i t  i n  t h e  

c a r  u n t i l  he comes back?" 



"You're no t  t h e  only business  he has ,  young lady ," don Juan s a i d  

s t e r n l y .  'R igh t  now h e ' s  occupied elsewhere. He l e f t  you here  i n  my 

care .  " 

'Bu t  when is  he coming back?" 

"Not t o n i g h t , "  he s a i d  t e r s l y .  He gave me a look t h a t  l e f t  no 

room f o r  any more ques t ions  o r  commentary. 

"You've always been i n t e r e s t e d  i n  movements and i n  m a r t i a l  a r t s , "  

he reminded me. "Yaqui dances a r e  q u i t e  d i f f e r e n t  from O r i e n t a l  move- 

ments. " 

Don Juan stooped over and began t o  put  on t h e  cocoon r a t t l e s  t h a t  

he had removed from a peg. Up c l o s e ,  I could s e e  they were made from 

hundreds o t  d r i ed  moth l a r v a e  sewn onto a wide l e a t h e r  s t r a p  which he 

t i e d  around h i s  ca lves .  T h e n h e  reached f o r  a mask of a d e e r ' s  head,  

1 
l i k e  t he  one t h e  deer  dancer i n  Potam had worn. P a r t  of  i t  was made 

ou t  of a r e a l  d e e r ' s  head w i t h  ea r s  and a pointed snout and a n t l e r s .  

Don Juan was ready t o  demonstrate t h e  deer  dance. Eager ly ,  I 

picked up my pad and p e n c i l  t o  j o t  down no te s .  ijenny had explained 

t h a t  t he  masked dancers communicated with t h e  realm of t h e  i n v i s i b l e  

ones through t h e i r  movements, but I s t i l l  d id  n o t  know how it was done 

o r  what t h e  dance s t e p s  s i g n i f i e d .  

Don Juan began smoothly s l i d i n g  h i s  sandled f e e t  over t h e  d i r t  

f l o o r  under t h e  ramada, seemingly brushing t h e  ground wi th  dee r  hoofs .  

H i s  back was s l i g h t l y  arched and h i s  head was looking down. With 

ankles  and knees bent ,  h i s  movements took on a s l e e k ,  g r a c e f u l  

appearance a s  i f  he were i d e n t i f y i n g  with  t h e  animal t h e  mask repre-  

sented.  H i s  body became more l imber ,  h i s  movements l i g h t  y e t  f o r c e f u l .  

He twis ted  h i s  w a i s t  and t o r s o  back and f o r t h ,  swaying h i s  arms 



rhy thmica l ly  behind him t o  t h e  dry r a t t l i n g  sound of t h e  cocoons. Then 

a s e r i e s  o t  raspy y e t  muffled shakes followed a s  he r epea t ed ly  thumped 

down on the  ground,  a l t e r n a t i n g  h i s  f e e t .  

He began t o  chant i n  a monotonous tone i n  a Language I could n o t  

understand.  The thumping and r a t t l i n g  continued u n t i l  my eye l id s  grew 

heavy. I thought it must be t h e  hea t  o r  a l l  t he  excitement of t h e  day 

t h a t  was making me t i r e d  and I t r i e d  hard t o  keep my eyes open. but 

soon my head began bobbing up and down j u s t  l i k e  don J u a n ' s ,  u n t i l  I 

could no Longer s t a y  awake. The l a s t  t h ing  I remember was my n o t e  pad 

s l i p p i n g  out  of my l ap  onto  t h e  ground, but I d id  n o t  have t h e  

v o l i t i o n  t o  p i ck  it up. 

I was watching a purp le  c i r c l e  of l i g h t  i n  f r o n t  of my eyes 

opening u n t i l  I no longer saw a man masquerading a s  a d e e r ,  gyra t ing  

t o  t h e  sound of chant ing and cocoon r a t t l e s .  I was s e e i n g  a f o r e s t ,  

and s tanding  i n  f r o n t  of me gazing back through t h e  opening of t he  

purp le  eye,  was a magnificent  deer .  The hollow r a t t l i n g  faded i n t o  t h e  

d i s t a n c e  and mingled wi th  t h e  wind r u s t l i n g  t h e  branches o f  t h e  p ines ,  

t h e  leaves on t h e  ground, and wi th  t h e  rushing of a nearby stream. 

flesmerized, I watched t h e  deer  gazing back a t  me.. I knew what it 

was th inking.  I t ' s  words--for t h i s  dream deer  cold talk--came t o  me on 

t h e  r u s t l i n g  sounds of t he  ground leaves .  More wordless sounds s p i l l e d  

o u t  of i t s  mouth l i k e  a foun ta in  of bubbles t h a t  f l o a t e d  toward me. 

I n s t a n t l y ,  I and t h e  deer  became f r i e n d s ,  f o r  it t o o ,  could comprehend 

my thoughts.  

"Don't be su rp r i s ed  t h a t  you can understand me," s a i d  t h e  deer 

wi thout  moving i t s  mouth. Although he spoke without  words,  t h a t  was 

t h e  meaning h i s  eyes were express ing.  "If you l e t  go of your l imi t ing  
. . 
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ideas  o t  what i s  r e a l  and u n r e a l ,  a l l  s o r t s  of t h ings  can happen. Deer 

can t a l k  t o o ,  and have f e e l i n g s . "  

I thought ,  am I dreaming? What happened t o  t h e  d e s e r t ?  How did I 

come t o  t h i s  fo rgo t t en  f o r e s t ?  No sooner had I thought t h e s e  t h i n g s ,  

when t h e  deer  t o l d  me t h a t  t h e  f o r e s t  e x i s t s  i n  another  realm--the 

realm o t  myth-- and one e n t e r s  t h a t  realm by l e t t i n g  go of t h e  world 

i n  which one l i v e s .  

"Hut how d i d  t h i s  happen?" I wondered. "Did I j u s t  t a l l  a s l e e p ? "  

"The shaman's r a t t l e s  helped t r a n s p o r t  you,"  explained t h e  d e e r ,  

i t ' s  l i q u i d  eyes shimmering i n  t h e  mellow af ternoon l i g h t .  "His 

rhythmic sounds pu t  you t o  s l e e p  and made you wake i n  t h i s  enchanted 

realm. I am your f r i e n d ,  your guardian animal. If you have any 

ques t ions  about th ings  j u s t  f i n d  me and I w i l l  t e l l  you t h e  answers. 

Now i s  t h e r e  anything i n  p a r t i c u l a r  you would l i k e  t o  know?" 

I n s t i n c t i v e l y  I looked f o r  my notepad. I wanted t o  w r i t e  every- 

t h i n g  down t h e  deer  s a i d ,  so  t h a t  when I awoke, I would have proof 

t h a t  I had r e a l l y  been where I seemed I was. I wanted t o  ask t h e  deer  

a i l  s o r t s  o t  ques t ions ,  d e t a i l s  about t he  f o r e s t  and t h e  n a t u r e  of t h e  
. . g:, 

world I was i n ,  but t h e  more I t r i e d  t o  t h ink ,  t h e  l e s s  I could<. 

formulate  my thoughts. 

"What is t h e  meaning of l i f e ? "  I b lu r t ed  ou t .  

The dee r  looked a t  me t o r  an i n s t a n t  and then begun t o  laugh,  and 

a s  he laughed a  mi l l i on  bubbles came out  o t  i t s  mouth u n t i l  a  golden 

f o g  r o s e  up around me, completely opaquing t h e  f o r e s t  and t h e  deer  

i t s e l f .  A l l  I heard was t h e  rushing stream and it was t h a t  sound t h a t  

brought me back t o  t h e  d e s e r t  hu t ,  and t o  t h e  masked deer  dancer who 

I was s tanding  over my slumped body s t a r i n g  a t  me. Slowly, I remembered 



who and where I was and marvelled a t  t h e  sorcery by which don Juan had 

t r anspor t ed  me i n t o  t h e  dream realm. I wanted t o  ask it he had a l s o  

seen the  dee r ,  o r  i f  he had a c t u a l l y  become t h e  deer  h imse l f ,  but it 

took too  much e f f o r t  t o  speak.  

Don Juan took o t t  h i s  mask and sc ru t in i zed  me trom hea t  t o  foo t .  

He knew t h a t  I had seen a  v i s i o n .  I wanted t o  ask him how it was done, 

how the  purple  eye had opened r i g h t  i n  f r o n t  of me, but he motioned 

t o r  me t o  remain s i l e n t .  He gave h i s  cocoon r a t t l e s  a  few more shakes 

a s  he stepped away trom me, then he stooped over and u n t i e d  t h e  

r a t t l e s  from h i s  ankles .  

"The cocoons a r e  made of d r i ed  moth l a r v a e , "  he expla ined ,  

holding them up f o r  me t o  see .  "When so  many a r e  gathered t o g e t h e r ,  

they  have t h e  power t o  break b a r r i e r s  and t o  t r a n s p o r t .  The mask of. 
. . , , 

, . t h e  deer c a l l s  t he  guardian s p i r i t  t o  come t o  t h e  window of t h i s  

world. Then i t ' s  easy t o  s l i p  though. You had a  s h o r t  journey,  but now 

you know it can be done. And you can go i n t o  t h e  world of dreaming 

again  whenever you want." 

I s t a r e d  a t  don Juan ,  only ha l f  be l iev ing  him. The thought 

occurred t o  me t h a t  he had pu t  some powdered herbs i n t o  t h e  wate r  I 

had been dr ink ing  when he  stooped over t o  look a t  my drawing. And t h a t  

t h a t  was what had a f f e c t e d  me. I glanced a t  t h e  b o t t l e  on t h e  mud 

br ick  ledge.  

"It was t h e  deer  mask and t h e  cocoon r a t t l e s , "  he assured  me. 

"Nothing i n  your dr ink.  If t h e  dance and dancer have power, t oge the r  

they can t r a n s p o r t  one t o  t h e  o the r  s i d e . "  

Don Juan hung t h e  r a t t l e s  on a n a i l  on t h e  ramada pos t .  He 



c a r e t u l l y  wrapped t h e  deer  mask i n  a p i e c e  o t  c l o t h  then  excused 

himself  and went i n s i d e  t h e  house t o  put  it away. 

The t w i l i g h t  s p i l l e d  over  t he  ground c a s t i n g  l i q u i d  shadows 

everywhere. For a long time I s a t  s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  notebook on t h e  

ground,  wa i t i ng  t o r  don Juan t o  come back so  I could ask  him more 

ques t ions .  But when he d i d n ' t  come o u t ,  I f i n a l l y  go t  up enough energy 

t o  go i n s i d e  t h e  house t o  look t o r  him. But don Juan wasn ' t  t he re .  He 

seemed t o  have vanished,  perhaps though t h a t  i l l u s i v e  c r ack  i n t o  t h e  

world o t  dreaming. 
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Cleansing Angelica 

I t  was too  windy t o  s i t  under t h e  ramada i n  t h e  dusk,  and too  

spooky t o  wa i t  i n s i d e  don J u a n ' s  house, s o  I decided t o  s i t  i n  t h e  car  

u n t i l  Car los  o r  don Juan re turned .  I was absorbed i n  w r i t i n g  up my 

n o t e s ,  when I heard a  knocking on t h e  windshield.  I nea r ly  jumped 

through t h e  car  roof .  Don Juan was s t a r i n g  through t h e  g l a s s  motion- 

ing  me t o  r o l l  down t h e  window. 

" L e t ' s  go f o r  a  walk," he s a i d  when I g o t  out  of t h e  c a r .  He was 
, .. 

. . c a r r y i n g  a  bundle t i e d  t o  h i s  back l i k e  a  knapsack. 

"fiut won't  it be dark soon?" I s a i d .  

'So much the  b e t t e r  ," he r e p l i e d .  

Obedient ly ,  I put on my poncho and sombrero and followed him i n t o  

t h e  chapa r r a l .  According t o  my compass, which I always c a r r i e d  with 

me, we were heading i n  a  wes t e r ly  d i r e c t i o n .  A s  I trudged behind 

him, I no t i ced  h i s  hands. The t i p s  of h i s  middle and r i n g  f i n g e r s  

were cur led  and pressed a g a i n s t  t h e  palms, while t h e  thumbs, index,  

and pinky f i n g e r s  were extended i n  a  n a t u r a l  pos i t i on .  

,, Keep your f i n g e r s  l i k e  t h i s  and you won't t i r e  y o u r s e l f , "  he 

s a i d  holding up h i s  hand f o r  me t o  see.  "And pos i t i on ing  your gaze 

j u s t  above t h e  horizon helps  t o  q u i e t  your thoughts. If you succeed, 

you w i l l  have more energy whi le  walking." 

"Where a r e  we going?" I asked t r y i n g  t o  copy h i s  hand p o s i t i o n .  



"To a  p lace  of power," he s a i d  picking up h i s  pace. 

Even thought I kept  my gaze j u s t  above t h e  hor izon a s  don Juan 

had recommended. I could n o t  q u i e t  my thoughts.  I was l i n i n g  up in  my 

mind a l l  t h e  ques t ions  I had been unable t o  ask him e a r l i e r .  Now they 

were b u r s t i n g  t o  g e t  out .  

"Was it r e a l l y  t h e  power of t h e  mask and dance movements t h a t  

cause  me t o  have t h a t  v i s i o n  of t h e  deer?"  I b l u r t e d  out .  

"The r a t t l i n g  o t  t h e  cocoons was t h e  l i n e  t h a t  took you i n t o  t h e  

dream world and t h e  l i n k  t h a t  brought you back," don Juan s a i d .  "But 

t h e  dancer himself can move someone with  h i s  i n t e n t . "  

"What do you mean by i n t e n t ? "  I asked. 

I mean t h a t  t h e  energy coming ou t  o t  t he  dancer can impinge on 

t h e  energy of t h e  obse rve r ,  and can change t h e  world around him. You, 

J being l i q u i d ,  were e a s i l y  moved." 

'But  is t h e r e  r e a l l y  another  world one can e n t e r ?  Do you be l ieve  

t h e  Yaqui myth o t  t h e  realm of t h e  Monte populated by i n v i s i b l e  

people? And what about t h e  s p i r i t  animals ,  do they e x i s t ? "  

He stopped t o  pee r  a t  me f o r  an i n s t a n t .  "Af te r  what you've s een ,  

how can you ask t h o s e  ques t ion?"  

8 ,  I j u s t  want your op in ion , "  I s a i d  defens ive ly .  

"The Yaqui Ind ians  c a l l  it t h e  realm of t he  Monte, but I c a l l  it 

t h e  world o t  dreaming," he  s a i d .  "Women a r e  b e t t e r  a t  s l i p p i n g  i n t o  

t h i s  realm than men because they a r e  l e s s  r i g i d  i n  t h e i r  expec ta t ions  

and b e l i e f s .  Now, no more ques t ions .  L e t ' s  walk i n  s i l ence . "  

The d i s t a n t  h i l l s  were a l r eady  bathed i n  shades of dark purple .  

And t h e  sky was what my a r t  t e ache r s  had always c a l l e d  a  p e r f e c t  

I wa te rco lor  sky; w i th  bi l lowing clouds i n  d i f f e r e n t  shades o t  g rey ,  
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r e d ,  and pink.  We came towards a clump of green shrubby and a long 

row of co t ton  wood t r e e s .  When we were c l o s e r ,  I could s e e  t h a t  t h e  

upper branches of t h e  t r e e s  had been c u t  o f f ,  a s  i f  they had been 

harvested o r  someone had done a poor job o t  pruning. S t i l l ,  it was one 

of t h e  tew a r e a s  i n  t h e  t e r r a i n  where t h e r e  was lush  vege ta t ion .  

"Tha t ' s  t h e  Yaqui r i v e r , "  don Juan s a i d  po in t ing  t o  t h e  clump of 

t r e e s .  "I t  c u t s  ac ross  t h e  t e r r i t o r y ,  b r ing ing  t h e  only source  of 

water  t o  t h e  land.  T h a t ' s  why p laces  along it a r e  power spo ts .  P l a n t s  

and animals f l o c k  t o  them, as  we l l  as  s p i r i t s  t h a t  seek moisture."  

We crossed over a low plank br idge,  t h a t  seemed about t o  f a l l  

a p a r t  under our  f e e t .  

" I t ' s  n o t  very b i g , "  I remarked, looking down. "And i t ' s  p r a c t i -  

c a l l y  dry. Somehow I e x p e c t e d a  r e a l  r i v e r  f u l l  of water ."  
, . , "Af te r  t h e  r a i n s  it f i l l s  up," he assured me. "But it i s  never  

very wide." 

We climbed down t h e  barranca t o  a creek on t h e  o the r  s i d e ;  it was 

one of t h e  a r e a s  where t h e  e a r t h  was moist .  Don Juan t o l d  me t o  be 

c a r e f u l  because t h e  rocks were s l i ppe ry .  A f t e r  walking down t h e  c reek  

f o r  a s t r e t c h ,  we .  s a t  on a rock. Don Juan took o f f  h i s  knaps.ack, 

reached i n  and handed me a round Mexican bread and an orange,  and some 

t h i n  s t r i p s  of d r i e d  meat. I was  famished f o r  I hadn ' t  e a t en  s i n c e  

lunch. We had missed t h e  tood a t  t h e  Holy T r i n i t y  f e s t i v a l ,  because a s  

v i s i t o r s ,  it would n o t  be s a f e  f o r  us t o  e a t  from t h e  s t r e e t  vendors. 

I began t o  p e e l  t h e  orange and wiped my f i n g e r s  on some dry 

leaves .  

From where we s a t  I could hear  t h e  t rucks  rumbling by on t h e  highway 

s t i r r i n g  up c louds  of dus t  and exhaust .  
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"Trucks i n  Mexico have names given t o  them by t h e i r  owners which 

they  p a i n t  above t h e  bumper," don Juan explained.  "The one t h a t  j u s t  

passed was c a l l e d  'wounded h e a r t . ' "  

I wondered how he knew t h a t ,  f o r  t h e r e  was no way he could have 

seen t h e  t ruck  from where we were s i t t i n g .  

1, I s e e , "  he s a i d  casual ly .  

"What does i t  mean t o  s e e ,  don Juan?"  

" I t  means d i f f e r e n t  th ings  t o  d i f f e r e n t  people. Sometimes, i t ' s  

having t h e  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  a  t h ing  is  so. Other times i t s  a vo ice  t h a t  

t e l l s  you something s p e c i f i c .  O r  it can be a v i s u a l  s e n s a t i o n  of 

s ee ing  energy f i b e r s  o r  co lo r s  moving around a person,  p l a n t ,  animal 

o r  o b j e c t .  I t  can even be a longing t h a t  g r i p s  you, and d o e s n ' t  l e t  

,, you go. 

' I  have a longing t h a t  d o e s n ' t  l e t  me go ,"  I s a id .  "But I d o n ' t  

know what it  is. I can never vo ice  it. I t  comes from s o  f a r  away." 

Don Juan looked a t  me f o r  a moment then .shook h i s  head. "Tha t ' s  

n o t  s ee ing ,  t h a t ' s  c a l l e d  indulging." 

He l e t  ou t  a s p u r t  of genuine laughter .  I wanted t o  argue wi th  

him but h e  shook h i s  head. 

' I  bet it has something t o  do wi th  f i nd ing  love , "  h e  s a i d  g iv ing  

me a nudge. 

"I suppose you ' r e  r i g h t , "  I conceded. " B u t  don ' t  s o r c e r e r s  love  

o r  want t o  be loved?" 

"They do. But n o t  i n  t h e  way ord inary  people f a l l  i n  and ou t  of 

love.  A s o r c e r e r ' s  a f f e c t i o n  i s  p e e r l e s s .  He has no ves ted  i n t e r e s t  o r  

pe r sona l  at tachment t o  h i s  f e e l i n g .  I t  i s  given wi thout  any s t r i n g s  

a t t ached .  And once given,  it is never  ever  r e t r a c t e d . "  
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The f i n a l i t y  of h i s  s ta tements  gave me a c h i l l .  I t  made any 

no t ion  of love t h a t  I had eve r  come across  seem p a l t r y ,  i n f e r i o r  and 

soaked i n  emotional indulging.  

"I d o n ' t  know it I could commit myself i n  such a f i n a l ,  a b s o l u t e  

way," I s a i d ,  o f f e r i n g  him h a l f  o t  t h e  bread. 

Don Juan laughed and s a i d  t h a t  i t  had nothing t o  do wi th  pe r sona l  

cho ice  o r  commitment. I t  was r a t h e r  a ques t ion  of f a t e ,  t o  which one 

e i t h e r  acquiesced and ac t ed  impeccably o r  r e s i s t e d  t o  o n e ' s  dying 

brea th .  

"The flow of f a t e  b r ing ing  people t oge the r  is  r a r e  and mys te r i -  

ous , "  he s a i d  s o f t l y .  "Only a b l ind  t o o l  o r  knowledge c r i m i n a l  would 

n o t  acquiesce  t o  such a g i f t . "  

"What i s  a knowledge c r imina l ?"  

His eyes were g lossy  a s  i f  remembering something t h a t  happened 

long ago. "Someone who knows b e t t e r  but o b s t i n a t e l y  r e fuses  t o  a c t  

upon h i s  knowledge." Then he laughed and s a i d  t e a s i n g l y ,  "Don't worry,  

t h i s  i s  n o t  a p ropos i t i on  from an o l d  man." 

I laughed too  but  a b i t  more nervously than I had in tended .  Don 

Juan was t a r  from being an old  man. 

Another t ruck  drove by. I wondered where it was going. Perhaps t o  

Mazatlan, o r  Guadalajara ,  o r  even a s  f a r  sou th  as  Mexico Ci ty .  I 

commented t o  don Juan t h a t  I had never been t o  any of t h e s e  p l aces .  

"You' l l  go t h e r e  soon,"  he s a i d  wi th  such c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  I was 

fo rced  t o  ask ,  "How do you know? Are you see ing  again?"  

"Carlos w i l l  t a k e  you t h e r e , "  he s a i d .  "Zuleica  is  i n  Guadal jarea  

wa i t i ng  f o r  you. She has something t o  teach you." 



"Can' t  I s t a y  here  w i t h  you?" I asked t e e l i n g  a t  ea se  i n  h i s  

company and a f r a i d  t o  death  of what Zuleica had t o  t each  me. 

"No, your pa th  is d i f f e r e n t .  We a r e  a l l  bound t o  he lp  you, but 

you a r e  no t  l i k e  us .  You have t o  r e t u r n  t o  Los Angeles. You have o t h e r  

t h ings  t o  do." 

"What w i l l  I have t o  do?" I asked alarmed. 

T h a t  i s  f o r  t h e  s p i r i t  t o  decide. I t  w i l l  t e l l  you and your 

power w i l l  d i c t a t e  what you a r e  capable ot ."  He nudged me and s a i d  

s o f t l y .  "You a r e  capable o t  more than you r e a l i z e . "  

J u s t  then a gus t  o t  wind r u s t l e d  t h e  l eave  of t h e  cottonwood 

t r e e s .  I f e l t  a  c h i l l  t h a t  en te red  my very bones. The consequence of 

n o t  being up t o  t h e  s p i r i t ' s  cha l lenge  was too d i v e s t i n g  t o  fo rmula t e ,  

so  even thought I d i d n ' t  know what t h a t  cha l lenge  might be, I decided 

t o  s e i z e  it. 

"Te l l  me more about t h e  deer  dancer ,  don Juan.  Exact ly  how does 

t h e  dancer e n t e r  i n t o  another  realm?" 

Don Juan took of f  h i s  h a t  and wiped h i s  forehead wi th  a ke rch ie f  

he had i n  h i s  s h i r t  pocket.  " A t  f i r s t ,  e n t e r i n g  t h e  dream world may be 

a f r i g h t e n i n g  exper ience;  o r  it may only seem l i k e  a dream from which 

one d o e s n ' t  wake up. But f o r  a s o r c e r e r ,  t h a t  dream is  r e a l  and i f  

you go i n t o  t h a t  world o f t e n  enough, it w i l l  become r e a l  f o r  you too." 

"How can a s o r c e r e r s  o r  Yaqui say t h e  dream world is  r e a l ? "  I 

asked. "Can't  they t e l l  t h e  d i f f e r e n c e  between t h e  waking s t a t e  and 

dreams?" 

"For s o r c e r e r s  i t ' s  r e a l  because they can a c t  i n  t h e  dream s t a t e  

w i th  c e r t a i n t y  and con t ro l .  They s t a l k  t h e i r  dreams; they can l e a r n  



.., 
t h i n g s ,  t i n d  t h i n g s ,  understand th ings  t h a t  a r e  no t  c l e a r  i n  t he  

everyday world." 

"What kind of th ings?"  

"Things about t h e  f u t u r e ,  o r  what someone i s  doing mi les  away. 

I t ' s  a  way of see ing  beyond what i s  i n  f r o n t  of you." 

"Are you t a l k i n g  about d i v i n a t i o n ,  don Juan?" 

The Anthropological  l i t e r a t u r e  was f u l l  of r e f e rences  how i n  

p r i m i t i v e  c u l t u r e s  the  shaman, e n t e r s  a  t r a n c e  t o  s e e  what t h e  f u t u r e  

h o l d s ,  t o  diagnose i l l n e s s ,  o r  t o  seek ou t  t h e  proper  t rea tment .  

Afr ican witchdoctors  were p a r t i c u l a r i t y  fond of u s ing  smoke and 

charred bones o r  t he  l i v e r  of chickens t o  make f o r e c a s t s .  Magic, so r -  

c e r y ,  d i v i n a t i o n ,  w i t c h c r a f t ,  a i l  t hese  a r e a s  were a  p a r t  of t he  

Anthropological  t r a d i t i o n ;  y e t  they always had seemed s o  f a r  removed 

from our  a c t u a l  day t o  day a c t i v i t i e s ,  our  persona l  l i v e s .  To t h e  

Yaqui, such a c t i v i t i e s  d i d  n o t  seem s t r a n g e  a t  a l l .  Don Juan ,  h imse l f ,  

had used h i s  dancing t o  open t h e  door t o  t h e  world of t h e  s p i r i t s ,  t o  

a  d i f f e r e n t  r e a l i t y .  A world t h a t  was t o r  a  s o r c e r e r  a s  r e a l  and 

p r e d i c t a b l e  a s  t h e  everyday world was f o r  us .  

"The magical  realm of t h e  Yaqui i s n ' t  ex t r ao rd ina ry  a t  a l l , "  don 

Juan s a i d .  " I t ' s  not  a  p a r t  of  t h e  s u p e r n a t u r a l  o r  an a spec t  of t h e  

s ac red  and protane dichotomy an th ropo log i s t s  s o  r e a d i l y  s e t  up." 

"How do you know about what an th ropo log i s t s  do?" I asked. 

"Arizona i s  t u l l  o t  Anthropologis t , "  he laughed. "Espec ia l ly  t he  

t r i b a l  a r eas  around Tucson. Someone i s  always t r y i n g  t o  g e t  a  poor 

sucker  t o  answer a  ques t ionna i r e  f o r  a  few d o l l a r s .  They go around 

making ca t ego r i za t ion  schemes without  eve r  knowing what they a r e  

, t a l k i n g  about." 



"My sent iments  e x a c t l y , "  I s a i d .  "But I t r i e d  t e l l i n g  t h a t  t o  one 

of my p ro fe s so r s  once and he  accused me of n o t  being p r o f e s s i o n a l  

m a t e r i a l ,  and proceeded t o  k ick  me out  of h i s  o f f i c e . "  

"You h a v e . t o  l ea rn  t o  s t a l k  your p r o f e s s o r s , "  don Juan recommend- 

ed. " O r  t h e y ' l l  gobble you up f o r  breakfas t .  Those p ro fe s so r s  f e a s t  on 

young co-eds ." 
"How do I s t a l k  them?" I asked. 

"Treat  t h e  Univers i ty  a s  a  hunt ing ground. I f  you go t h e r e  t o  be 

discovered,  o r  t o  be l i k e d ,  o r  t o  make a  s ta tement ,  y o u ' l l  f a l l  f l a t  

on your f ace .  I f  they sense  you a r e  cha l lenging  them, t h e  p e t t y  

t y r a n t s  w i l l  pu t  up a  f i g h t  and they  almost always win.'' 

"How can I overcome them?" I asked. "They a r e  men, they  a r e  

p e t t y ,  and they hold t h e  power." 
, . < 

. . ,  "You walk around them on c a t  f e e t ,  and never  l e t  them know your . .. 

opinions o r  what you a r e  th ink ing .  A consummate s t a l k e r  has no opin- 

ions. He o r  she  adapts t o  any circumstance,  s w i f t l y  and smoothly l i k e  

wind. I f  they th ink  they have you cornered,  you a r e  a l r eady  somewhere 

e l s e .  Be e l u s i v e  and unconta inab le ,  but devas t a t i ng ly  powerful." 

"That sounds l i k e  a  c o n t r a d i c t i o n  t o  me," I s a i d .  

J u s t  then another  gus t  of wind r u f f l e d  t h e  ground leaves .  I t  blew 

a  bunch r i g h t  i n t o  my lap .  -Don Juan laughed and s a i d  I was going t o  

make a superb s t a l k e r ,  provided t h a t  I t r e a t e d  everything a s  c o n t r o l i -  

ed f o l l y ,  and make myself ze ro  s o  no one would be a b l e  t o  g rab  hold  of 

me. 

"Besides,  only  someone who is  a s  l i g h t  a s  t h e  wind can pass  

through t h e  cracks  between t h e  wor lds , "  don Juan continued.  

"What do you mean by t h e  cracks  between t h e  worlds?" I asked. 
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"The s o r c e r e r s  s e e  t h a t  t he  world of t h e  s p i r i t s  e x i s t s  and t h a t  

t h e r e  a r e  e n t i t i e s  o t h e r  than  human beings and animals t h a t  roam the  

e a r t h , "  don Juan s a i d .  "But they e x i s t  behind a  w a l l  t h a t  is f u l l  o t  

cracks  s o  t o  speak. A s o r c e r e r  t akes  t h a t  knowledge f o r  granted j u s t  

, as  Westerners t ake  t o r  g ran ted  t h e  be l ie f  i n  God, heaven, t h e  s c i e n t i -  

f i c  method, o r  t h e  Pope's i n f a l l i b i l i t y ,  o r  walking on t h e  moon, o r  

anything e l s e  t h a t  a f f e c t s  t h e i r  everyday l i ves . "  

"Are you say ing  t h a t  Ne i l  Armstrong never walked on t h e  moon? Ur 

t h a t  he passed through some s o r t  of cosmic crack t o  g e t  t h e r e ? "  

'Not a t  a l l .  Only t h a t  it t akes  a  tremendous e f f o r t  f o r  man t o  

br ing  i n t o  h i s  awareness t h e  end r e s u l t  t h a t  of a  man walking i n  o u t e r  

space.  O r  t h a t  a  man i n  Rome i s  t h e  d i r e c t  r e p r e s e n t a t i v e  of God on 

e a r t h ,  o r  t h a t  a Virgin  conceived a  son. I n  t h e  l i g h t  of t h e s e  f e a t s  

of in tending ,  t h e  knowledge t h a t  o t h e r  e n t i t i e s  c o e x i s t  w i th  man on 

e a r t h  does n o t  t a k e  such a  g r e a t  l eap  of f a i t h . "  

I looked around. I had never regarded s p i r i t s  a s  p a r t  of my d a i l y  

world ,  but a s  a  c h i l d  I d i d  s e e  shadows coming a l i v e ,  and had a t  

t imes ,  f e l t  t h e  presence of a  guardian angle. I had a l s o  assumed 

s a i n t s ,  f a i r i e s ,  e lves  and leprechauns e x i s t e d ,  even though I had 

never seen one. So it was n o t  so  d i f f i c u l t  t o  accep t  t h a t  t h e  Yaqui 

Ind ians ,  t o o ,  had s p i r i t  e n t i t i e s ,  l i k e  t he  s p i r i t  deer  I had encoun- 

t e r e d ,  who p r o t e c t  and adv i se  them as  do our supe rna tu ra l  he lpers .  

' I f  t h e  Yaqui say t h e r e  i s  a  s p i r i t  world and t h a t  they  l e a r n  in 

dreams, a  person would have t o  experience t h i s  kind of l e a r n i n g  t o  

know what they a r e  t a l k i n g  about , "  I t o l d  don Juan. "It t h e  Yaqui 

address  themselves t o  a  mythological  realm and t r e a t  it a s  r e a l i t y ,  i n  



orde r  t o  understand i t ,  t h e  an thropologis t  must do t h e  same. He must 

make t h e i r  myths h i s  r e a l i t y . "  

I t o l d  don Juan t h a t  it is t h e  Anthropologis ts  t a s k  t o  desc r ibe  

t o  t h e  bes t  o t  h i s  a b i l i t y  what goes on i n  another  c u l t u r e ,  i n  

another  r e a l i t y ,  t h e  way members o t  t h a t  c u l t u r e  s e e  and l i v e  it. 

Therefore ,  he has t o  be a s  open and a c c e s s i b l e  t o  phenomena t h a t  he 

encounte rs ,  no ma t t e r  how s t r a n g e  they might be; no ma t t e r  how d i f f e -  

r e n t  trom h i s  own expec ta t ions  o r  exper iences .  I n  s h o r t ,  t h e  f i e l d  

worker must suspend judgement while he is doing research.  Only i n  t h i s  

way might he go beyond h i s  l imi t ed  way of t h ink ing ,  h i s  e thnocentr ism;  

and h i s  pe rcep tua l  b ias .  Furthermore, by see ing  another  r e a l i t y ,  

one' s own taken- tor-granted r e a l i t y  would l o s e  i t s  u l t i m a t e  

importance. 

"Women make t h e  best  s o r c e r e r s , "  don Juan s a i d  a f t e r  l i s t e n i n g  t o  

my d i scour se ,  "and no doubt t h e  best  an th ropo log i s t s  too." 

"Why is  t h a t ? "  

"Because they a r e  much more s e n s i t i v e  than  men. They can exper i -  

ence and accept  t h ings  beyond t h e i r  range more r e a d i l y  wi thout  t h e  

i n s i s t e n c e  on r e a s s e r t i n g  themselves t h e  way men do. On t h e  o the r  

hand, women a r e  much more vu lnerab le  and must be cushioned from t h e  

shock of encountering o t h e r  r e a l i t i e s .  They tend t o  indulge and l o s e  

t h e i r  underpinnings a t  t h e  drop of a  ha t . "  

I laughed because t o r  a  moment I thought he had s a i d  women l o s e  

t h e i r  'underpants '  a t  a drop of a  ha t .  

"That t o o , "  don Juan s a i d  laughing. "But un fo r tuna t e ly  t h e r e  i s  

never  a  sho r t age  of men t o  support  them i n  t h a t  department." 



I n  a  more s e r i o u s  no te  he added t h a t  i f  a  woman was sober ,  

courageous, and adventuresome, and d i d n ' t  l o s e  h e r  underpants ,  she 

could uncover myster ies  beyond her  w i ldes t  expec ta t ions .  

"But doesn ' t  she  have t o  have s p i r i t  he lpe r s?"  I asked. 

" I t ' s  t r u e ,  some s p i r i t s  a r e  h e l p e r s , "  don Juan continued.  "Every 

person ,  upon b i r t h ,  r ece ives  a  totem animal t h a t  p r o t e c t s  and advises  

him throughout h i s  l i f e t i m e .  Perhaps ,  yours i s  t h e  deer." 

I l i ked  deer. I was born i n  an a r e a  f u l l  of f o r e s t s ,  and p l e n t y  

of deer .  I enjoyed being i n  t h e  f o r e s t ,  being s t i l l ,  remaining hidden. 

I had t o  agree ,  I had something in common with  deer  by way of tempera- 

ment. 

"What i s  your totem animal ,"  I asked. 

"The crow. I have always had an a f f i n i t y  w i t h  them, every s i n c e  
. , 

j my t eache r  showed me how t o  become one." 

"I l i k e  b i r d s  t o o , "  I s a i d .  "I o f t e n  dream I ' m  f l y ing . "  

"Crows a r e  e x c e l l e n t  s t a l k e r s , "  don Juan added. "And some of t h e  

Pascola  mask dep ic t  them." 

I f i n i shed  t h e  orange and t h e  r e s t  o t  t he  d r i ed  meet. 

"The dancer,  i t  he has  power can a c t u a l l y  can t u r n  i n t o  t h e  

animal he po r t r ays , "  don Juan continued.  " I ' v e  t a lked  t o  and observed 

q u i t e  a number of Pascola  dancers .  For some, t h e  dance is merely a  

means t o  show o f f ,  but t o r  o t h e r s  t h e  dance is a  veh ic l e ;  t h e  mask, 

t h e  music and t h e  mesmeric movement of t h e  cocoon r a t t l e s  usher  t h e  

dancer i n t o  t h e  s p i r i t  realm. There he can l e a r n  about t h e  mys te r ies  

o t  t h e  un iverse ,  and even t i n d  answers t o  l i f e ' s  fundamental ques- 

t ions .  " 



Don Juan gave me a nudge and I knew he was r e f e r r i n g  t o  what I 

had asked t h e  s p i r i t  deer .  O r  perhaps Carlos had t o l d  him about our 

meeting i n  t h e  Anthropology department when I had asked him t h e  same 

ques t ion .  

"It you meet t h e  deer  i n  your dreams," he advised me, "ask him 

about t h e  meaning o t  l i t e .  He w i l l  t e l l  you what you want t o  know." 

" I s  t h a t  what you do,  don Juan? Learn i n  your dreams?" 

Don Juan nodded. "And through see ing .  Right now I s e e  t h a t  t h e r e  - 
i s  a  pa tch  of ange l i ca  growing over  there .  Exactly t h e  p l a n t  we came 

a l l  t h i s  way t o  f ind. ' '  

We got  up and walked toward t h e  bend i n  t he  creek where don Juan 

had s a i d  t h e  p l a n t s  were growing. 

"What a r e  t h e  p l a n t s  t o r ? "  I asked. 

"They a r e  inva luab le  t o r  female s o r c e r e r s , "  he s a i d .  " I t  g ives  

them s o b r i e t y ,  purpose and cushion them from t h e  e r r a t i c  pe rcep tua l  

changes t h a t  they a r e  prone t o ,  e s p e c i a l l y  dur ing t h e i r  mens t rua l  

per iods . "  

E a r l i e r  a s  we walked he had stopped trom time t o  t ime t o  a l low me 

t o  examine c e r t a i n  p l a n t s  a t  c l o s e  range. He had caut ioned me no t  t o  

p i ck  any o t  them but only t o  remember what they looked l i k e ,  i n  case  I 

ever  needed t o  f i n d  them. There was Manzanil la,  s age ,  and a smal l  

p l a n t  w i t h  blue f lowers .  He had s a i d  t h a t  we were not  t h e r e  t o  gather  

he rbs ,  but t o  l e a r n  how t o  s t o r e  power. H e  assured me t h a t  i f  I ever  

needed t o  hea l  myself ,  i t  would be though manipulat ing energy d i r e c t -  

l y ,  n o t  by i n g e s t i n g  any p l an t .  There was one except ion t o  t h i s  r u l e ,  

and t h a t  was t h e  ange l i ca  p l an t .  



. , 
, , 
-- 

We walked up t o  some l a r g e  yellow-green p l an t s  t h a t  looked l i k e  

t a l l  overgrown ce le ry .  They had s h o t  up about a  yard and a t  t h e  t i p s  

were t u f t s  of d r i ed  s t a l k s  wi th  t i n y  brown seeds .  

"This i s  Angel ica ,"  he s a i d  t ak ing  o f f  a  b i t  of t h e  l e a f  and 

rubbing it between h i s  f i n g e r s .  

-- ' I t  smel ls  l i k e  c e l e r y , "  I s a i d  t ak ing  a  s n i f f .  "What does it 

t a s t e  l i k e ? "  

"Find out  f o r  y o u r s e l f , "  he s a i d  and gave me a  b i t  of t h e  seeds 

t o  chew. They t a s t e d  l i k e  b i t t e r  ce le ry .  

"Do I make an in fus ion  out  of t h e  leaves  o r  seeds?"  I asked. 

3 ,  You can,  o r  you chew on t h e  seeds d i r e c t l y ,  but i n  your case  i t '  

is  b e t t e r  t o  smoke it." 

'How do I smoke it?" 

I "You f i r s t  dry t h e  s t a l k s  and then c rush  a b i t  and put it i n  a  

p ipe  and l i t e  a  match t o  it." 

*, I ' v e  never smoke anything i n  my l i f e , "  I s a i d .  

'Not  even mari juana?"  he teased .  

"A t r i e n d  of mine gave me a j o i n t  once t o  t r y ,  bu t  I d i d n ' t  l i k e  

it. The smoke r e a l l y  h u r t  my lungs and made me sneeze. You s e e ,  I'm 

a l l e r g i c  t o  smoke." 

"This i s  no t  mari juana,"  he s a i d  s e r ious ly .  "Besides,  you 

probably inhaled too  much smoke i n t o  your lungs  when you should have 

allowed t h e  smoke t o  envelope you." 

"What does ange l i ca  smoke do?" I asked.  

"It c leans  t h e  energy f i b e r s  of t h e  body." 

He stepped back and gave me a  groggy look ,  running h i s  eyes up 
. ~ 

and downfrom head t o  toe .  "There 's  a  g r e a t  dea l  of d e b r i s  c l i ng ing  t o  
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your f i b e r s  i n  s p i t e  o t  your r e c a p i t u l a t i o n , "  he s a i d .  "So i n  

stubborn cases  l i k e  y o u r s e l f ,  one has t o  use  smoke t o  c leans  t h e  

double. You d o n ' t  have t o  i nha l e  it. J u s t  al low t h e  smoke t o  ca re s s  

you. I t  knows what t o  do. I t  w i l l  c lean  you without  you have t o  d i r e c t  

it." 

Don Juan gathered some of t h e  dry s t a l k s  and pu t  them i n s i d e  h i s  

knapsack. He s a i d  he would g ive  them t o  me l a t e r .  I f  I ran o u t ,  I 

would have t o  t i n d  t h e  nex t  batch myself.  

"What it  I c a n ' t  come back here?"  I s a i d .  

"Angelica grows everywhere," he r e p l i e d .  "You can f i n d  it i n  

abundance i n  t h e  canyons around Los Angeles. Then you have t o  l e t  t h e  

s t a l k s  dry and f i n d  a  p ipe  i n  your dreaming and pu t  some crushed 

leaves  i n s ide .  O r  you can l i g h t  t h e  t i p  of  t h e  s t a l k  d i r e c t l y . "  

We s a t  down on a  l og  and he asked me f o r  a  match. I pu l led  ou t  a  

match book from my pocket ,  f o r  along wi th  t h e  compass, I always c a r r y  

a  book of matches i n  my pockets s o  t h a t  I could gaze a t  i t s  f lame 

whenever I needed to .  I wondered how don Juan knew I had matches w i t h  

me. He lit a  dry s t a l k  about t h r e e  inches long by ho ld ing  a  match t o  

i t s  t i p .  Then he moved t h e  s t a l k  back and f o r t h  i n  f r o n t  of my nose 

and allowed t h e  smoke t o  enveloped me. The smoke made me caught and my 

eyes burn and I d i d n ' t  l i k e  t h e  s e n s a t i o n  a t  a l l .  But when t h e  smoke 

c l e a r e d ,  I experienced a  calmness and c l a r i t y  t h a t  was unprecedented. 

A t  f i r s t  I cou ldn ' t  p i n  po in t  exac t ly  what t h e  d i f f e r e n c e  was, 

then  I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  my calmness r e s u l t e d  from t h e  f a c t  t h a t  my 

i n t e r n a l  d ia logue had completely stopped.  I had no more thoughts .  I 

was content  t o  perce ive  d i r e c t l y ,  wi thout  f i l t e r i n g  every th ing  through 

8 words and thoughts.  I t e l t  t h a t  t h e  ' I '  t h a t  was always i n  command had 



vanished.  Somehow t h e  smoke had made th ings  abso lu t e ly  s t i l l  s o  t h a t  

t h e r e  was no s e p a r a t i o n  between t h e  a n a l y t i c a l  ' I '  and t h e  t h i n g s  it 

thought about.  

S u b t l e  a s  it was, it seemed l i k e  t h e  d i f f e r e n c e  between n i g h t  and 

day. During t h e  day everything i s  a g i t a t e d ,  t h e  s t r e e t s  a r e ' f u l l  of 

t r a f f i c  and no i se ,  t h e  energy of people ,  and the  t ens ion  and hu r ry  of 

l i f e ,  f i l l s  one 's  being. A t  n i g h t ,  t h ings  qu ie t  down. No one i s  going 

anywhere. The b i r d s ,  t o o ,  have s e t t l e d  i n  t h e i r  n e s t s  and a l l  i s  a t  

r e s t .  That was t h e  way I f e l t  a f t e r  I had inhaled only a  few p u f f s  of 

smoke; completely a t  r e s t ,  w i th  no hur ry ,  no wor r i e s ,  every th ing  had 

re turned  t o  i t s  n a t u r a l  p lace .  The world was t h e  way i t  should be, 

wi thout  t h e  cons tan t  i n t e r f e r e n c e  of thoughts and expec ta t ions .  

I t  w a s  an e x q u i s i t e  f e e l i n g  of s e r e n i t y  t h a t  t h e  smoke brought. 

I t  was Like burning incense i n  a  church. I began t o  breath deeply 

from my abdomen and r e l i s h e d  the  t r a n q u i l i t y  and ease  of having 

nothing t o  s a y ,  nothing t o  do, and no p l ace  t o  go, except t o  be where 

I was a t  t h a t  p r e c i s e  moment i n  time. I t  was a s  i f  my being had 

blended w i t h  e t e r n i t y  extending i n  f r o n t  of my eyes. 

"The a n g e l i c  smoke is l i k e  t h a t  ," don Juan s a i d  sens ing  my mood. 

t, I t  expects  nothing from you. It  humbly does i t s  j ob  of c l eans ing  away 

t h e  d e b r i s  of t he  p a s t .  I f  you a r e  emotionally upse t  o r  a g i t a t e d ,  

surround yoursel f  wi th  ange l i ca  smoke. No need t o  i nha l e  it. And only 

use  it when you f e e l  a g i t a t e d  and need t o  calm your se l f .  Never abuse 

it. Together wi th  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  it w i l l  served a s  a  means t o  

c leanse  and soothe t h e  e r r a t i c  bent of your na ture . "  

Don Juan r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  I d i d n ' t  need t o  use  a pipe  o r  t o  r e a l l y  

i nha l e  a t  a l l .  I could j u s t  l i g h t  a  b i t  of t h e  s t a l k ,  and l e t  t h e  

l a y  



smoke r i s e  wh i l e  holding t h e  p i ece  of ange l i ca  r o o t  i n  my l e f t  hand. 

The e f f e c t  would be t h e  same. The smel l  of  t h e  smoke, around me would 

be enough t o  c l e a r  my head and cause my i n t e r n a l  d ia logue t o  cease.  

He made a  sma l l  f i r e  o u t  of wood, t h e n  p l a c e  some branches of 

ange l i ca  t h a t  he had c o l l e c t e d  from t h e  ground, on top  of t h e  t i r e .  We 

s a t  i n  f r o n t  of  i t  f o r  a  whi le  and from time t o  t ime he used h i s  

j acke t  t o  f a n  t h e  smoke i n  my d i r e c t i o n .  When t h e  f i r e  had ex t inguish-  

ed i t s e l f ,  he took a  s t i c k  and po in ted  t o  t h e  charged remains. 

" E a r l i e r  you wanted t o  know about see ing , ' '  he s a i d .  "The anc i en t  

s o r c e r e r s  of our  l i neage ,  used many d i f f e r e n t  methods t o  understand 

t h e  s t a t e  of t h ings .  They used corn ke rne l s ,  t h e  p a t t e r n s  i n  t h e  

c louds ,  t h e  format ion of l eaves  i n  t h e  t r e e s  and on t h e  ground, o r  

a t t e r  a  f i r e  had gone o u t ,  t h e  placement of t h e  charred wood." 

(add s e c t i o n  from chapter  on f i r e  and d i v i n a t i o n )  



12  

Crow's Dream 

I t  was pas t  midnight by t h e  time we r e t u r n  t o  don J u a n ' s  house. 

Car los '  c a r  was s t i l l  parked where he had l e f t  i t ,  so I knew he  had 

n o t  re turned .  I wanted t o  s l e e p  i n  t h e  c a r  wi th  t h e  windows r o l l e d  up 

and t h e  doors locked,  but don Juan would n o t  hear  of it. 

"My house i s  a t  your d i s p o s a l , "  he s a i d  wi th  an a i r  of g a l l a n t r y .  

"P lease ,  make your s e l f  a t  home." 

He assured me t h a t  I would be p e r f e c t l y  s a t e ,  and he pe r sona l ly  

guaranteed t h a t  h i s  house had no f l e a s  because he  kept  no animals.  He 

l it  a  kerosene l an t e rn  and s e t  it on t h e  t a b l e  t h a t  was nex t  t o  a  cot .  

Tor i m  

il t h e  

He handed me a  folded wool blanket  and s a i d  he 

t o  s e e  some' people. He s t r e s s e d  t h a t  he wou 

fol lowing day. 

needed t o  go t o  

I d  no t  be back un t  

"What i f  someone comes snooping around he re?"  I s a i d  ill a t  ease. 

"No one w i l l  d i s t u r b  you," he assured me. 

,, How can you be so  c e r t a i n ? "  

"This house i s  wel l  p ro t ec t ed . "  

"By what? An i n v i s i b l e  alarm system?" I s a i d  wi th  a  laugh. 

"You could c a l l  it t h a t .  I have a  guardian t h a t  f r i g h t e n s  off  

any unwanted v i s i t o r s  ." 
A t  f i r s t  I thought he was r e f e r r i n g  a  guard dog, but before  I 



could ask him who t h i s  guard ian  was, he s a i d ,  "Sha l l  I show it t o  

you? " 

"No, no ,  no. I ' l l  t ake  your word t o r  i t , "  I s a i d  suddenly a f r a i d .  

I t  I was t o  s l e e p  t h e r e ,  I d i d n ' t  want any f r i g h t e n i n g  d e t a i l s  t o  play 

on my imagination.  

' I t  you do s e e  o r  h e a r  something unusual ,  i t ' s  b e s t  j u s t  t o  

ignore  i t , "  he s a i d .  

I nodded and took t h e  b lanke t .  When he l e f t  t h e  room, I l a y  down 

on t h e  c o t  t h a t  had a Lumpy horsehair  ma t t r e s s .  I t r i e d  t o  f a l l  

a s l e e p ,  bu t  s l eep  would n o t  come. A p a r t  o t  me was wide awake, on t h e  

a l e r t ;  t h e  o t h e r  p a r t  was despe ra t e ly  t ry ing  f a l l  as leep .  I n s t e a d  of 

f e e l i n g  t h e  hardness of t h e  ma t t r e s s  beneath me, I f e l t  a s  i f  I were 

suspended . i n  a s o f t  co t ton  b a t t i n g  t h a t  was warm and numbing. I a t t r i -  

! buted t h i s  odd sensa t ion  t o  t h e  s t r ange  v i b r a t i o n s  i n  t he  room t h a t  

made a l l  hardness d i s so lve .  I t  was a l i q u i d  room, moving, changing 

shapes i n  t h e  darkness.  Or,  perhaps ,  it was my blood o r  a d r e n a l i n  

surging through my body, o r  being in  t h e  nagua l ' s  l a i r ,  bu t  t h e  

buzzing became louder u n t i l  my body seemed t o  d i sappear  and a l l  t h a t  

was l e f t  of me was a d u l l ,  o v e r a l l  t i ng l ing .  

The f e e l i n g  was remin iscen t  of t h e  f i r s t  n i g h t  I had spent  i n  

C la ra ' s  t r e e  house. On t h a t  occas ion ,  being o f f  t h e  ground had made my 

body expand, balloon outward, and I had been enveloped wi th  t h e  same 

sensa t ion  of f l o a t i n g  wi th  no s e l f  re fe rence  i n  terms of my phys i ca l  

s i z e  o r  shape. Emi l i to  had l a t e r  explained t h i s  s e n s a t i o n  a s  my 

double coming out  and t a k i n g  ove r ,  because being i n  t h e  t r e e  house had 

i n h i b i t e d  t h e  p u l l  o t  g r a v i t y  on my phys ica l  body. 
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I was remembering Emi l i to  and t h e  mysterious t r e e  house,  when I 

heard a  snapping t h a t  sounded l i k e  a  twig breaking,  coming from a  p i l e  

of baskets  i n  t h e  corner of t h e  room. A l l  my senses  were on a l e r t .  

The f r o n t  of my body seemed t o t a l l y  open a s  it t h e r e  were a  huge 

gaping ho le  where my stomach and ches t  should have been. I s t r a i n e d  

t o  s e e  i n  t h e  darkness ,  but could see  only  t h e  o u t l i n e s  of t h e  para-  

phane l ia  i n  t h e  room; a  few gourds hanging from ropes,  two Yaqui 

masks, one o t  a  dee r ,  another  o t  a  crow hooked t o  t h e  p o s t ;  t h e  

s i l h o u e t t e  t h e  keros ine  l a n t e r n  on t h e  t ab l e .  

I heard t h e  no i se  again .  The snapping might have been a g i a n t  

c r i c k e t ,  except t h a t  t he  sound was too  c l i pped ,  too  b r i t t l e .  I t  was.  

more l i k e  t h e  c l i c k  of a  meta l  dimestore toy i n  t h e  shape of a  f r o g  o r  

a  mouse t h a t  snaps when t h e  meta l  l eve r  i s  depressed and r e l ea sed .  Now 

1 
. . t he  c l i c k  was on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  of t h e  room; it seemed t o  have moved 

c l o s e r  t o  t h e  co t .  I r a i s e d  up a  b i t ,  l ean ing  aga ins t  t h e  fo lded  

bur lap  bag t h a t  served a s  a  p i l low.  I jumped when I heard t h e  sound 

nex t  t o  my head. 

The c l i c k  came again ,  t h i s  t ime by t h e  door. I t  made t h e  a r e a  i n  

my midsect ion l e a p  whenever it snapped. Whatever t h e  sound was, i t  was 

d e f i n i t e l y  hopping about t h e  room, as it t r y i n g  t o  a t t r a c t  my a t t e n -  

t i o n .  As I l a y  wide awake t r y i n g  t o  a n t i c i p a t e  from where t h e  nex t  

c l i c k  would be coming, I r e a l i z i n g  t h a t  t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  world was f u l l  

of t h e  unexpected. I decided t o  fol low don Juan ' s  advice and ignore  

what ever  i t  was i n  t h e  room. I must have f a l l e n  a s l eep ,  t o r  I 

d r i f t e d  i n t o  a  dream t h a t  seemed t o t a l l y  r e a l .  

I was t ak ing  t h e  crows mask o f t  t h e  wa l l  and put  i n  on my head. 

Don Juan was going t o  show me some movements. F i r s t  he demonstrated 
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how I should p o s i t i o n  my f e e t .  Bending my knees,  I had t o  r a i s e  up on 

t h e  b a l l s  of my f e e t  then thump down onto  t h e  h e e l s  repea ted ly .  I 

copied h i s  a c t i o n ,  r a i s i n g  my hee ls  o f f  t h e  ground then sha rp ly  

p lac ing  them down again. A f t e r  a  whi le ,  i t  became a  s i n g l e  smooth 

performance involving my ankle  and knee j o i n t s .  1 f e l t  my l e g s  become 

rubbery,  v i scous ;  my hands were hanging loose ly  a t  my s i d e s .  I 

imagined myself a  wine maker trampling on a  v a t  of grapes wi th  my bare 

f e e t .  

Then fol lowing don J u a n ' s  l ead ,  I arched t h e  upper p o r t i o n  of my 

back a s  i f  I were l i f t e d  by some e x t e r i o r  f o r c e ,  and br ing ing  my arms 

ou t  t o  t h e  s i d e s  of my body, I opened them up l i k e  t h e  wings of an 

enormous b i rd .  . My head was inc l ined  forward and I was looking down, 

whi le  r a i s i n g  my arms up and down i n  conjunct ion w i t h  my breathing.  I 
~. 

f lapped my arms again  and aga in  i n  a  r e p e t i t i v e  ac t ion .  

A f t e r  what seemed an e t e r n i t y ,  t h e  ground i n  f r o n t  of me opened 

and 1 was no longer  dreaming 1 was s tanding  waving my arms i n  simula- 

t ed  f l i g h t .  I was a c t u a l l y  i n  t h e  a i r ,  soa r ing  over  a  b rea th t ak ing  

view of t h e  d e s e r t .  1 could s e e  vege ta t i on ,  i r r i g a t i o n  d i t c h e s ,  roads ,  

and t h e  p i t a y a  fences  around t h e f l a t  roofed adobe houses. A s 1  soared 

i n  t h e  a i r ,  I moved my arms s o  vigorously  t h a t  I was growing t i r e d .  I 

heard don Juan say t h a t  I d i d  no t  have t o  f l a p  s o  hard;  but t h a t  I 

could,  i f  I wished, simply g l i d e .  

A t  h i s  suggest ion,  I l e t  go and exper ience t h e  most e x q u i s i t e  

s ensa t ion  of g l i d i n g  through t h e  a i r .  I could f e e l  t h e  wind r u f f l e  my 

s l e e k  black f e a t h e r s .  And i n  t h e  d i s t a n c e  I could s e e  t h e  most 

b e a u t i f u l  snow capped mountains. I suspected they  were t h e  sacred  
', . , 

. mountains of t h e  mythical  Yaqui world,  but they were a s  r e a l  as any 
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format ion i n  t h e  waking world. They were brea th tak ing  i n  t h e i r  

splendor;  more b e a u t i f u l  than any landscape I had ever  seen on t h i s  

e a r t h .  I f lew over t h e  v a l l e y ,  soa r ing ,  then f l a p p i n g  my wings, only 

t o  g l i d e  again.  Then I heard music d r i f t i n g  toward me from t h e  d i s -  

t ance .  As t h e  music t i l l e d  my very being,  I experienced a s t a t e  of 

e x q u i s i t e h a p p i n e s s .  I heard don Juan say  t h a t  I could land i f  I was 

t i r e d .  I looked down and saw a grove of t a l l  t r e e s  and headed f o r  t h e  

top  branches. 

8 ,  You can s t o p  moving your arms now," don Juan s a i d .  "The crow has 

s a f e l y  landed." 

I perched on t h e  branch and r e s t e d .  I could f e e l  my crow's body, 

my beak and head, and my f ea the ry  wings. I was preening myself t h e  

way b i r d s  do, happy t o  be in  t h e  t r e e  w i t h  t h e  breeze r u s t l i n g  t h e  
> ,  

8 , , . . .  leaves .  When I had r e s t e d ,  I swooped down t o  a f i e l d ,  and began 

hopping on t h e  ground. Af t e r  a wh i l e ,  another crow, came and hopped 

along s i d e  me. Then t h e  s t r a n g e s t  t h i n g  happened. The crow mounted me 

and we mated t h e  way crows do. Not t h a t  I had t h e  f a i n t e s t  no t ion  of 

how crows mated. Yet I was c e r t a i n  I was experiencing t h e  a c t  t h e  way 

crows d id  it. I n  f a c t ,  t h e  o t h e r  crow, i n  no t  t ime a t  a l l ,  had me in 

t h e  p o s i t i o n  he  wanted, and a p l ea su rab le  in terchange followed. The 

r e a l i z a t i o n  t h a t  t h e  o the r  crow was don Juan made it a l l  t h e  more 

e x h i l a r a t i n g .  

I n  t h a t  dream, I saw and t e l t  th ings  t h a t  f o r  t h e  r a t i o n a l  mind 

a r e  incomprehensible. And al though my r a t i o n a l  mind was circumvented, 

my senses  were keen and I experienced an outpouring of t h e  most 

profound a f f e c t i o n .  I t  was t h a t  surge  of emotion t h a t  c r ea t ed  such a 

s t i r r i n g  in  t h e  depth of me t h a t  I would always remember t h e  f e e l i n g  



of my crow's body and what it i s  l i k e  t o  s o a r  through t h e  a i r  l i g h t e r  

than wind. 

A f t e r  a  while t h e  f i e l d  vanished and I found myself again  

s t and ing  i n  don J u a n ' s  house,  f l app ing  my arms i n  t h e  s t y l i z e d  crow's 

f l i g h t .  I f e l t  something rough brushing my f a c e ,  and I heard breath- 

ing  t h a t  wasn ' t  my own. I r e a l i z e d  then t h a t  t h e  blanket  was rubbing 

my cheek and t h a t  it was I who was brea th ing  heav i ly  i n  my s l eep .  A s  

t h e  moment of dua l  awareness merged, I awoke and found myself l y i n g  on 

t h e  co t .  I remembered every d e t a i l  of t h e  dream, and I c losed my eyes 

t o  r e c a p t u r e  t h e  f e e l i n g  of t h e  wind rushing a g a i n s t  me and t o  b r ing  

back t h e  g lo r ious  mountain range surrounding t h a t  rapturous  v a l l e y .  

For a long t ime ,  I l a y  awake i n  t h e  darkness ,  ha l f  l i s t e n i n g  f o r  

t h e  c l i c k i n n g  sounds t o  come aga in ,  but they had stopped. So had t h e  

. , , ~. loud buzzing t h a t  had permeated t h e  room. Ligh t  was sh in ing  through 

t h e  widow a s  dawn was breaking. I leaned over f o r  my notepad and pen 

and wrote  down every th ing  I could remember about t h e  crow's dream. The 

image of t h e  t e r r a i n  was c r y s t a l  c l e a r ,  and I could s t i l l  hear  t h e  

music of t h e  mountains and f e e l  i t s  melodic s t a i n s  s o f t l y  v i b r a t e  

i n s i d e  my body. When I had f i n i s h e d  w r i t i n g  down my r e c o l l e c t i o n s ,  I 

pu t  my notebook a s i d e  and dozed o f t  again .  I awoke s e v e r a l  hours l a t e r  

w i th  t h e  sun sh in ing  i n  my eyes. I could t e l l  by t h e  l i g h t ,  i t  was 

going t o  be an extremely ho t  day. I s a t  up when I heard don Juan 

coming i n  t h e  door. 

"How were your accommodations?" he asked opening a sack of 

g r o c e r i e s  he had placed on t h e  t a b l e .  "Not too  uncomfortable, I 

t r u s t ? "  

' I  had t h e  most v i v i d  dream of f l y i n g  over t h e  d e s e r t , "  I s a id .  



He asked me t o  descr ibe  t he  dream i n  d e t a i l ,  which I d i d ,  f o r  it 

was s t i l l  f r e s h  i n  my mind. He looked a t  me and smiled a s  i f  he knew 

I had d e l i b e r a t e l y  l e f t  out  t h e  p a r t  about t he  two crows cavor t ing  i n  

t h e  f i e l d .  

"To tu rn  i n t o  a  crow i n  your dreams i s  not  so f a r f e t c h e d , "  he  

s a i d .  "To do it  whi le  you a r e  awake i s  another  mat ter ."  

'How can you t u r n  i n t o  a  crow whi le  you a r e  awake?" 

"With unbending i n t e n t ,  t h e  body w i l l  fo l low where t h e  mind 

l e a d s , "  he assured me. 

I asked him t o  expla in  what he meant by t h a t .  

"You do it a l l  t h e  t ime , "  he s a i d .  "For example, when you 

a c t i v a t e  a  memory c a l l e d  unhappiness,  your whole being immerses i t s e l f  

i n  t h a t  f e e l i n g  and you become unhappy. That i s  why indulging i n  

anything i s  no t  recommended. The mind is no t  s e p a r a t e  from t h e  body, 

a l though we p r e f e r  t o  t h i n k  t h a t  i t  i s . "  

I opened a  b o t t l e  of minera l  wate r  and took a  s i p .  

"Every time we look i n  a  m i r r o r , "  don Juan s a i d ,  "or s e e  our  

r e f l e c t i o n  in  a pool of w a t e r ,  we t h i n k  we see  t he  same person we saw 

t h e  l a s t  time we looked. We may s e e  a  few changes such a s  wr ink les  

o r  a  longer beard o r  a  d i f f e r e n t  express ion.  But we know these  

d i f f e r e n c e s  a r e  s u p e r f i c i a l .  They d o n ' t  make us someone e l s e .  We have 

lea rned  t o  recognize ourse lves  a s  beings t h a t  change, y e t  t o  our inner  

eye,, we a r e  never the less  t h e  same." 

He leaned toward me and brought h i s  f a c e  uncomfortably c l o s e  t o  

mine. "But i t ' s  only a  mirage,"  he whispered. "That ' s  why you should 

never  look. t o o c l o s e l y  i n  a  m i r r o r ;  y o u ' l l  f i x  yourse l f  permanently 
. . 

as something you don ' t  want t o  be." 
. . 
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I suspected t h a t  C la ra  had t o l d  him of my repea ted  r e q u e s t  t o  

have mi r ro r s  i n s t a l l e d  i n  h e r  bath house. I had a  d i f f i c u l t  time 

a d j u s t i n g - - - t o  n o t .  s ee ing  my r e f l e c t i o n ,  and kept  t r y i n g  t o  ca tch  

glimpses o r  myself on any sh iny ,  r e f l e c t i v e  sur face .  . 
He r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  we a r e  cons t an t ly  changing and a r e  never t h e  

same from moment t o  moment. Every new thought,  a c t i o n ,  o r  exper ience  

makes us d i f f e r e n t .  I t  is  only t h e  memory of ourselves  t h a t  a s su re s  us 

t h a t  we a r e  continuous,  s t a b l e  and f a m i l i a r .  

"If we a r e  always changing," I s a id .  "How can we recognize  

ou r se lves?  " 

He s a i d  t h a t  t h e r e  is  no way of ever recognizing ou r se lves ,  

because we a r e  a  mystery; t o t a l l y  unknown t o  ourselves  and t o  o t h e r s .  

"That i s  one of t h e  precep ts  of s t a l k i n g , "  he s t r e s s e d .  "I 

lea rned  it from my benefac tor ,  t h e  Nagual J u l i a n ,  and I am pass ing  i t  

on t o  you. We a r e  an indesc r ibab le  mystery." 

'Bu t  I know who I am," I i n s i s t e d .  

"Tha t ' s  because y o u ' r e  a  f o o l , "  don Juan s a i d  chuckling. " I t ' s  

i d i o t i c  t o  be l ieve  t h a t  j u s t  because you have a  name, an add res s ,  a  

job ,  o r  go t o  school ,  t h a t  you a r e  known t o y o u r s e l f  o r  t o  o t h e r s .  

These a t t r i b u t e s  a r e  n o t  your t r u e  s e l f ;  they a r e  on ly  ways of 

desc r ib ing  who you a r e ,  s o  t h a t  you can t a l k  about your se l f  a s  a  

s o c i a l  person." 

"Are you saying t h a t  I don ' t  e x i s t ? "  

"You do e x i s t ,  but  n o t  i n  t h e  way 

Don Juan s t r e s s e d  t h a t  t h e  idea  

continuous e n t i t y ,  i s  one o t  t he  most 

you th ink ,"  he s a id .  

t h a t  t h e  body i s  a  cons tan t  

d i f f i c u l t  assumptions t o  break. 



"Why i s  t h a t ? "  I asked t ak ing  a  b i t e  of t h e  bread t h a t  he 

brought. 

"Because people i d e n t i t y  themselves w i th  t h e i r  bodies,  which they 

view i n  t h e  manner t h a t  is accepted by t h e  world around them." 

I argued t h a t  t h e  phys i ca l  body is  r e a l  and n o t  j u s t  an appear- 

ance. But he i n s i s t e d  t h a t  t o  hold t h i s  p o s i t i o n  stemmed from l i m i t e d  

percep t ion  and f a u l t y  reasoning.  

"Your body i s  an i d e a ,  an a b s t r a c t i o n , "  he  r e i t e r a t e d .  "How you 

regard  i t  depends on your c u l t u r e  and t h e  modali ty o f .  t h e  t ime i n  

which you l i v e .  For example, people of t h e  pas t  d id  no t  have t h e  same 

view of t h e  body a s  we do toady. And western man does n o t  have t h e  

same view of it  a s  does a  so rce re r . "  

"Don' t  we a l l  have b a s i c a l l y  t h e .  same phys i ca l  s t r u c t u r e ? "  I 

asked. "Two arms and l e g s  and a  to rso?"  

' I f  we a i l  had t h e  same phys ica l  make up,  we would a l l  be a b l e  t o  

do t h e  same t h i n g s , "  he r e p l i e d .  "But most people c a n ' t  f l y  through 

t h e  a i r ,  o r  s t e p  through w a l l s ,  o r  extend t h e i r  luminous f i b e r s  t o  

journey over v a s t  d i s t a n c e s .  O r  d i sappear  r i g h t  i n  f r o n t  of  your 

eyes ." 
I must have given him a  q u i z z i c a l  look,  f o r  he added,, "Some 

people c a n ' t  perce ive  t h e i r  e t h e r e a l  o r  e n e r g e t i c  body t h a t  would 

a l low them t o  perform t h e s e  ex t r ao rd ina ry  f e a t s .  Therefore ,  u n l i k e  

t h e  s o r c e r e r  who d a i l y  t unes  and i n v i g o r a t e s  h i s  e n e r g e t i c  body, h i s  

double, t h e  average person does no th ing  t o  enhance it, but does 

everything t o  enhance h i s  se l f - importance,  h i s  s o c i a l  

"What do you mean by sel f - importance?"  I asked. 



Don Juan thought f o r  a  moment a s  i f  t o  chose  h i s  words. "It is 

p l ac ing  undue emphasis on t h e  i dea  a  person has of h imse l f .  I n  o rder  

f o r  t h a t  idea  t o  become r e a l ,  it must be given cons t an t  energy. One 

must always c a t e r  t o  i t ,  s u s t a i n  i t ,  r e i n f o r c e  i t ,  pamper it i n  o rde r  

t o  keep it a l i v e . "  

When I asked him why t h a t  was s o ,  don Juan r e p l i e d  t h a t  people  

have l o s t  touch wi th  t h e i r  mysterious o r i g i n s  t h a t  render  them 

unknown, and a r e  were l e f t  only w i th  a  p a l t r y  i m i t a t i o n ,  a  phantom 

i d e a  t h a t  they regard a s  r e a l .  

" I f  people r e a l i z e d  t h a t  they were unknown t o  themselves and t o -  

o t h e r s ,  they would no t  regard themselves a s  important o r  prop them- 

s e l v e s  up wi th  f e e l i n g  s p e c i a l .  They would know t h a t  they a l ready  a r e  

s p e c i a l .  But having l o s t  s i g h t  of t h e i r  r e a l  mystery,  they t r y  t o  

! 
make themselves myster ious ,  and t r y  t o  a c t  important .  But t h a t  is  a  

deadly mistake." 

"Why i s  t h a t  a  mis take?"  

I T  Because we s h o u l d  never t r y  t o  be anyth ing ,"  he r e p l i e d .  "Our 

mysterious n a t u r e  a l ready  makes us  every th ing  we could p o s s i b l y  be." 

Don Juan s a i d  he wanted t o  go f o r  another  walk and t o l d  me t o  

f i n i s h  e a t i n g  s o  I could accompany him. 

"What about Car los?"  1 asked "Shouldn' t  I w a i t  h e r e  f o r  him? 

I s n ' t  he coming back today?" 

Don Juan handed me a s t r i p  o t  beef j e rky  and t o l d  me t o  chew it 

slowly.  "I have a  f e e l i n g  t h a t  Car los  w i l l  be occupied f o r  most of t h e  

day ,"  he s a id .  

I was dying t o  know what exac t ly  Car los  would be occupied with.  

No doubt it was t h a t  p r e t t y  g i r l  I had seen t h e  o t h e r  day i n  t h e  
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s t o r e .  I imagined he would spend t h e  day teach ing  her  Engl i sh ,  o r  who 

knows what e l s e .  Not ic ing my preoccupation,  don Juan gave me a  f i rm 

rap  on t h e  top o t  t h e  head w i t h  h i s  knuckles. 

' I  know what you a r e  th inking.  'Why would a  man want another  

woman when he can have you.' Your p e t t y  possess iveness  i s  u s e l e s s  

around h e r e , "  he s a i d  g r u f f l y .  "You have an idea  of yourse l f  t h a t  you 

a r e  j ea lous  and possess ive .  The sooner you g e t  r i d  of t h a t  i dea ,  t he  

b e t t e r  o f f  y o u ' l l  be." 

"Tha t ' s  t he  way most women f e e l , "  I s a i d .  

"Then t h a t ' s  p r e c i s e l y  what you w i l l  have t o  guard a g a i n s t , "  he 

s a i d  s t e r n l y .  "Remember, s e l f  importance k i l l s .  Don' t  waste  your 

l i m i t e d  energy upholding s t ands  t h a t  a r e  untenable .  Hold f i r m  t o  your 

underpinnings.  " 

He laughed a t  h i s  p lay on words. Then he continued w i t h  ear thy  

d i r e c t n e s s .  "The minute a  man pays any a t t e n t i o n  t o  a  woman, she  drops 

h e r  'underpinnings '  + "  

"That ' s  simply no t  t r u e , "  I argued. "A women can l o v e  a  man 

p u r e l y ,  wi thout  any phys i ca l  involvement." 

'Hut  can she love him i f  he loves o t h e r  women, and n o t  be r u f f l e d  

by i t ? "  h e  challenged.  

I thought f o r  a  moment. H e  had a  point .  From my own exper ience ,  

and from t h e  people I had known, a s e l f l e s s  l ove  l i k e  t h a t  would 

r e a l l y  no t  be l e a s a b l e  i n  our  cu l tu re .  

I shrugged. " I f  y o u ' r e  t a l k i n g  about polygamy," I sa id .  "I don ' t  

t h ink  we women should pu t  up wi th  t h a t . "  

I was so  aga ins t  men p lay ing  around t h a t  f o r  me no th ing  s h o r t  of 

t o t a l  f i d e l i t y  would do. I remembered how miserab le  my mother ' s  l i f e  
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had been because o t  my f a t h e r ' s  i nd i sc re s s ions .  From h e r ,  I had 

lea rned  t h e  a t t i t u d e  t h a t  men were h e a r t l e s s  masters t h a t  would s t o p  

a t  nothing i n  us ing  a  woman then cas t i ng  her  a s i d e  without s o  much as  

a  backward glance.  

"I am not  t a l k i n g  about polygamy," don Juan sa id .  "I am t a l k i n g  

about freedom from s e l f  importance. No one i s  unique o r  p r i v i l e g e d  by 

any s t r e t c h  of t h e  imagination." 

' B u t  i f  we d o n ' t  s ee  ourse lves  as  unique o r  s p e c i a l ,  how can we 

d i s t i n g u i s h  ourse lves  from o t h e r  people and th ings?"  I asked. 

"Why do you want t o  d i s t i n g u i s h  yoursel f  torm people o r  t h ings?"  

he r e t o r t e d .  " I n d i v i d u a l i t y  i s  needed t o  i n t e r a c t  i n  t h e  world of 

people ,  but you a l ready  know how t o  do t h a t .  What I ' m  sugges t ing  i s  an 

a l t e r n a t i v e  mode o t  being i n  which your ene rge t i c  body i n t e r a c t s  wi th  

' t h e  s p i r i t . "  

"And what i s  t h e  s p i r i t ? "  I asked. 

Don Juan looked a t  m e  s t e a d i l y  f o r  a moment; h i s  cold eyes became 

f i e r c e  l i k e  an e a g l e ' s .  H i s  s t a r e  forced me t o  look away. He chuckled,  

l i f t e d  one of t h e  gourds he  had t i e d  t o  h i s  b e l t ,  opened t h e  s toppe r  

and took a  s i p .  I t e l t  ob l iged  t o  repea t  my quest ion.  

"I r e a l l y  d o n ' t  know," he  s a i d .  "We can r e t u r n  t o  our  o r i g i n ,  

even a c t  from i t ,  but  we can never  know o r  say what it i s . "  

"Then what good is  i t ,  i t  we c a n ' t  t a l k  about it?" I p r o t e s t e d  i n  

a  t one  t h a t  bordered on whining. 

Don Juan grabbed my shoulders  and shook them as  i f  I were a  r a g  

d o l l .  "Stop indulging i n  s e l f  p i t y  and a c t  l i k e  a  warr ior ."  

He stomped h i s  t o o t  on t h e  ground repea ted ly  l i k e  a  b u l l  ready t o  

charge,  g iv ing  me a  f e roc ious  look t h a t  made h i s  n o s t r i l s  f l a r e .  H i s  



pantomime was so l i t e l i k e  t h a t  I had t o  s t e p  a s i d e ,  a f r a i d  he  would 

ram me. But i n s t ead  of charg ing ,  he suddenly tw i r l ed  l i g h t l y  on h i s  

h e e l s  and walked out  t he  door. He motioned t o r  him t o  fol low him. We 

walked down t h e  d i r t  road f o r  a  wh i l e ,  then q u i t e  unexpectedly,  he 

veered o t t  i n t o  t h e  chapa r r a l .  I t  was a l l  I could do t o  keep up wi th  

him. A f t e r  an exhausting t r e k ,  dur ing  which time I employed not-doing 

techniques ,  such as  keeping my gaze above the  hor izon,  and my hands i n  

t h e  proper p o s i t i o n ,  and maintained a  prolonged s i l e n c e ,  I was s t i l l  

brea th ing  heav i ly  by the  t ime we reached a  formidable rock formation.  

Don Juan t o l d  me t o  s i t  on a  l a r g e  bolder and t o  slow down my 

breathing.  He s a i d  t h a t  i n  t h e  t r a d i t i o n  of sorcery  t h e r e  were 

hundreds i f  n o t  thousands of not-doing techniques ,  each designed t o  

produce a  s p e c i f i c  e f f e c t  t h a t  had been intended by s o r c e r e r s  of h i s  

l ineage .  The hand pos i t i on  was one of them, j u s t  as  was gazing a t  a  

po in t  above t h e  horizon whi le  walking. He r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  he  person- 

a l l y  thought t h a t  not-doing was one of t he  best  ways a  s t a l k e r '  has of 

d i s r u p t i n g  r o u t i n e  o r  h a b i t u a l  r e a c t i o n s  of one 's  day t o  day l i f e .  

"Do t h e  match. t echnique ,"  he suggested,  " t o  q u i e t  down." 

"Now? " 

He nodded and poured a  few drops of water  from h i s  gourd i n t o  a  

depress ion i n  t he  rock. I p u l l e d  ou t  my book of matches, and ho ld ing  

one between my thumb and index f i n g e r ,  I s t r u c k  i t  and brought t h e  

flame seven o r  e i g h t  inches  i n  f r o n t  of my eyes.  A s  I gazed a t  i t ,  

I inhaled t h e  flame i n t o  t h e  a r e a  between t h e  eyes ,  u n t i l  t h e  flame 

had almost burned down. Then, wi thout  ex t inguish ing  t h e  fa lme,  I 

dipped t h e  t i p  of t h e  match i n  t h e  water  t o  cool  t h e  end, and t r a n s -  
, < 

203 



f e r r e d  i t  t o  t h e  thumb and index t i n g e r s  of my l e f t  hand. I he ld  t h e  

match ups ide  down, s o  t h a t  t h e  flame was now burning upward a  few 

inches  from my eyes. 

" D r a w  t h e  blue flame i n t o  your eyes , "  don Juan s a i d .  "Use i n t e n t  

t o  p u l l  it i n s i d e  you." 

I d id  a  s e r i e s  of n i n e  matches, burning one end, then t u r n i n g  it 

upside down a s  I t r a n s f e r r e d  it t o  my l e f t  hand and gazed a s  t h e  flame 

burned a t  t h e  o the r  end. A f t e r  n i n e  matches, he t o l d  m e  t o  s t o p .  He 

i n s t r u c t e d  me t o  brea th  deeply from t h e  abdomen and then begin t o  

p r a c t i c e  another  not-doing technique which involved expanding my 

awareness behind me, above me, and i n t o  t h e  d i s t a n c e  a l l  around me. 

"What should I t r y  t o  look t o r  o r  f e e l ? "  I asked.  

" I t  doesn ' t  m a t t e r , "  he s a i d .  "Perhaps, a t r e e  t o  t h e  back, o r  a 

1 b i rd  in t h e  branch above you, o r  a cloud i n  t h e  sky overhead. The 

purpose of t h i s  not-doing technique is t o  s t r e t c h  o n e s e l t  o u t  a s  it 

one were c a s t i n g  a  g i a n t  ne t . "  

He explained t h a t  d e l i b e r a t e l y  e longa t ing  one ' s  awareness,  

which i s  u s u a l l y  d i r e c t e d  forward,  has t h e  e f f e c t  of waking up t h e  

e n e r g e t i c  body o r  double,  by breaking through t h e  conf in ing  boundaries 

ome had lea rned  t o  regard a s  one ' s  phys ica l  body. 

"When your mind and b rea th  a r e  ab l e  t o  reach beyond t h e  recogniz- , 

ed l i m i t s  of  t h e  phys i ca l  body," don Juan expla ined ,  " then y o u ' l l  know 

t h a t  th ings  a r e  vacuus, and phys i ca l  and mental  c o n t i n u i t y  is  only an 

express ion of t h e  mind o r  s o c i a l  s e l f . "  

He assured me t h a t  our  percep t ion  of t h e  world is  fundamentally 

t i e d  t o  how we sense  our bodies ,  and how e l a s t i c  i s  our breathing.  TO 

change our percep t ion  of t h e  world,  w e  must begin by changing our  



awareness of our body. We must know t h a t  our  bodies a r e  i n  cons tan t  

f l u x ;  y e t ,  i n  o rde r  n o t  co l o s e  c o n t r o l  dur ing our  e t h e r e a l  wander- 

i ngs ,  our  awareness has t o  be f i rmly  f ixed .  

"To what i s  our awareness f ixed?"  I asked. 

'Not t o  t h e  s e l f  o r  t h e  ob jec t s  of t he  world ,"  he assured me. 

"For t h e s e  w i l l  keep you imprisoned. Rather,  i t  is  anchored t o  one ' s  

breathing.  The brea th  i s  t he  l i n e  t h a t  can p u l l  you o u t s i d e  of your 

boundaries,  and make your phys i ca l  body appear and disappear ."  

He t o l d  me t o  c l o s e  my eyes ,  and t r y  t o  anchor my awareness t o  my 

breathing.  

I became apprehensive. Sometimes, when I p r a c t i c e d  some of t h e  

sorcery  passes  Clara  had taught  me, I f e l t  my body mel t  away. But I 

never ventured too  f a r  on t h a t  t r a c k  f o r  f e a r  of l o s i n g  myself o r  
, : 

c becoming t o t a l l y  unknown t o  myself. Even when I had dreamt I was a  

crow, I was s t i l l  aware of being myself dreaming I was a  crow. 

So I began cau t ious ly .  According t o  don J u a n ' s  i n s t r u c t i o n s ,  I 

was t o  a l low my awareness t o  flow outward i n  a l l  d i r e c t i o n s , a s  I 

elongated my breathing.  Then I was t o  Link t h e  s t r e t c h i n g  of. my mind 

t o  t h e  rhythmic flow of t h e  brea th .  F i n a l l y ,  I had t o  merge my 

brea th ing ,  which was l i m i t e d ,  t o  t h e  l i m i t l e s s  b rea th ing  of t h e  e a r t h  

and t h e  sky. rie t o l d  me t o  brea th  f a r  behind me, h igh  above me and o u t  

t o  e i t h e r  s i d e ,  u n t i l  t h e  v a s t  d e s e r t  around me moved rhythmical ly  t o  

t h e  expansion and con t r ac t ion  of t h e  breath.  

A f t e r  a  time of t o t a l  concent ra t ion ,  I had t h e  s ensa t ion  of 

moving l i k e  an enormous bellows; my e n t i r e  panorama was p u l s a t i n g  t o  

t h e  same rhythm. A t  one p o i n t ,  I was so  f a r  away, t h a t  I could barely  



hea r  don J u a n ' s  vo i ce  u rg ing  m e  t o  open my eyes and desc r ibe  t o  him 

what I had experience.  

' I  was no longer aware of my body," I s a i d .  "It became so  

enormous t h a t  I seemed t o  completely vanish." 

"Your body c a n ' t  van i sh , "  he s a id .  " f o r  t h e  simple reason t h a t  it 

was never  t h e r e  i n  t he  f i r s t  p lace ."  

I rubbed my calves  t o  b r ing  blood back i n t o  them. 

' I t  is  t h e  way you p l a c e  your a t t e n t i o n  t h a t  makes you t h i n k  you 

have a  phys i ca l  body," don Juan sa id .  "Place your a t t e n t i o n  d i f f e r -  

e n t l y ,  and you w i l l  have a  d i f f e r e n t  body. Perhaps t h a t  of a  horse  o r  

a  cow o r  a  f a l con . "  

I t o l d  him I d i d n ' t  want t h e  body of a  horse  o r  a  cow. But I 

wouldn ' t  mind being a  f l a c o n ,  temporar i ly .  

. . .  ) '  "You d o n ' t  need t o  worry about changing your shape permanently,"  

he assured me. " f a t e  has given you t h e  form of a  human be ing ,  and no 

m a t t e r  where you a r e ,  t h a t  memory w i l l  always p u l l  you back t o  t h a t  

p a r t i c u l a r  con f igu ra t ion ,  a t  l e a s t  f o r  t h e  time being." 

He suggested t h a t  s i n c e  I had dreamt t h a t  I was a  crow f l y i n g  

over  landscapes ,  I could t r y ,  i f  I had enough energy,  t o  s u s t a i n  t h a t  

con f igu ra t ion  f o r  a  s h o r t  wh i l e  us ing  t h e  brea th ing  and my a t t e n t i o n  

t o  b r ing  about t h e  change. 

"S ta lk ing  wi th  t h e  double  is  what enables  you t o  keep t h e  

assemblage p o i n t  f ixed  i n  t h e  new dream p o s i t i o n , "  he s a id .  "It means 

f l e s h i n g  out  a l l  t h e  r ami f i ca t ions  of being a  crow. What it rteans t o  

f l y ,  how crows f e e l  and move, what it means t o  i n t e r a c t  w i th  o the r  

b i r d s ,  and even t o  mate a s  a  bi rd .  You d id  t h a t  i n  your dream e a r l i e r .  



L e t ' s  s e e  i f  you can move your assemblage po in t  t o  t h a t  p o s i t i o n  now, 

s t a r t i n g  from your waking s t a t e . "  

He swept c lean  an a r e a  of ground and spread o u t  my poncho. Then 

he  t o l d  me t o  l i e  on my stomach and r epea t  t h e  b rea th ing  I had j u s t  

done. Again I was t o  p l ace  a l l  my awareness o u t s i d e  of myself ,  then 

u s e  my mind t o  imagine I had formed wings, and my b rea th ing  t o  c r e a t e  

t h e  sensa t ion  of f l y i n g .  A f t e r  a  period of i n t ense  concen t r a t i on  and 

con t ro l l ed  brea th ing ,  I f e l t  a heaviness on e i t h e r  s i d e  of me. It was 

a s  i f  I had g i g a n t i c  wings, moving i n  a  rhythmic f a sh ion  t o  t h e  

p a t t e r n  o t  my breath .  The a r e a  around my f a c e  had grown long and 

po in t ed ,  while my legs  and arms had become numb and heavy, u n t i l  they 

disappeared completely. I was looking down, t h e  e a r t h  had grown 

t r anspa ren t  and I could s e e  f i e l d s  below me; a l l  t h e  wh i l e ,  t he  

rhythmic expansion of my brea th  kep t  t he  g i a n t  wings i n  motion. 

A t  one p o i n t ,  I heard don Juan whisper t h a t  I should slow down my 

brea th ing  and t r y  t o  soar  f o r  a  whi le .  A t  t h a t  sugges t ion ,  my breath  

came slower. I could t e e 1  t h e  wind a s  scenes below me s h i f t e d  and t r e e  

t o p s ,  scores  of shrubs ,  and d i s t a n t  h i l l s  came i n t o  view. Then I took . 
another  breath and I was soa r ing  again .  

Af t e r  a  wh i l e  don Juan t o l d  me t o  s top .  He s a i d  I should open my 

eyes and concent ra te  on remembering my phys ica l  body again .  A s  I d i d ,  

I no t i ced  t h a t  t h e  a r e a  t h a t  was my chin  was completely numb; i t  had 

been pressed a g a i n s t  t h e  hard ground. My arms and l e g s  a l s o  were 

a s l e e p ,  and it was some t ime before I could move them. Don Juan 

b r i s k l y  rubbed my ca lves  and arms u n t i l  I f e l t  an a c u t e  pa in fu l  

t i n g l i n g  sensa t ion .  When t h a t  s ensa t ion  subsided,  I f e l t  s o l i d  again.  
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"Was I dreaming?" I asked a f t e r  I had descr ibed t o  don Juan my 

exper ience.  

"You were no t  a s l e e p , "  don Juan assured me. "You used your i n t e n t  

and concentra ted on your b rea th  t o  change your shape. Whenever t he  

b rea th  g ives  l i f e  t o  an i d e a ,  t h a t  new conf igura t ion  becomes r e a l . "  

He s a i d  t h e  key t o  any t ransformat ion o r  so rce ry  shape changing 

was combining t h e  brea th  wi th  an idea  t o  g ive  it  l i f e .  

"Most of t h e  t ime,  a  person has an idea  without t h e  power of t h e  

brea th  t o  a c t u a l i z e  i t ," he s a i d .  " O r  he may have t h e  proper  b rea th  

energy,  wi thout  t h e  i n t e n t  t o  g ive  it form and d i r e c t i o n .  But when 

b rea th  and i n t e n t  become un i t ed  a s  movement and d i r e c t i o n ,  energy and 

form, then a  new r e a l i t y  i s  c r ea t ed  and sus ta ined  f o r  a s  long a s  t h e  

two a r e  jo ined.  That is  what s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double. 

I t  means t o  u s e .  t h e  energy body t o  perce ive  a  r e a l i t y  w i th  form and 

subs tance  and ene rge t i c  v a l i d i t y .  " 

' I t  c e r t a i n l y  f e l t  a s  i f  I had had wings and were f l y i n g .  And I 

d o n ' t  r e c a l l  f a i l i n g  a s l e e p , "  I s a i d .  "It had been j u s t  a s  r e a l  a s  t he  

world i n  f r o n t  of me now." 

'Of course ,  you cou ldn ' t  s u s t a i n  t h a t  i n t e n t  f o r  very l o n g , "  don 
~. 

Juan continued. "Because t o  concen t r a t e  t he  b rea th  and f l e s h  o u t  an 

i d e a ,  t akes  an ex t r ao rd ina ry  energy. I loaned you some of mine s o  you 

had no problem i n  concent ra t ing  your b rea th  and g iv ing  l i f e  t o  a  

d i f f e r e n t  r e a l i t y .  A r e a l i t y  you had found on your own e a r l i e r  while 

doing dreaming. Now you r e a c t i v a t e d  t h a t  same pe rcep tua l  p lace .  So you 

now have another p o s i t i o n  t o  go t o ,  t h a t ' s  j u s t  a s  r e a l  a s  t h a t  of 

being a  human being." 



He r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  by combining i n t e n t  and brea th ,  one can f o r  a  

t ime change one ' s  percep t ion  of r e a l i t y  and w i l l  onese l f  t o  move 

beyond t h e  conf ining l i m i t s  of one ' s  own bodi ly  conf igura t ion .  

"This is  what s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  s t a l k i n g  with t h e  double ,"  he 

repeated.  "And t h i s  i s  what s o r c e r e r s  do: t h e y  expand t h e  p o s s i b i l i -  

t i e s  of perce iv ing  beyond t h e  l i m i t  t h a t  i s  permitted t o  us as  s o c i a l  

person.  I n  o the r  words, t h i s  maximizes t h e i r  experience a s  s e n t i e n t  

beings.  " 

Don Juan went on t o  say t h a t  t o  change i n t o  a  bi rd  o r  an animal ,  

was one of t h e  power p o s i t i o n s  handed down by t h e  anc i en t  s o r c e r e r s  of 

h i s  Lineage. I t  i s  one of t h e  not-doing techniques t h a t  i s  s t i l l  i n  

u s e  today. 

"To be a  human being involves .more than j u s t  being born, l i v i n g  

then dy ing ,"  he s a id .  ?, I t  means t o  expand one ' s  p o t e n t i a l  by going 

beyond known boundaries of one's  e x i s t e n c e  and l eap ing  i n t o  t h e  

unknown. For t o  have a  body is  no t  t o  merely be so  much f l e s h  and bone 

t h a t  has t o  be fed and kept  a l i v e  a t  any cos t .  

"To be a l i v e , "  he s t r e s s e d ,  "is t o  be aware, t o  be a  p o i n t  of 

view t h a t .  never knows i t s  own l i m i t s .  Never theless ,  one must t r y  t o  

comprehend one ' s  na tu re ,  t o  i n t u i t  from a  f i n i t e  pe r spec t ive ,  one ' s  

i n f i n i t e  p o s s i b i l i t i e s . "  , , 

Don Juan s a i d  t h a t  another  p recep t  of t h e  s t a l k e r  was never t o  

know what he  was, but t o  always a c t  a s  i f  he  did  know. To f l e s h  o u t '  

r e a l i t y  and then d i scard  it." ', 

"That ' s  what it means t o  be a l i v e , "  he s a id .  "To i n t u i t i v e l y  

grasp  t h e  wonder of t he  world ,  and t o  boldly  leap  i n t o  t h e  i n f i n i t e  i n  

s p i t e  of our  r a t i o n a l  l i m i t a t i o n s .  To l i n k  our  breath wi th  anything we 
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can imagine, u n t i l  we become s o  f l u i d  and unknown t o  o u r s e l v e s ,  t h a t  

we become t h e  unimaginable. To s t a l k  wi th  t h e  double i s  t o  a t tempt  t o  

touched the  bottomless sp r ings  of our  mysterious o r i g i n s . "  

Don Juan suggested t h a t  I s i t  q u i e t l y  f o r  a  moment and contem- 

p l a t e  what he had s a i d ,  f o r  changing shapes i n  t h e  t r a d i t i o n  of t he  

s o r c e r e r s  was a  d e l i b e r a t e  a c t  of not-doing of t h e  body, a  complex 

maneuver of s t a l k i n g .  

"Only by depa r t i ng  from inne r  s i l e n c e  can one r each  t h e  deep 

l e v e l  of awareness t h a t  w i l l  a l low us  t o  g rasp  and move i n t u i t i v e l y , "  

he s a i d .  "Only by r e s t  and renunc ia t ion  can one circumvent t h e  

r e l e n t l e s s  c o n t r o l  of reason." 

He uncorked h i s  gourd and gave m a  a  dr ink.  Kight away I f e l t  

b e t t e r  and no t iced  t h a t  t h e  nervous tremor t h a t  had taken  hold of my 

midsect ion had a l l  but disappeared.  

"I t  is no t  our body t h a t  makes us t h e  same day a f t e r  day," he 

d i sc losed  a f t e r  a  long s i l e n c e .  "One's body i s  c o n s t a n t l y  changing 

degenera t ing ,  and soon it w i l l  d i e .  Kegard your body a s  y o u r s e l f ,  and 

you, t oo  w i l l  degenerate and d i e . "  

"What, then,  should I regard a s  myself?" I asked. 

Don Juan smiled. H i s  eyes became two s l i t s  a s  he  peered a t  me. 

"See yourse l f  as  a  s p i r i t  t h a t  roams t h e  realm of t h e  unchang- 

i n g , "  he r ep l i ed .  "Consider yourse l f  one wi th  t h e  myster ious  darkness 

t h a t  is  never increased o r  diminished.  Kegard yourse l f  a s  t h e s e ,  and 

your p o t e n t i a l  w i l l  be l i m i t l e s s . "  

Don Juan explained t h a t  whereas our bodies and our  a c t i o n s  a r e  i n  

cons t an t  f l u x ,  only t he  realm of t h e  dark mysterious remains cons tan t  

because nothing can be added t o  it o r  taken from it. Therefore ,  i n  



orde r  t o  have genuine continuity--which is  i n  essence no c o n t i n u i t y  a t  

a l l - -  we must l i n k  ourselves  t o  t he  s t r a t a  beyond t h e  world of 

appearance. Our bodies must become so  a b s t r a c t ,  t h a t  we become aware 

of. not-being.  

"We a r e  what we a r e  n o t , "  Don Juan s a i d  c r y p t i c a l l y .  "And 

whatever we t h i n k  we a r e ,  i s  temporary, i l l u s o r y  and only t h e  sma l l e s t  

fragment o t  our  t r u e  na ture . "  

"Then, i f  we can never know our se lves , "  I s a i d ,  "it seemed t o  me 

too  l o n e l y ,  t oo  s o l i t a r y  a path  t o  be bene f i c i a l . "  

I had always thought t h a t  even i f  people were i n d i f f e r e n t  t o  one 

ano the r ,  they  were s t i l l  t h e r e  t o  f a l l  back on. To be wi thout  a s e l f '  

would be t o  be without o t h e r s ,  and t h a t  seemed t o  me t h e  c o l d e s t  most 

d e s o l a t e  mode of ex is tance .  

,I , . .  "There is  no way you can ever  be wi th  yourse l f  o r  o t h e r s , "  don 

Juan r e i t e r a t e d .  "Except a s  con t ro l l ed  f o l l y .  We a r e  t h e  empty mani- 

f e s t a t i o n s  of an ungraspable f o r c e  s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  t h e  Eagle." 

He s a i d  t he  l i g h t  t h a t  reaches our eyes a r e  t h e  Eag le ' s  emana- 

t i o n s .  He s t r e s s e d  t h a t  i t  i s  a  mistake f o r  us  t o  regard o u r  a c t s  as  

our own, o r  t o  t h ink  o t  ourselves  i n  charge o r  i n  command. For t o  do 

s o  only  perpe tua tes  t h e  f a l s e  dichotomy of a s e l f  t h a t  i s  t h e  motivat-  

ing t o r c e  o t  an  a c t i o n ,  and another  s e l f  t h a t  is t h e  doer o r  executer  

behind t h a t  a c t i o n .  I t  is t h a t  mind-body misconception t h a t  i s  a t  t he  

r o o t  of our contusion.  I t  leads  t o  a f a l s e  view of t h e  world. 

"Give your b rea th  and energy t o  perpe tua te  t h e  s o c i a l  pe r son ,  and 

your r e a l  n a t u r e  remains fo reve r  obscured,"  don Juan warned. "For t h e  

s e l f ,  o r  t h e  s o c i a l ,  c u l t u r a l  image t h a t  one enhances w i th  o n e ' s  l i f e  



. . . , 
. . . ~ .. f o r c e ,  i s  a  mistake.  I t  is only a  way of th ink ing  and t a l k i n g ,  and not  

what we a r e  a t  a l l . ' '  

He admitted t h a t  our  t r u e  n a t u r e  i s  one wi th  t h e  under ly ing  fo rce  

t h a t  s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  t he  Eagle. Seers  can s e e  i t s  energy flowing 

through us and making up our  very being; and we must humbly acknow- 

ledge t h a t  l i f e  f o r c e ,  o r  we remain bl ind t o  every th ing  around us .  I 

wanted don Juan t o  t e l l  me more about t h i s  mysterious power t h a t  a c t s  

through us .  He shrugged and r e p l i e d  t h a t  t h e r e  was no th ing  more t o  say  

about i t ;  t h a t ,  we simply were d i f f e r e n t  a spec t s  of  t h e  Eag le ' s  

emanations, j u s t  a s  was every th ing  e l s e  i n  ex is tence .  

I pressed him t o  e l a b o r a t e  on i t s  a t t r i b u t e s .  

"Sorcerers  have been unable  t o  unrave l  i t s  mystery even though 

throughout a n t i q u i t y ,  s e e r s  have pu t  a l l  t h e i r  e t f o r t s  i n t o  a t tempting 

t o  unders tanding it. And because of t h i s  i n a b l i t y  they c a l l e d  it t h e  

Great  Unfathomable. The o ld  s o r c e r e r s  c a l l e d  it t h e  Eagle because it 

s t a n d s  wi th  i t s  beak open ready t o  devour awareness a t  t h e  moment of 

death.  I t s  emanations a r e  commands because we must fo l low them, j u s t  

a s  p l ane t s  must fol low t h e i r  o r b i t s  i n  t h e  sky. Those who humbly 

acquiesce  t o  t h e  Eagle ' s  commands, remain hea l thy  and s t r o n g ;  t hose  

who f i g h t  a g a i n s t  i t ,  wear themselves ou t  and f i n d  an e a r l y  death ."  

He s t r e s s e d  t h a t  only by acquiesc ing  t o  t h e  f o r c e  t h a t  moves us  

can we f i n d  well-being and purpose;  happiness ;  f i g h t i n g  a g a i n s t  it 

br ings  d i sease  and unhappiness. 

"In order  t o  c r e a t e  anything,"  he explained,  "we must draw from 

t h e  emanations of t h e  Eagle,  from i t s  dark s i d e  and br ing  i t  i n t o  

being,  t h a t  i s ,  i n t o  t h e  f i e l d  of awareness of man. This  is how 

s o r c e r e r s  make t h i n g s  happen; t h i s  is  t h e  t r u e  essence of magic. 



Since  everything has a  dark s i d e  and a  l i g h t  s i d e ,  t h e  dual  elements 

of  movement and r e s t ,  of a c t i v i t y  and i n a c t i o n ,  t h ings  can be f l i pped  

around. And t h a t  i s  how s o r c e r e r s  c ross  t h e  boundaries of t h e  v i s i b l e  

world i n t o  t he  realm of t h e  i n v i s i b l e . "  

"Are you t a l k i n g  about t h e  mythical  realm of t h e  Yaqui Ind ians?"  

I asked. 

' I ' m  not  j u s t  t a l k i n g  about t h e  realm o t  t h e  Yaqui Ind ians , "  he 

s t r e s s e d .  " I  am t a l k i n g  about a l l  ex i s tence .  I f  your awareness is  

l inked t o  t h e  o r i g i n  o t  a l l  t h i n g s ,  you can accomplish seemingly 

impossible f e a t s  ." 
"How does one do t h a t ? "  

"Follow t h e  n a t u r a l  rhythm of t h ings ,  and moving wi th  t h e  energy 

around you," he s a id .  "I t  you want t o  a c t ,  you must be t r a n q u i l .  By 

t h e  same token,  it you want t o  r e s t ,  you must f i l l  yourse l f  w i th  

a c t i v i t y  ." 
He s a i d  t h a t  when both elements,  being and not-being a r e  i n  

balance,  s o  t h a t  i n s i d e  we a r e  unchanging and imperturbable ,  bu t  

ou t s ide  we a r e  f l u i d  and changeable,  then we r e f l e c t  t h e  power behind 

a l l  th ings .  He added t h a t  i n  o rde r  t o  r e f l e c t  t h e  realm of t h e  

unchanging, we have t o  suspend our  everyday view of t h e  world. He 

s t r e s s e d  t h a t  suspending our  human judgments is  t h e  f i r s t  s t e p  i n t o  

t h e  realm of t h e  unknowable, and f o r  t h i s  t o  t ake  p l a c e ,  q u i e t i n g  t h e  

i n t e r n a l  d ia logue is  a  fundamental p r e r e q u i s i t e .  

"Therefore,  it i s  of utmost importance t o  achieve inner  s i l e n c e  

t h r o u g h t h e  p r a c t i c e  of t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  t h e  so rce ry  p a s s e s ,  and 

a l l  t h e  sorcery  not-doing techniques  you have been t augh t , "  he s a id .  
> 

"Only i n  t h i s  way can you l o s e  yourse l f  and b e  one wi th  t h e  vas tness .  ,, 



Places  of Power 

The a f te rnoon  brought cool  r e l i e f .  Don Juan and I had hiked t o  a  

p l ace  where vo lcan ic  e rup t ions  had taken p lace  m i l l i o n s  of y e a r s  ago. 

The a r e a  was strewn wi th  huge chunks of l ava  and p ieces  of sh iny  

obs id i an  t h a t  spread o u t  on t h e  d e s e r t  l i k e  a  lumpy grey ca rpe t .  

'The Yaqui Indians  regard t h i s  as  a  p l ace  of power," don Juan 

remarked. "They say t h a t  t h e r e  is  energy trapped i n  a l l  t h i s  l a v a  

rock. " 

"What kind of energy?" I asked ca tch ing  my brea th .  

"The kind of energy t h a t  can make one d i scover  t h ings  of t h e  

p a s t .  A l l  one has t o  do i s . p i c k  up a rock,  be s i l e n t ,  and l i s t e n  t o  

i t s  message." 

"Do you r e a l l y  be l ieve  rocks  can t a l k ? "  I asked. " I s n ' t  t h a t  a  

b i t  f a r f e t ched?"  

"Don't t a k e  my word t o r  i t ," don Juan r e p l i e d .  "Find o u t  f o r  

yourse l f  whether o r  no t  i t ' s  t r ue . "  

He pointed t o  a  h i l l  no t  tar from where we were. " L e t ' s  h i k e  t o  

t h e  t o p  o t  t h a t  mound. T h a t ' s  t h e  bes t  s p o t  t o  l i s t e n  t o  rocks." 

We walked over t h e  uneven t e r r a i n .  Even though I had on a  p a i r  

of t h i c k  crepe so l ed  shoes ,  t h e  rocks  and obs id ian  g l a s s  were sha rp  

and t h e  l oose  s tones  made walking d i f f i c u l t .  I was c a r e f u l  t o  avoid 

t h e  patches  of tuna cac tus  wi th  thorny sp ines  t h a t  j u t t e d  o u t  between 
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t h e  clumps o t  rock. I had once been t o l d  t h a t  cactus  sp ines  were 

extremely dangerous, f o r  they could lodge themselves i n  t h e  body, and 

t r a v e l  t o  t h e  hea r t  o r  even t o  t h e  b ra in ,  causing sudden dea th .  I 

d i d n ' t  know whether o r  n o t  t h a t  was t r u e ,  but I wasn ' t  about t o  put 

t h e  theory  t o  a  t e s t .  

When we reached t h e  t op  of t h e  promontory, I was winded. I s a t  

down t o  r e s t ,  t ak ing  i n  t he  magnif icent  view. I could s e e  t he  e n t i r e  

d e s e r t  v a l l e y  wi th  i t s  winding highway weaving in  a  s o u t h e a s t e r l y  

d i r e c t i o n .  The purple  h i l l s  i n  t h e  d i s t ance  l a y  l i k e  a  jagged c u t  out  

a g a i n s t  t h e  sky. Seemingly from nowhere a  s o l i t a r y  crow flew toward 

us  cawing a s  it passed overhead. Don Juan looked up t o  n o t e  i t s '  

d i r e c t i o n  o t  f l i g h t .  I t  was f l y i n g  i n t o  t h e  af ternoon sun. 

"Does the  f l i g h t  of crows mean anything i n  p a r t i c u l a r ? "  I asked. 

"You bet  it does ,"  he r e p l i e d  dus t ing  of f  h i s  ha t .  "Espec i a l l y  i f  

one has an a f f i n i t y  wi th  them. Crows can be bea re r s  of messages. But 

i t '  s  easy t o  mi s in t e rp re t  t h e  omens." 

What  happens i f  you g e t  t h e  message wrong?" I asked. 

" A l l  s o r t s  of unfor tuna te  t h i n g s , "  he s a i d  solemnly. "You could 

wind up going f u l l  speed ahead,  when you should be biding your time. 

O r  you could miss an opprob r i a t e  t u rn  i n  t h e  road,  because you 

h e s i t a t e  t o  ac t . "  

"You mean a  crow could save your l i f e ? "  I s a i d .  

"It could,"  don Juan agreed.  "Crows and o the r  e n t i t i e s  s e r v e  as  

guides.  They t e l l  a  s o r c e r e r  what t o  do and when t o  do it. I n  the  

w a r r i o r ' s  world, t iming i s  c r u c i a l .  If you m i s s  your chance, it may 

never come again." 



J , The f i n a l i t y  of h i s  words gave me a c h i l l .  I knew what he meant. 

There was a condi t ion  of being o u t  of synchroniza t ion  wi th  l i f e .  I t  

was a f e e l i n g  of inner  unbalance;  of never ca t ch ing  t h e  c r e s t  of t he  

wave and r i d i n g  wi th  i t ,  but  always having it break on top  of you. 

Therefore ,  ins tead  of a b rea th t ak ing  r i d e ,  one f e e l s  tumbled, over- 

whelmed, as  i f  something had crashed upon one f u l l  f o r c e  when one 

wasn ' t  ready o r  when one l e a s t  expected it. 

"That ' s  what I mean by t iming , "  don Juan agreed when I descr ibed  

t o  him t h i s  s t a t e .  

"What causes t h i s  cond i t i on  of being out  of s t e p ? "  I asked. 

"Having l o s t  our connect ion wi th  our double , "  he s a i d .  

' I  don ' t  understand? Can you explain  what you mean?" 

"1 mean t h a t  when we a r e  born we a r e  i n t r i n s i c a l l y  connected t o  

) our  o the r  s ide .  The l i n e s  of communication wi th  t h e  broader p i c t u r e ,  

s o  t o  speak, a r e  open. But a s  we grow, we gradua l ly  cu t  o f f  t h a t  

connection and we l i v e  wi th  only ha l f  our being. Therefore  we a r e  

always unbalanced and have t h e  f e e l i n g  we a r e  miss ing something." 

Don Juan.paused f o r  a moment as  i f  wondering whether o r  n o t  t o  

continue.  "There is  something e l s e , "  he s a i d .  " I t  has t o  do w i t h  t h e  

way a person is conceived." 

" I f  you a r e  going t o  t e l l  me about t h e  theory of t h e  bored 

conception,  I a l r eady  heard t h a t  from CLara." 

"Well, hear  i t  again  from me because it obviously h a s n ' t  sunk 

in .  The o f f s p r i n g  of any love  making w i l l  be f u l l  of energy and w i l l  

have t h e  power t o  l i v e  i n  t h e  moment only  i f  both  p a r e n t s  were 

s exua l ly  exc i ted .  I f  only one pa ren t  had an o u t b u r s t  of e x c i t a t i o n ,  
\, 

, t h e  c h i l d ' s  ene rge t i c  n a t u r e  w i l l  be imbalanced and a p a r t  of him w i l l  
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always l ag  behind. I f  n e i t h e r  of t h e  paren ts  t e l t  very e x c i t e d ,  which 

i s  u s u a l l y  t h e  c a s e  a f t e r  many years  of l i v i n g  wi th  someone, t h e  ch i ld  

w i l l  be what w e  c a l l  a  bored concept ion,  and he  w i l l  no t  be capable  of 

e n e r g e t i c a l l y  g rasp ing  l i f e ' s  flow." 

 hat's a  dismal s cena r io , "  I s a id .  " I s n ' t  t h e r e  anything one 

can do about it. A f t e r  a l l  we a r e n ' t  r e spons ib l e  f o r  what happened 

dur ing t h e  moment of our conception." 

"Of course t h e r e  a r e  o the r  f a c t o r s  besides  t h e  i n i t i a l  e n e r g e t i c  

t h r u s t ,  and t h a t ' s  t h e  cha l lenge  of r e e s t a b l i s h i n g  the  l i n k  w i t h  t he  

double. Any one can do t h a t ,  no mat te r  how l e t h a r g i c a l l y  one was 

conceived ." 
"How can one r e e s t a b l i s h  a  l i n k  wi th  t h e  double?" I asked. 

'By c u r t a i l i n g  s e l f  importance. By not  b e i n g  concerned w i t h  t h e  

concreteness  of t h ings .  By becoming a b s t r a c t  i n  one ' s  t h ink ing  and 

behavior. By t r e a t i n g  everything a s  mani fes ta t ions  of energy, and not  

a s  o b j e c t i v e  r e a l i t y .  Focusing on t h e  s e l f  t akes  energy t h a t  one 

needs t o  a c t  e f f i c i e n t l y .  For example, t o  r e g r e t  p a s t  a c t i o n s  o r  t o  

be too  involved o r  concerned wi th  t h e  outcome of anything,  weight a  

person down so  t h a t  he cannot a c t  e f f i c i e n t l y ,  spontaneously,  and wi th  

t h e  proper timing." 

"What i f  you j u s t  don ' t  know what t o  do o r  when t o  do it?" I sa id  

i n  a  complaining tone.  

"You must s t o p  and w a i t ,  u n t i l  you ca tch  t h e  motion of t h i n g s , "  

don Juan r ep l i ed .  "And l i s t e n  f o r  t h e  omens; watch t h e  i nd i ca t ions  

emitted from t h e  world around you. They a c t  d i r e c t l y  on your ene rge t i c  

body. Of course ,  f o r  t h a t ,  you have t o  be a b s o l u t e l y  f l u i d  and have 

. t o  reduce your d e s i r e s  t o  nothing.  You must f e e l  no hurry  and have. no 



need t o  c o n t r o l  o r  manipulate  th ings .  Then you can l i s t e n  t o  t he  

wor ld ' s  whispers .  Sometimes omens t e l l  you how t o  do something. As 

f o r  example, which p l a n t  t o  p ick  f o r  a  p a r t i c u l a r  a i lment .  O r  they 

p r e d i c t  t h e  outcome of a  course  of ac t ion .  Na tu ra l ly ,  o the r  f o r c e s  can 

t e l l  you t h e s e  t h ings  too ."  

"What o the r  f o r c e s  a r e  those?"  

"The vo ice  of s e e i n g ,  f o r  example. That comes d i r e c t l y  from your 

e n e r g e t i c  body. O r  it may come from another  e n t i t y  t h a t  adv ises  you. 

A t  any r a t e ,  it advises  you from a  p l ace  n o t  a c c e s s i b l e  t o  your 

everyday phys i ca l  body. And you have t o  open a  channel t o  t h a t  

p lace .  " 

Don Juan was unusua l ly  s e r i o u s ,  he kept  g lancing a t  t h e  h i l l s i d e  

a s  i t  w a i t i n g  f o r  someone o r  f o r  something t o  happen. On an impulse, 

he r a i s e d  h i s  arms above h i s  head and s t r e t c h e d .  I imi t a t ed  h i s  

movements t h a t  could be l ikened  t o  a  monkey bracke t ing  on i n v i s i b l e  

t r e e  branches. I c o u l d n ' t  help  n o t i c i n g  t h a t  t h e  sky was a  ce ru lean  

b lue ,  n o t  g rey  and hazy a s  i n  Los Angeles where sometimes you c a n ' t  

s e e  t h e  h igh  r i s e s  a  few blocks away. The sky was a  c l e a r i m p e n e t r -  

a b l e  canopy, pure and c r y s t a l l i n e .  I imagined I could hea r  sounds 

from mi l e s  away, t o r  t h e r e  was nothing i n  t h e  a i r  t o  impede t h e  waves 

coming toward us .  

" S i t  he re  t o r  a  wh i l e ,  q u i e t  your thoughts and l i s t e n  t o  t h e  lava 

rocks , "  don Juan sa id .  " I ' l l  go t o  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  of t h e  h i l l  so  I 

won' t  d i s t u r b  your concent ra t ion ."  

"You won't d i s t u r b  my concen t r a t i on , "  I s a i d ,  but he  w a s  a l ready  

walking around a  bend. I was about t o  fol low him when it occurred t o  

me t h a t  he might have gone t o  r e l i e v e  himself  behind a  boulder. I 
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decided t o  s t a y  put and t r y  l i s t e n i n g  t o  t h e  rocks as  he had suggest-  

e d ,  al though I hadn ' t  t h e  vaguest  no t ion  of what he meant by l i s t e n i n g  

t o  t h e  rocks ,  Â ¥ o  what I was supposed t o  hear i f  it d id  l i s t e n  t o  

them. 

I t  took me a  long t ime t o  q u i e t  my thoughm. I was angry wi th  my 

mother t o r  no t  having been sexua l ly  exc i ted  when she made me. 

Although Nelida had t o l d  me from h e r  s ee ing  t h a t  my f a t h e r  had been 

besides  himself w i th  pas s ion ,  my mother had n o t  l i k e d  him and had 

ba re ly  f e l t  a  th ing.  I blamed h e r  f o r  my d e f i c i e n c i e s ,  f o r  being 

dependent on o t h e r s  f o r  my w e l i  being,  which I was w e l l a w a r e ,  was a  

d i s a s t r o u s  s i t u a t i o n .  As I was mul l ing t h i s  over i n  my mind, my eye 

was caught by a  sh iny  o b j e c t  about twenty f e e t  i n  f o n t  of me. The sun 

was r e f l e c t e d  on a  p i ece  of g l a s s ,  o r  perhaps it was obs id i an ,  o r  even 

a  p i e c e  of metal .  A s  I gazed a t  i t ,  my i n t e r n a l  d ia logue g radua l ly  

ceased. 

I n  t h e  d e s e r t  where every th ing  i s  bar ren ,  t h e  mind seems t o  

f l a t t e n  ou t  a s  i f  t o  mi r ro r  t h e  t e r r a i n .  The jagged i n t e r n a l  peaks of 

worry and d i sconten t  d i s s o l v e  s o  t h a t  i n s i d e  and out  t h e r e  a r e  no bar- 

r i e r s ,  no expec t a t i ons ,  no preconcept ions  t o  i n t e r f e r e  wi th  t h e  

n a t u r a l  f l o w o f  energy. A s  I continued my gazing p r a c t i c e ,  I exper i -  

enced a  moment of  welcomed r e l e a s e ,  a s  i f  concerns t h a t  had been 

weighing me down had suddenly l i f t e d  o f f  me. Un t i l  t h a t  moment, I had 

n o t  r e a l i z e d  t h e  horrendous burden concerns about t h e  s e l f  placed upon' 

one. I t  seemed much e a s i e r  t o  simply l e t  go, r a t h e r  than t o  c a r r y  

them around l i k e  s o  much u s e l e s s  baggage. 

I scanned t h e  ground u n t i l  I found what I was looking f o r .  A rock 

+" t h a t  was near  t h e  sh iny  o b j e c t ,  seemed t o  beacon me. I picked up t h e  



, rock and looked a t  it. I t  was an ordinary p i ece  of l a v a ,  l i g h t  and 

porous,  but somehow, I developed a  rappor t  wi th  it. I t  may sound 

s t r a n g e  t o  form a  sympathetic bond with  an inanimate o b j e c t ,  but  t h a t  

rock had movement i n s i d e  it. I gazed a t  i t ;  it was smooth and round 

and had yellow specks shoot ing  o f f  i t s  black su r f ace .  I followed t h e  

l i n e s  w i th  my eyes.  Then I saw t h e  glow around i t ,  a  b r i g h t  buff  

co lo r  t h a t  seemed f r i e n d l y  and y e t  awesome a t  t h e  same t ime i n  i t s  

age lessness .  

Following an inner  d i r e c t i v e ,  I held t he  rock t o  my abdomen. I 

d i d n ' t  expect  t o  hear  anyth ing ,  f o r  I was n o t  l i s t e n e d  wi th  my e a r s ,  

and don Juan hadn ' t  s p e c i f i e d  what I had t o  do. But s u r p r i s i n g l y ,  t h e  

amorphous chunk of l ava  began t o  t e l l  me th ings .  I assured  myself 

t h a t  I was merely imagining i t ,  b u t .  it d i d n ' t  ma t t e r ;  I l i s t e n e d  
! 

anyway. I t  was a  kind of game I was playing t o  humor don Juan so  I 

would have something t o  r e p o r t  t o  him l a t e r .  Mental ly ,  I asked t h e  

rock from where it came, and I immediately received a s t r o n g  t i n g l i n g  

s e n s a t i o n  i n  my womb, and I i n s t a n t l y  knew th ings  about t h e  rock t h a t  

t o  t h e  r a t i o n a l  mind would have been absurd. 

For example, t h e  rock t o l d  me about t h e  depth of t he  e a r t h  from 

where it had come, say ing  it was l i k e  a  womb. I t  was born,  o r  r a t h e r  

spewed up by a  tremendous f o r c e  eons ago. I t  t o l d  me how it reckon 

t ime i n  terms of eons r a t h e r  than years  t h e  way we did .  And seen wi th  

i n  t h e  l imi t ed  temporal range we c a l l  h i s t o r y ,  our  l i v e s  a r e  i n s ign i -  

f i c a n t  w i th  r e spec t  t o  eons gone by. I t  t o l d  me about our  b l indness ,  

t h a t  grave misconception t h a t  we opera te  u n d e r , t h a t  we th ink  we 

manipulate  na tu re  and c o n t r o l  i t ,  ourse lves  and o the r s .  When a c t u a l l y  



t h i s  is on ly  a mirage,  a  q u a l i t y  of s e l f - r e f l e c t i o n  and most of a l l  a  

s c a r c i t y  of time. 

A s  I held  t h e  rock ,  I had a p e c u l i a r  sense  of see ing  t h e  broader 

p i c t u r e ,  i n  which I was being c o n t r o l l e d ,  d r iven  by r e l e n t l e s s  fo rces  

t o  an i n e v i t a b l e  d e s t r u c t i o n .  

I f e l t  t h i s  i n  my midsection a s  a '  s e r i e s  of s o f t  r i p p l e s .  I t  was 

a mut t led  movement coming from w i t h i n  t h e  r o c k ' s  core  a s  I he ld  i t  t o  

my abdomen. I was absorbing t h e  r o c k ' s  essence u n t i l  my e n t i r e  body 

f e l t  a s  i f  i t  were covered i n  l a y e r s  of s u b t l e  v i b r a t i o n .  Then a 

profound melancholy grasped me, a s  one e x i s t e n t i a l  ques t ion  a f t e r  

ano ther  a rose .  Why am I a l i v e ?  Who am I ?  What i s  t h e  p o i n t  Co a l l  

t h i s ?  

For a whi le  I s a t  on t h e  h i l l t o p  i n  t h e  middle of nowhere, 

contemplating t h e  f u t i l i t y  of l i f e ,  when a tremor when through me l i k e  

t h e  r o l l  of thunder ,  t h a t  shook me t o  t h e  core.  I f e l t  a  r e l e a s e  of 

f e e l i n g s  t h a t  I could no t  name o r  i s o l a t e .  I remembered C l a r a ' s  

words; t h a t  t h e r e  i s  no end t o  t h e  wel l spr ings  of man's indulgence.  

I n s t e a d  of f i g h t i n g  o r  con ta in ing  i t ,  I l e t  t h e  s h i v e r  pass  u n t i l  a l l  
I 

was s t i l l  again .  

I t e l t  exhausted,  as  i f  a  volcano had erupted s p i l l i n g  f o r t h  

mountains of c l i n g i n g  and concern. iixperiences t h a t  I had no t  

thoroughly r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  gushed f o r t h  s o  suddenly t h a t  I could not  

s t o p  t o  examine them; I d i d n ' t  even have t ime t o  do t h e  sweeping 

brea th  t o  b rea th  t h e  f e e l i n g s  away. I understood how t h e  baggage of 

memory and exper ience had made me heavy, ponderous, encrus ted  with 

concerns about what I thought ,  f e l t ,  wanted t o  b e ,  o r  d i d n ' t  want t o  



be.;=&?he$e mental  t a b r i c a t i o n s  had served only weigh me down s o  t h a t  I 

was fo reve r  ou t  of synchroniza t ion  w i t h  t ime and l i f e .  

I wanted t o  l e t  go of every th ing  i n s i d e  me, l eave  i t  a i l  behind, 

s t a r t  wi th  no th ing ,  s o  I could be f r e e ,  but something i n  me d id  n o t  

want t o - l e t  go. I t  clung t o  l i f e  and t ea red  ob l iv ion .  Yet, t h e  

message of t h e  l a v a  rock was t o  l eave  th ings  a s  they a r e ;  n o t  t o  worry 

about t r i v i a l i t i e s ,  n o t  t o  s t r i v e  o r  i n t e r f e r e .  Things w i l l  t ake  ca re  

of themselves. Live f o r  today ,  f o r  t h e  weight of a l l  our yes te rdays  

w i l l  drag us  down, and thoughts of tomorrow w i l l  d i s t r a c t  us from our  

p re sen t  purpose. The rock t o l d  me t h e r e  i s  a  way of perce iv ing  

without  possess ing ,  and t h a t  was by simply a l lowing L i t e  t o  un fo ld ,  

t o  be what it i s ,  o u t s i d e  y e t  i n e x t r i c a b l e  merged with  t he  s e l f  a t  any 

p a r t i c u l a r  moment. 

I Looked a t  t h e  rock and thanked it f o r  i t s  messages. I was about 

t o  put  it i n  my pocket  t o  t a k e  it wi th  me a s  a  reminder of how 

important  it i s  t o  l e t  go when, I f e l t  a  t a p  on my r i g h t  shoulder.  

"Haven't you lea rned  anything from your gushing r e a l i z a t i o n s ? "  I 

heard a  voice  say. 

I n s t a n t l y  I dropped t h e  rock and looked up p e t r i f i e d ,  pant ing 

in s t ead  o t  breathing.  There i n  f r o n t  of  me was Nelida.  I rece ived  

such a  j o l t  t o  my midsect ion t h a t  I f ea red  I had t o  go t o  t h e  bathroom 

on t h e  spo t .  Nelida t o l d  me t o  immediately assume a  h a l t  s i t t i n g ,  

h a l f  kneel ing pos tu re  t h a t  s o r c e r e r s  use  i n  moments of g r e a t  upheaval.  

She helped me tuck  my r i g h t  l e g  under t h e  c ru t ch  wi th  my r i g h t  f o o t  

p re s s ing  t h e  perineum; my Le t t  knee was bend and my t h i g h  and c a l f  

were pressed t o  my body. 



"Use t h i s  pos tu re  of p r o t e c t i o n  whenever you rece ived  a  f r i g h t  o r  

j o l t , "  she  advised.  

I s a t  t h e r e  t o r  a  few moments t o  compose myself .  I had t h e  

c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  Nelida had manifested h e r s e l f  ou t  of nowhere on t h e  

h i l l s i d e  l i k e  t h e  a p p a r i t i o n  of a  Virgin. Then I r e a l i z e d  t h e  

absu rd i ty  o t  t h i s  and t o l d  myself t h a t  probably Nel ida  had been 

wa i t i ng  on t h e  o the r  s i d e  o t  t h e  h i l l  and don Juan had t o l d  her  where 

t o  f i n d  me. 

' I  l i k e  t h e  explanat ion o t  t he  Virgin appearing o u t  o t  nowhere 

b e t t e r , "  Nelida s a id  wi th  a  laugh. "I could be t h e  Vi rg in  of t h e  Lava. 

L e t ' s  build a  g r o t t o  he re  on t h i s  spot .  People would come from a l l  

over t o  venerate .  As t h e  s ay ing  goes,  "Where t h e r e  i s  v e n e r a t i o n ,  even 

rocks emit l i g h t . "  

I laughed a t  her  l i g h t  hear ted  humor and began t o  f e e l  more a t  

ease .  Nelida s a t  down on a  nearby boulder. I cou ldn ' t  he lp  n o t i c i n g  

how s t y l i s h l y  she  was dressed.  She had on khaki c u l o t t e s  and a  

matching j acke t  and high black boots t h a t  were made of s o f t  Napa 

l e a t h e r .  She looked a s  it s h e  was an advert isement f o r  a  t r a v e l  

magazine. 

"Do you envy my o u t f i t ? "  she  asked n o t i c i n g  my f u r t i v e  glances.  

I f e l t  myself f l u sh .  The l a s t  t h ing  I wanted t o  do was t o  envy 

NeLida's c l o t h e s ,  but something i n  me cou ldn ' t  he lp  i t .  I was so  

d i sheve l l ed ,  s o  rumpled t h a t  I f e l t  l i k e  a  sod of e a r t h  nex t  t o  her  

c o o l ,  f r e s h  appearance. How could anyone look so  s p i f f y  i n  t h e  dese r t ?  

I t  would never occur t o  me t o  dress  up t o  go romping through t h e  

boulders and cac tus .  

I 



"L wish I d i d n ' t  envy a l l  t h e  t ime ,"  I whined. "But I c a n ' t  he lp  
+ 

it. Every t ime I s e e  someone wi th  something expensive o r  good looking,  

I want i t  too.' '  

She laughed and reminded me t h a t  I had j u s t  spen t  a  hour purging 

myself of d e s i r e s  and at tachments.  

"What happened t o  a l l  your c a t h a r t i c  r e a l i z a t i o n s ,  l i t t l e  miss ,  

Me-Too?" s h e  s a i d  smil ing.  "Well, a t  l e a s t  your glances  d o n ' t  i nc lude  

men's c ro tches . "  

' I  beg your pardon? Why would I look a t  men's' c ro t ches?"  

Nelida smiled.  "You'd be s u r p r i s e d  a t  how many woman a r e  f i x a t e d  

on men's r e a r  ends. Whenever some women pass a  man i n  t h e  s t r e e t ,  

t h e i r  eyes au toma t i ca l ly  wander down i n  t h a t  d i r e c t i o n . "  

"Well, t o  me men's c ro tches  a r e  t h e  l e a s t  i n t e r e s t i n g  p a r t  of 

t h e i r  anatomy," I s a i d  peeved. 

"Perhaps ,"  she  s a i d  w i th  a  spa rk l e .  'But  my po in t  i s  t h a t  our 

eyes a r e  t r a i n e d  t o  seek ou t  t h ings .  For some o t  us  i t ' s  a  good 

looking t a c e  o r  d e r r i e r e ,  t o r  o the r s  it i s  a r t i c l e s  of c lo th ing .  We 

were a l l  t r a i n e d  l i k e  monkeys t o  grasp and covet th ings . "  

' I  suppose you ' r e  r i g h t , "  I s a i d .  "But I c a n ' t  he lp  wanting t h e  

e x c i t i n g  t h i n g s  o t h e r s  have." 

"Don't you know t h a t  t o  have possess ions  is  unimportant ,"  she  

s a i d .  "There is  no need t o  s t r i v e  o r  s t rugg le .  Everything takes  c a r e  

of i t s e l f . "  

I t o l d  h e r  how my mother had spent  her  e n t i r e  l i f e  s t r u g g l i n g  t o  

acqu i r ing  t h i n g s ;  ch ina ,  f u r n i t u r e ,  knickknacks t o r  t h e  house. And i f  

she  d i d n ' t  have t h e  money t o  buy c e r t a i n  i tems,  which was u s u a l l y  t h e  

c a s e ,  she  would f e e l  deprived and unhappy. There was always t h a t  look 
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of disappointment and envy i n  her  eyes whenever we went t o  v i s i t  

f r i e n d s  and she saw something f o r  t h e i r  house l i k e  a matching s e t  of 

cookware, o r  matching luggage,  o r  when one of her  f r i e n d s  showed up 

wi th  a new d re s s  o r  coa t .  

' I  re fused  t o  t ake  anything t h a t  she had saved f o r  me, when I 

l e f t , "  I s a i d  d e f i a n t l y .  

"You may not  have taken her  embroidered t a b l e  c l o t h s  t h a t  s h e  was 

sav ing  t o r  you i n  her  hope c h e s t , "  Nelida s a i d ,  "but you c e r t a i n l y  

took her  envy. You would have been b e t t e r  o f f  t ak ing  t h e  napkins and 

s i l ve rware  and leav ing  t h e  covet ing behind. That sense  of cove t ing ,  

was t h e  legacy t h a t  she handed down t o  you." 

" I t ' s  easy t o  l eave  something concre te  l i k e  napkins ," I s a i d .  

"Those a r e  r e a l .  But envy i s n ' t  r e a l .  How can I l e t  go of something 

I t h a t  i s n ' t  r e a l ? "  

"You begin by r e c a p i t u l a t i n g , "  Hel ida  sa id .  

"I a l ready  r e c a p i t u l a t e d  t h a t  and it d i d n ' t  work." 

"I t  works. But you keep going back t o  th ings  t h a t  you should have 

l e t  go o t  long ago." 

' I  h a d n ' t  even been aware t h a t  i t  was s t i l l  p a r t  o t  my baggage," 

I s a id .  

"Well now you a r e  aware of i t , "  she  sa id .  "Energy leaves  from the  

eyes and a l s o  e n t e r s  through them. So c o n t r o l  your glances .  I t ' s  

extremely important  t o  t r a i n  one ' s  eyes." 

,, How can one t r a i n  one ' s  eyes?"  

'By p l ac ing  a l l  your i n t e n t  i n  fo rg ing  your energy body and never 

dev ia t e  from t h a t  purpose,"  Nelida s a i d .  "Recapi tula t ing i s  on ly  the  

beginning. I t  loosens your a f t i l i a t i o n  with every day l i f e  and 
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i diminishes  t h e  f o r c e  w i t h  which o b j e c t s  impinge on t h e  energy from 

your eyes .  Now use  t h a t  added energy no t  r e i n f o r c e  your envy, but t o  

fo rge  your energy body, your double. In s t ead  of r e f l e c t i n g  envy, use 

your eyes t o  ene rg i ze  t he  double. Only wi th  your energy body w i l l  you 

be a b l e  t o  make t h e  a b s t r a c t  f l i g h t . "  

"Why do you c a l l  i t  t h e  a b s t r a c t  f l i g h t ? "  I asked. 

,, Sorce re r s  be l ieve  t h a t  t h e r e  a r e  o the r  un iverses  besides  t h e  one 

i n t o  which you we born," she  r ep l i ed .  " B u t o n l y  someone who has s t o r e d  

enough energy i s  ab l e  t o  c ros s  over and move through d i f f e r e n t  i n t e r -  

s e c t i o n s  ." 
"How a r e  t h e  o the r  un iverses  d i f f e r e n t ? "  I asked 

"The world we a r e  born i n t o  is  concre te  and i s  determined by 

organic  mat te r  governed by phys i ca l  laws," she  s a i d .  "I t  i s  l i n e a r l y  

i f a c t u a l l y  organized i n  terms of t ime and space.  But w i th  enough 
a .-: 

energy we a r e  a b l e  t o  c ros s  over boundaries t h a t  s e p a r a t e  worlds upon 

worlds.  Worlds i n  which energy is ino rgan ic ,  n o t  l i n e a r  bu t  c i r c u l a r ,  

ever  p re sen t  and t imeless .  I t  i s  not  made up of m a t t e r ,  but of energy 

and awareness. And one can only e n t e r  i n t o  t h e  o t h e r  realms by 

becoming formless  and v i r t u a l l y  a b s t r a c t .  I n  essence,  one becomes t h e  

dream body and t h i s  c ros s ing  over  is t h e  a b s t r a c t  f l i g h t .  So d o n ' t  

waste your energy on envying concre te  ob jec t s  you can never t a k e  wi th  

you, but which only burden you down and w i l l  make you s t a y  put .  Use 

your energy t o  fo rge  your energy body s o  you can make t h e  a b s t r a c t  

f l i g h t .  " 

"How do I fo rge  my energy body?" I asked. 

Nelida d i d  n o t  answer. but  beckoned me wi th  a  crook of h e r  index 

f i n g e r  t o  fo l low her. We l e f t  t h e  h i l l  top  and stopped a t  2 c l e a r i n g  
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where s h e  t o l d  me t o  l i g h t  a  t i r e .  When w e  had g o t t e n  enough wood 

g a t h e r ,  I lit a t i r e  w i t h  my matches .  Only t h e n  d i d  N e l i d a  make 

h e r s e l f  c o m f o r t a b l e  on a  l a r g e  r o c k  and began t a l k i n g  t o  me a g a i n .  

'One s o r c e r y  p a s s  i n  p a r t i c u l a r  h a s  t h e  i n t e n t  t o  f o r g e  t h e  

ene rgy  body,"  s h e  s a i d .  "And someday someone w i l l  show i t  t o  you. Now 

w e  must u s e  t h e  f lame t o  change t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of your  e y e s  s o  t h a t  

t h e y  w i l l  no l o n g e r  r e f l e c t  human concerns  but  t h e  dreaming body,  t h e  

e y e s  of t h e  double. ' '  

She t o l d  m e  t o  look  a t  t h e  f lame th rough  h a l f  c l o s e d  l i d s ,  t h e n  

t u r n  my head t o  t h e  l e f t  and v i s u a l i z e  t h e  f i r e  coming f rom t h a t  

d i r e c t i o n .  I t h e n  had t o  move my head t o  t h e  c e n t e r  a g a i n  and looked  

a t  t h e  r e a l  f l a m e a g a i n  and t u r n  my head t o  t h e  l e f t  a g a i n  and 

. :.. v i s u a l i z e  t h e  flame. A f t e r  r e p e a t i n g  t h i s  a c t i o n  s h e  s a i d  my e y e s  were 

f i x e d  away f rom t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of  everyday l i f e  s o t h a t  t h e  t h i n g s  of 

t h e  world would no l o n g e r  have such  a  s t r o n g  p u l l  on m e .  



Guests of Life 

Nelida stood up and with a few sweeps of her foot, put out the 

fire. 

"Shouldn't we wait here for don Juan?" I said. 

She let out an exuberant laugh. "He'll know where to find us if 

he wants ." 
We hiked up a step canyon. I was exhausted and was taking in 

enormous gulps of air. 

1 I don't think I can make it to the top without a rest," I said. 

"Don't be such a wimp. Aren't you curious to find out where I am 

taking you?" 

I need a rest," I insisted. 

"What you need is to remember you are a guest of the earth," 

Nelida said as she sat down on a rock. "We can rest on rocks, leaning 

against trees, or simply by pressing our fingers against the center of 

the palm. But we don't realize we can get energy from little things, 

because we think we are here as conquerors of the earth." 

I sat on a rock. Immediately, I sensed some of the energy of the 

boulder entering my spine through the pressure exerted on my tailbone. 

Nelida continued talking. "When we feel that we own people and 

things. We are wasteful and arrogant. We are coercive and make 

, maltreatment our style of being." 
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To my surprise, the rock was comfortable and I wanted to ask 

Nelida questions so I could prolong this moment of rest. 

"I don't think we can extend the notion of ownership to include 

people," I said. "This isn't the middle ages where a feudal lord owns 

his land and his subjects." 

"Don't fool yourself, Taisha. A mother rules her children; 

husbands still own their wives; a priest dominates his congregation, 

and the media mesmerizes the masses. The world abounds with tyrants, 

masters and slaves." 

Nelida said it was better to abandon such arrogant or submissive 

behavior and adopt the role of a humble guest. 

'Why a guest?" I asked shifting on the sofa-rock. 

'A guest is free," Nelida said. "Not much is expected of him and 

the place he is visiting and the people there are not under his thumb. 

He expects nothing, yet is given everything. Sorcerers say, this 

makes for a joyous journey.'' 

I was silent, trying to apply Nelida's counsel to my own state of 

being. I had always thought it was a mark of character to be acquisi- 

tive, competitive, and whenever possible in control of people. 

"Why not simply accept that we own and control nothing," Nelida 

said. "We have to use things to help us on our journey, true. But 

nothing is ours to keep or control." 

"How can you say that?" I said feeling threatened. I had grown up 

with the sense of never having had enough of material things or of 

being in control of my life. Now this sorceress was saying that it was 

deleterious to have material attachments. 



A s  i f  s e n s i n g  my r e v u l s i o n ,  Ne l ida  informed m e  t h a t  c o n t r a r y  t o  

how it  a p p e a r e d ,  s o r c e r e r s  d i d  n o t  c o v e t  p o s s e s s i o n s  o r  t r i e d  t o  

dominate  p e o p l e .  

" I n  f a c t ,  s o r c e r e r s  m a i n t a i n ,  t h a t  n o t  even t h e  c l o t h e s  on o u r  

backs a r e  o u r s , "  s h e  s a i d  w i t h  a  g l i n t .  "How can a n y t h i n g  be long  t o  

u s  when w e  d o n ' t  have t h e  power t o  hold  it?" 

"The s h o e s  I ' m  wearing be long  t o  me; I bought them m y s e l f , "  I 

s a i d  p l a y i n g  t h e  d e v i l ' s  a d v o c a t e .  

'And I suppose  y o u ' l l  keep  them f o r  t h e  r e s t  of your  l i f e ,  l ong  

a f t e r  t h e y  have s e r v e d  t h e i r  p u r p o s e , "  N e l i d a  s c o f f e d  w i t h  a  d e r i s i v e  

l a u g h .  

She had me pegged. I t  was i m p o s s i b l e  f o r  m e  t o  d i s c a r d  a n y t h i n g ,  

even  though i t  no l o n g e r  f u n c t i o n s  o r  I  had any u s e  f o r  it. 

" I t ' s  p o i n t l e s s  t o  c l i n g , "  Nel ida  s a i d  i n  a s o f t e r  t o n e .  "How 

c a n  your  c l o t h e s  be long  t o  you when n o t  even t h e  body wear ing  them i s  

y o u r s ? "  

I t h o u g h t  she  was c a r r y i n g  t h e  i d e a  of  n o t  owning a n y t h i n g  t o  t h e  

ex t r eme .  I began t o  defend  my p o i n t  as i f  my l i f e  depended on it. But 

s h e  mere ly  laughed  a t  m e .  

"You ' r e  b e t t e r  o f f  abandoning r i g h t  f rom t h e  s t a r t  t h e  i d e a  of 

hav ing  or owning t h i n g s , "  s h e  a d v i s e d .  " ~ n d  adop t  a  new mode of  

r e g a r d i n g  y o u r s e l f  and o t h e r s  i n  which n o t h i n g  is o u r s ,  n o t  even  

o u r s e l v e s .  T h i s  way you c u t  t h rough  t h e  sham of  having  t h i n g s  and t h e  

burden  of hav ing  t o  guard  your  p o s s e s s i o n s .  S t a l k e r s  a r e  f l u i d  and 

f r u g a l .  They are free from encumbrances." 

I d i d n ' t  l i k e  what s h e  w a s  s a y i n g .  I had v i s i o n s  of hav ing  t o  

d i s p o s e  of my t h i n g s  i n  a  g i a n t  g a r a g e  sale. T h e . f r u g a l i t y  of  t h e  
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s o r c e r e r ' s  world was r epugnan t  t o  me. I was r a i s e d  w i t h  t h e  i d e a  of 

someday hav ing  a  h o u s e ,  f u r n i t u r e ,  a  c a r  and b e a u t i f u l ,  s t y l i s h  

c l o t h e s .  A s  an a d o l e s c e n t  I would l o o k  a t  f a s h i o n  magazines ,  and  

imagine  t h a t  one day I would be a b l e  t o  a f f o r d  t h e  c l o t h e s  f e a t u r e d  i n  

them. And I had t o  admi t  t h a t  t h e  dream of owning my own home w a s  

a lways  j u s t  ove r  t h e  h o r i z o n .  

" L e t ' s  c o n t i n u e  walking wh i l e  we t a l k , "  Nel ida  s a i d  and s t o o d  up. 

She p e t t e d  t h e  r o c k  s h e  had been s i t t i n g  on a s  i f  it were a  

puppy, t h e n  s n i f f e d  o u t  a  few t imes.  

' T h e  ad jus tmen t  t h a t  s o r c e r e r s  have t o  make," s h e  s a i d  as s h e  

walked ,  "is t h a t  t h e y  c e a s e  t o  r e g a r d  t h e i r  body as  t h e i r  own. Then 

t h e r e  is n o t h i n g  t h e y  can l o s e ,  n o t  even l i f e  i t s e l f . "  

N e l i d a  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  one of t h e  fundamental  aims of s t a l k i n g  i s  

! t o  c a r e  f o r  t h e  body, n o t  as an o b j e c t  o r  p o s s e s s i o n ,  bu t  a s  a  tempo- 
~ ~ 

r a r y  g u e s t .  By t r e a t i n g  it impeccably ,  s h e  s a i d ,  we t u r n  it i n t o  a  

most e f f i c i e n t  v e h i c l e  f o r  o u r  journey .  

T h i s  means you d o n ' t  i n d u l g e  i n  food  o r  d r i n k ,  o r  a n y t h i n g  t h a t  

makes you t i r e d ,  i l l - a t  e a s e ,  o r  s i c k .  And you are n e v e r  needy o r  

want ing because  t h e r e  i s  n o t h i n g  t h a t  you are l a c k i n g . "  

I a rgued  t h a t  what a  pe r son  f e l t  was a  r e s u l t  of t h e i r  c i r cums-  

t a n c e s .  Some p e o p l e ,  I informed h e r ,  a r e  born i n t o  u n f o r t u n a t e  

c i r c u m s t a n c e s ,  l i k e  p o v e r t y ,  and have t o  s t r u g g l e  t o  rise above i t .  

"Tha t  may be t r u e , "  s h e  a d m i t t e d .  "But once a  p e r s o n  r e c a p i -  

t u l a t e s  t h e i r  l i f e ,  p o v e r t y  can no l o n g e r  touch  them." 

I d o n ' t  s e e  how t h a t  can be  t r u e , "  I s a i d .  

' S i m p l y  because t h e y  are no l o n e r  t h e r e  t o  be t o u c h e d , "  s h e  s a i d .  



"How can a  pe r son  l i v e  l i k e  t h a t ? "  I a rgued .  "I  was t h i r t e e n  

y e a r s  o l d  b e f o r e  I had a  new d r e s s .  And I w a s n ' t  happy." 

Ne l ida  laughed  a t  my s e l f - p i t y i n g  t o n e .  "You mean you wore t h e  

same o l d  d r e s s  f o r  t h i r t e e n  y e a r s ?  T h a t ' s  i n c r e d i b l e . "  

"No, of c o u r s e  n o t , "  I s a i d  annoyed. " I  mean e v e r y t h i n g  I had 

worn up t o  t h a t  t i m e  were hand-me-downs from my c o u s i n s .  The new d r e s s  

was a p r e s e n t  f o r  my t h i r t e e n t h  b i r t h d a y .  I s t i l l  remember how my 

mother  t ook  me t o  a  d r e s s  shop  t o  p i c k  o u t  any d r e s s  I wanted. I 

n e a r l y  f a i n t e d  from t h e  t e n s i o n  of  having  t o  chose  t h e  p e r f e c t  d r e s s  

t h a t  I t h o u g h t  would have t o  l a s t  me f o r  t h e  r e s t  of my l i f e .  I knew 

I would never  g e t  a n o t h e r  one .  I t  t o o k  me h o u r s  of t r y i n g  t h i n g s  o n ,  

and a g o n i z i n g  d e c i s i o n  making f o r  i t  had t o  be t h e  p e r f e c t  d r e s s .  On 

t o p  of e v e r y t h i n g ,  I f e a r e d  t h a t  a t  any moment, my mother  would l o s e  

h e r  p a t i e n c e  and go home w i t h o u t  buying me a n y t h i n g .  

"When I f i n a l l y  s e l e c t e d  a  f l o u n c y  maroon and navy b l u e  s u n d r e s s ,  

my mother looked a t  m e  p a t h e t i c a l l y  and s a i d ,  ' D o n ' t  t e l l  m e  y o u ' r e  

g o i n g  t o  choose t h a t  one? and I knew I had made t h e  wrong c h o i c e .  But 

I s t u b b o r n l y  i n s i s t e d  t h a t  I wanted t h a t  d r e s s  and no  o t h e r .  When I 

g o t  home I wept because  it I looked  l i k e  a p i l l o w  sham." 

Ne l ida  laughed  even h a r d e r  and urged  m e  t o  s t o p  f e e l i n g  s o r r y  f o r  

m y s e l f .  She s a i d  I had been f o r t u n a t e  f o r  I cou ld  have made t h a t  

dress--even i f  i t  looked  l i k e  a bedspread- - in to  a power o b j e c t .  

" O r  you could  have r i p p e d  i t  t o  s h r e d s  and thrown it i n  t h e  

t r a s h , "  s h e  s a i d .  

I was shocked t o  h e a r  h e r  s a y  t h a t .  

I could  n e v e r  have done t h a t , "  I s a i d .  " I t  was t h e  o n l y  new 

' t h i n g  I owned. B e s i d e s ,  I  had t o  wear i t  t o  my b i r t h d a y  p a r t y . "  



"Look a t  i t  t h i s  way,"  s h e  s a i d .  "When you want n o t h i n g ,  t h a t  i s  

t h e  o n l y  t ime  you can r e a l l y  be f r e e  t o  e n j o y  l i f e .  You n e v e r  know 

w h a t ' s  going t o  happen n e x t .  But s i n c e  you are no l o n g e r  a t t a c h e d  t o  

a n y t h i n g ,  i t  d o e s n ' t  m a t t e r ;  you s imply  e n j o y  t h e  r i d e .  T h a t ' s  t h e  

sorcerer ' s way. " 

I t  seemed t o  m e  i m p o s s i b l e  t o  a r r i v e  a t  a s t a t e  of s u c h  comple te  

de t achmen t ,  and I admired Ne l ida  immensely f o r  hav ing  accompl ished  i t .  

How can one  become s o  de t ached?"  I a s k e d .  " I s n ' t  it only  

n a t u r a l  t o  want t o  have t h i n g s ? "  

Ne l ida  shook h e r  head.  " S o r c e r e r s  s a y  t h a t  o u r  a t t a c h m e n t s  and 

d e s i r e s  a r e  mesmeric commands and s o  t h e y  c a n  be broken  by b e i n g  aware 

of them and u s i n g  o t h e r  mesmeric commands. Take your  e y e s ,  f o r  

example ." 
" I  beg your pardon?" 

'Your  e y e s .  Are you aware t h a t  you c o n s t a n t l y  r u b  them?" 

I t o l d  h e r  t h a t  my e y e s  i t c h e d  and t h a t  I w a s  p r o b a b l y  a l l e r g i c  

t o  some of t h e  f l o r a  i n  t h e  v i c i n i t y .  But I was n o t  aware t h a t  I was 

r u b b i n g  them a l l  t h e  t ime.  

Y o u r  e y e s  i t c h  because  you i r r i t a t e  them by rubb ing  them. Why 

n o t  s imply  l e a v e  them a lone?"  

I argued  t h a t  i f  o n e ' s  e y e s  i t c h e d ,  it was an a u t o m a t i c  r e a c t i o n  

t o  r u b  them. N e l i d a  shook h e r  head ;  h e r  e y e s  g l i s t e n e d  i n  t h e  sun-  

l i g h t .  

" I  suppose  you c o n s i d e r  having  s e n s i t i v e  e y e s  an a s s e t , "  s h e  

remarked .  "Hut I  a s s u r e  you i t ' s  n o t .  I f  you s t o p  b e i n g  conce rned  wi th  

them, t h e  i t c h i n g  w i l l  go away." 

"How can I d o  t h a t ? "  



'By being conscious of your hand and giving yourself the command 

not to rub them," she said. "In this way, you will have a moment's 

pause to alter the habit. It might take weeks or months of deliberate 

effort, but sooner or later the mesmeric command will be broken and 

you won't be able to reach for your eyes without being aware of it." 

I couldn't see why she was making such a mountain out of a 

molehill and was about to reach for my eyes but caught.myself. Nelida 

said that most things we did were habits we no longer were aware of so 

they controlled us. 

Being jealous, envious, reacting a certain way- all engage an 

awareness that you have made real and thus they rule your being," she 

said. 

B u t  you are talking about feelings," I said. "How can you help 

what you feel?" 

"You can change a feeling the same way you can stop excessive 

eating or drinking or smoking or anything else you want to change.'' 

Nelida explained that the secret to success lay in being aware of 

the behavior we want to change and then to deliberately altering its 

flow by an act of not-doing. When we disrupt' the natural flow of a 

feeling or action, we are practicing what sorcerers call, not-doing. 

Sorcerers practice not doing in order to change," she said. 

"But first you must be aware of the pattern, and for that you need a 

deep, thorough recapitulation. If, as in your case, you have learned 

to react by feeling sorry for yourself or envying others, then every 

time that feeling comes to you, be aware of it. Stalk yourself; map 

out your weaknesses. Then you have a choice to continue or to change. 

Finally, you can intend anything away before it entraps you." 



I t  s o u n d s  e a s y ,  b u t  i s  i t  r e a l l y  p o s s i b l e  t o  c h a n g e  a  l i f e - l o n g  

h a b i t ? "  

"You b e t  i t  i s , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  "But  i t  t a k e s  a g r e a t  d e a l  o f  

e n e r g y .  R e c a p i t u l a t i n g ,  h e l p s  you a c q u i r e  t h a t  added  e n e r g y  n e e d e d  for  

e x t r a o r d i n a r y  t ea t s  s u c h  as  b r e a k i n g  p e o p l e ' s  mesmeric commands." 

I remembered C l a r a  s a y i n g  t h e  same t h i n g .  

"The d i f f i c u l t y  arises when w e  become o b s e s s i v e  a n d  we t u r n  

e v e r y t h i n g  i n t o  a n o t h e r  d o i n g , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  "You mus t  r e g a r d  n o t -  

d o i n g  a s  a game. P e r f o r m  i t  o f t e n  enough and  you w i l l  see t h a t  

f e e l i n g s  and  d e s i r e s  are o n l y  p l a c e s  where  we have  a c c u m u l a t e  e n e r g y .  

Remove t h i s  e n e r g y  and  you  remove t h e  d e s i r e  i t s e l f . "  

N e l i d a  s t o o d  u p  and  s t r e t c h e d .  A t  l e a s t  I t h o u g h t  t h a t  was wha t  

s h e  was d o i n g .  

"Une o t h e r  t h i n g , "  s h e  s a i d ,  " n o t - d o i n g  w i l l  n o t  work w i t h o u t  t h e  

s o r c e r e r s '  c l o a k  of  c o n f i d e n c e . "  

Try  as I m i g h t ,  I c o u l d n ' t  remember a n y o n e  t a l k i n g  a b o u t  t h e  

c l o a k  of  c o n f i d e n c e .  

T h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s  I j u s t  showed y o u ,  a l low y o u r  e n e r g y  body t o  

w r a p  i t se l f  i n  t h a t  c l o a k , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  

She s t r e t c h e d  h e r  arms o u t  t o  e a c h  s i d e  and  t o o k  a d e e p  b r e a t h .  

Then s h e  r a i s e d  h e r  arms t o  h e r  s h o u l d e r  l e v e l  and  b e n t  h e r  e l b o w s ,  

k e e p i n g  t h e  p a l m s  of h e r  h a n d s  f a c i n g  down. She  s q u e e z e d  h e r  s h o u l d e r  

b l a d e s  t o g e t h e r  w h i l e  h e r  arms b a r e l y  moved a t  a l l .  Then e x h a l i n g  

s l o w l y  and e v e n l y ,  s h e  b r o u g h t  h e r  arms a r o u n d  t o  t h e  f r o n t  and  p l a c e d  

h e r  p a l m s  t o g e t h e r  w i t h  h e r  f i n g e r  t i p s  p o i n t i n g  upward.  

"Why d o  s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  t h i s  movement, ' t h e  c l o a k  of c o n f i d e n c e ' ? "  

I a s k e d .  



: ,  ' T h i s  movement t i g h t e n s  t h e  bands of ene rgy  across t h e  c h e s t .  By 

p u s h i n g  t h e  c h e s t  ou tward ,  and t h e  s h o u l d e r  b l a d e s  backwards ,  t h e  

e n e r g y  l i n e s  t h a t  a r e  s a g g i n g  become t a u n t  a g a i n .  That  b a r  a c r o s s  t h e  

c h e s t  of t h e  ene rgy  body s e r v e s  a s  a  s h i e l d .  Things bounce o f f  i t ,  

and t h a t  g i v e s  one a  s e n s e  of c o n f i d e n c e  when f a c i n g  t h e  wor ld  of  

d o i n g  . ' I  

I r e p e a t e d  t h i s  motion s e v e r a l  t imes  u n t i l  I  f e l t  c o m f o r t a b l e  

w i t h  i t .  With a  s u r g e  of e n e r g y ,  I made i t  t o  t h e  t o p  of t h e  r i d g e ,  

s t u m b l i n g  o v e r  l o o s e  r o c k s  a s  I scrambled  up t h e  t r a i l .  When I g o t  t o  

t h e  t o p ,  I l e t  o u t  an i n v o l u n t a r y  g a s p .  Hidden i n  t h e  t a l l  bushy 

trees was a  h i g h  grey  wal l  t h a t  had p a r t i a l l y  c rumbled  away, and a 

s h a t t e r e d  archway l e a d i n g  i n t o  a  h a c i e n d a  gone t o  r u i n .  I c o u l d  see 

broken  s t a t u e s  and columns on t h e  ground.  S t e p s  covered  w i t h  weeds l e d  

', 
) t o  a f l a t  a r e a  t h a t  once had been a  m a g n i f i c e n t  c o u r t y a r d .  T h e r e  was 

even  a  church  t h a t  was p a r t  of t h e  compound and many secondary  

o u t b u i l d i n g s  t h a t  c l u s t e r e d  w i t h i n  t h e  w a l l s .  I f e l t  my h e a r t  l e a p  

w i t h  e x c i t e m e n t .  

"What on e a r t h  i s  such  a huge hac ienda  do ing  o u t  h e r e ? "  I gasped .  

I t  w a s  b u i l t  hundreds  of y e a r s  ago and was moved t o  t h i s  s p o t  by 

t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s , "  N e l i d a  r e p l i e d .  "Your awe comes f rom t h e  

e n e r g y  t h a t  t h e  s o r c e r e r s  l e f t  i n  t h a t  p l a c e . "  

"Wait a  m i n u t e ,  Ne l ida .  Did you say  t h e  s o r c e r e r s  moved i t  t o  

t h i s  p l a c e ?  How was t h a t  p o s s i b l e ?  I t  would have t a k e n  a work crew of 

t h o u s a n d s  of p e o p l e  t o  d i s m a n t l e  t h e  o r i g i n a l  b u i l d i n g s  and move them 

s t o n e  by s t o n e  o v e r  t h i s  rugged  t e r r a i n . "  

N e l i d a  shook h e r  head.  "They d i d n ' t  d i s m a n t l e  and r e b u i l d  i t , "  

s h e  s a i d .  "The a n c i e n t  sorcerer i n t e n d e d  i t .  They cou ld  c a u s e  e n t i r e  
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c i t i e s  t o  move s i m p l y  by u s i n g  t h e i r  i n t e n t .  A s i n g l e  h a c i e n d a  w a s  n o  

g r e a t  f e a t  f o r  them." 

N e l i d a  s u g g e s t e d  w e  wa lk  a r o u n d  t h e  o u t e r  g r o u n d s  t o  make o u r  

p r e s e n c e  known. For t h e  p l a c e  o o z e d  s o r c e r e r s '  i n t e n t  a n d  w e  h a d  t o  

a n n o u n c e  o u r s e l v e s  f i r s t ,  b e f o r e  b u r s t i n g  i n  on i t .  A s  we walked  s h e  

s t r e s s e d  t h a t  t h e  b u i l d i n g s  had been  d e l i b e r a t e l y  set  o n  a n  e n e r g e t i c  

f i s s u r e  i n  t h e  e a r t h ,  and  s o  i t  exuded power .  I t  was t h i s  power  t h a t  

g a v e  my body a n  a d d e d  b o o s t ,  w h e r e a s  b e f o r e  i t  was d o r m a n t .  

"When e n e r g y  i s  c i r c u l a t e d ,  f a t i g u e  l e a v e s  t h e  b o d y , "  s h e  s a i d  as 

we came t o  t h e  walls t h a t  h a d  l o n g  a g o  c r u m b l e d  away. 

S u d d e n l y ,  N e l i d a  l e t  o u t  a s h r i e k  t h a t  se t  t h e  h a i r s  on my arms 

s t a n d i n g .  

' D o  I h a v e  t o  y e l l  t o o ? "  I a s k e d  w i t h  a s h i v e r .  

O f  c o u r s e .  You h a v e  t o  l e t  i n t e n t  know you are h e r e .  O t h e r w i s e  

i t  may s p i t  you o u t .  Then you w o u l d n ' t  b e  a b l e  t o  e s c a p e  f a s t  enough ,  

s h o u l d  t h e  power of t h e  o l d  s o r c e r e r s  t u r n s  a g a i n s t  you." 

I t o o k  a d e e p  b r e a t h ,  f a c e d  t h e  e n t r a n c e  a n d  y e l l e d ,  " i n t e n t M $  

t h r e e  t i m e s  as l o u d  as I c o u l d .  An e c h o ,  as i f  t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s  

were y e l l i n g  b a c k ,  made i t  e v e n  more eer ie .  When I had f i n i s h e d  

y e l l i n g ,  N e l i d a  p e e r e d  i n t o  my e y e s  and  a s k e d  m e  how I f e l t .  I t o l d  

h e r  t h a t  I was f r i g h t e n e d  o u t  of my p a n t s ,  b u t  i n  s p i t e  of t h a t ,  I 

f e l t  t o t a l l y  r e f r e s h e d .  

"Good," s h e  s a i d .  " T h a t  means t h a t  t h e  a n c i e n t  sorcerers '  e n e r g y  

h a s  a b e n e f i c i a l  e f f e c t  on you a n d  w e  c a n  p r o c e e d . "  

W h a t  i f  I f e l t  t i r e d ,  i n s t e a d ? "  I a s k e d .  

"We would have  t o  t u r n  back  t h e  way w e  came and  you would  m i s s  



t h e  l e s s o n s  i n  s t o r e  f o r  you h e r e .  Now, s i t  and l e t  s i l e n c e  e n v e l o p  

you ,  s o  we can proceed  th rough  t h e  p o r t a l s . "  

I had heard  Nel ida  say  t h i s  b e f o r e ,  many t i m e s ,  b u t  I s t i l l  

d i d n ' t  know what ' l e t t i n g  s i l e n c e  e n v e l o p  me' meant  on a p r a c t i c a l  

l e v e l .  I asked he r  t o  be more s p e c i f i c .  She r e p l i e d  t h a t  I had j u s t  

done i t ,  t o  some e x t e n d ,  w i t h  t h e  h e l p  of t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  c r y .  She 

e l a b o r a t e d  t h a t  i n  o r d e r  t o  be s i l e n t ,  one had t o  l e t  go of t h e  s e l f ,  

and f o r  t h a t ,  one needed t o  g r a b  o n t o  something e l s e ,  f o r  example ,  t h e  

s u n ' s  l i g h t ,  or t h e  b r e a t h ,  or t o  i n t e n t  i t s e l f  v i a  t h e  power cry'. In  

t h i s  way energy  i s  r e l e a s e  and power can  be h a r n e s s e d .  Nel ida  e x -  

p l a i n e d  t h a t  u n v e i l i n g  and accumula t ing  power was t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r -  

e r s  p r imary  aim. 

'And how does  one u n v e i l  power?" I asked .  

N e l i d a  s a t  down on a nearby  s t e p .  She assumed t h e  r i g h t  c a l f  i n  

f r o n t  of t h e  c h e s t  p o s i t i o n  w i t h ' h e r  hands wrapped around h e r  c a l f ,  

w h i l e  s i t t i n g  on h e r  ben t  l e f t  l e g .  She t o l d  m e  t o  assume t h e  same 

a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s  not-doing p o s t u r e .  

T h e r e  a r e  many ways t o  e n t i c e  power ,"  s h e  began ,  " b u t  t h e y  a l l  

come down t o  one t h i n g ,  and t h a t  is  t o  pe r fo rm e v e r y  a c t i o n  w i t h  

awareness .  Whether you s i t ,  walk o r  e a t  o r  p r a c t i c e  t h e  s o r c e r y  

p a s s e s ,  e v e r y  b r e a t h  you t a k e  must be a breath f o r  power. Then, 

g r a d u a l l y ,  t h e  s p i r i t b e g i n s  t o  d i s c l o s e  i tself  and your  e n e r g y  body 

wakes up.  The y e l l  e n a b l e s  you t o  clear a  p a t h  t o  i n t e n t  a s  w e l l  as 

g i v e s  your  energy  body a j o l t . ' '  

I jumped up s a y i n g  I was r e a d y  t o  e x p l o r e  t h e  r u i n s  and t o  

examine some of  t h e  f i g u r i n e s  I had s e e n  i n  t h e  c o u r t y a r d .  Pe rhaps  



they were precolumbian artifacts I could take back to the archaeologi- 

cal museum at the university. But Nelida was adamant. 

S i t  down. We are not here on a treasure hunt or to do research 

for a term paper." 

She assured me that such explorations would be meaningless, for 

they would not help me in my tasks to unveil and harness power. The 

only things that would be of any value to our present purpose, were 

silence and detachment. 

"Don't get on your high horse and turn this into another doing," 

she warned. "Let power act thought you. Then everything will fall 

into place naturally . ' I  

I told her that her recommendation was much too vague to be of 

any practical value. She leaned closer and whispered that she would 

I reveal the only thing that was of any practical value, for it was the 

key to freedom. 

T h e  ancient sorcerers were very practical people," she said. "So 

practical, in fact, that they lost themselves in procedures. Modern 

sorcerers saw that the road of the ancients lead to ruin. So they 

isolated impeccability as their only guide. And why is impeccability 

the key to freedom?" 

Nelida did not wait for me to offer a reply. 

"Impeccability is the other side of the spirit. Like two sides of 

a coin or two sides of a hill." 

I wanted to ask her what she meant by impeccability but she 

stopped me with a wave of her hand. Smoothly she changed her position 

to bring her left knee to her chest and sat on her right bent leg. I 



copied her. She turned to gaze at the top of the hill we had just 

climbed down. 

"The ancient sorcerers could go right though that hillside and 

land on the top or on the other side," Nelida said. "They didn't need 

to climb to the top first the way we did. They needed only awareness 

and intent to control the direction of their flight. But some of us 

have less energy, so that all our actions have to be geared toward 

being impeccable. Only in this way, can we store enough power to let 

go of the personal self and land on the other side of the mountain." 

Nelida picked up a stick and drew a curve on the ground that 

resembled the slope of a mountainside. 

"On this side there is impeccability," she said pointing with her 

stick. "Our bodies and our actions and all the things we see and feel 

,,I must be tuned with awareness and control. On the other side is pure 

understanding that makes us abandon ourselves. In the middle is a 

barrier made up of concern that veils everything. It is the fog that 

must be purified in order to see the other side clearly." 

Nelida pointed to the middle line of her drawing--the heavy part 

that formed the mountainside. She said that in our mesmeric state, we 

only see the personal self and direct everything towards its enhance- 

ment. Since it is the self that governs our actions, they are super- 

ficial, shoddy and full of self. We believe the self is immortal, 

consequently we are indolent as if we had all the time in the world at 

our disposal. But once we realize there is something beyond the self, 

something veiled and mysterious, we begin to turn our attention and 

efforts towards unveiling it and exploring its mystery. 



T h e  less  one emphas izes  t h e  s e l f ,  t h e  h i g h e r  t h e  s p i r i t  w i l l  

s o a r , "  Ne l ida  s a i d .  "On t h e  o t h e r  hand ,  t h e  more s e l f  i m p o r t a n t  w e  

are,  t h e  more we c l i n g  t o  emot ions ,  judgments and i d e a s .  Remove t h e  

emphas is  on t h e  s e l f  and t h e  s p i r i t  w i l l  s o a r . ' '  

"Is t h e r e  a  s p e c i a l  c h a n t  o r  b r e a t h  one can  do t o  g e t  r i d  of  t h e  

s e l f  once  and f o r  a l l ? "  I  a sked .  

W h a t  a  q u e s t i o n !  Have you f o r g o t t e n  a b o u t  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ?  

Have you l o s t  s i g h t  of t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s ? "  

"No, I on ly  meant t h a t  was t h e r e  a  s h o r t e r ,  q u i c k e r  way. Recapi-  

t u l a t i o n  t a k e s  so l o n g . "  Â 

T h e r e  a r e  no s h o r t c u t s  t o  power,"  Ne l ida  s a i d .  "Yet a n y t h i n g  is  

h e l p f u l  when done w i t h  t h e  p r o p e r  a t t i t u d e . "  

"What would t h e  p r o p e r  a t t i t u d e  be?" 

When one is s i n c e r e  and t r u t h f u l  t o  o n e ' s  p u r p o s e ;  when one d o e s  

n o t  a c t  fo r  p e r s o n a l  g a i n ;  when one i s  abandoned and d o e s n ' t  c a r e  a 

h o o t  a b o u t  what happens  t o  h e r s e l f ,  t hen  t h e  mounta in  of s e l f  r e f l e c -  

t i o n  becomes s o  t r a n s p a r e n t  t h a t  t h e  s p i r i t  can be  s e e n . "  

N e l i d a  s t r e s s e d  t h a t  t o  l i b e r a t e  t h e  energy  body,  and t o  t a p  t h e  

s p i r i t  was t h e  g o a l  of modern s o r c e r e r s .  

Why i s  t h a t  t h e i r  g o a l ? "  

B e c a u s e  on ly  freedom can b r i n g  joy and ease i n t o  o u r  l i v e s , "  s h e  

s a i d .  "Only p u r e ,  humble a c t s  can a t t r a c t  power t h a t  i s  need t o  c u t  

t h r o u g h  t h e  a p e s '  judgments  and do ings . "  

Ne l ida  added t h a t  j u s t  as  p e o p l e  d o n ' t  know how t o  l i v e  w i t h o u t  

t h e  s e l f ,  t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s  d i d n ' t  know how t o  l i v e  w i t h o u t  power. 

"Modern s o r c e r e r s  have  a  d i f f e r e n t  o r i e n t a t i o n , "  s h e  s a i d .  

"How a r e  t h e y  bound?" 



"They are not interested in controlling people; modern sorcerers 

are bound to the spirit." 

For a while we were immersed in total silence. I let the place 

fill me with its vibrant charge. Then I became aware of the sound of 

birds. Perhaps they had been there all along only I hadn't noticed 

them before. 

I t  is difficult to let go," Nelida continued. "Because we fear 

we will have nothing to tall back on. But that's only because we 

haven't yet realized that the personal self is illusory." 

H o w  does one finally let go then?" I asked. 

Letting go is a matter of abandon. When one does it, it is all 

at once. For some, it may take years of deliberation; for others, it 

only takes a sudden realization. But when one finally abandoned 

, . 
oneself to power, it brings withit a fluidity that makes the actions 

of the self seem dull and cumbersome in comparison." 

Nelida stressed that letting go of the self was a stalker's art. 

One had no qualms in dropping one's person, for one finds it a burden 

too heavy to carry. 
w" 

W h y  is the self a burden?" I asked. "Doesn't it help us in our 

life?" 

"It ought to, but in most cases it is a source of fear and 

discontentment. If you really listen to your internal monologue, you 

realize that it is nothing but a long list of complaints or self 

assertion. A stalker takes an inventory of his internal talk, examines 

it and then discards it. I recommend you do the same. For the 

internal monologue links you to the feelings that belong to your 

, , 
parents and to their parents for generations back. And unless you 

.. .. .; . . 
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d i v e s t  y o u r s e l f  of them, t h e y  w i l l  e x t e n d  themselves  i n t o  t h e  f u t u r e  

e n s n a r i n g  you t o r  t h e  r e s t  o t  your  l i f e .  

The sound of b i r d s  s t o p p e d .  Even t h e  wind had s topped  blowing.  

somewhere i n  t h e  d i s t a n c e  I hea rd  a  r u s t l i n g  i n  t h e  u n d e r b r u s h ;  

p e r h a p s  a  r a b b i t  o r  l i z a r d  s c u r r y i n g  away. Then I heard  t h e  sounds  of 

c r i c k e t s  and r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h e y  t o o  were under  t h e  spell  of a  mesmeric 

command. 

" S o r c e r e r s ,  i n  o r d e r  t o  be f r e e ,  b r e a k a w a y  from t h e  human 

h e r i t a g e  o r  what we c a l l  t h e  human c o n d i t i o n , "  Nel ida  c o n t i n u e d .  

'Through d i s c i p l i n e ,  t hey  remove themse lves  from t h e  c h a i n  o f a p e l i k e  

e x i s t e n c e ,  w i t h  no f u t u r e  o r  p a s t  t o  b ind  them. Buddhis t  c a l l  t h i s ,  

' l i b e r a t i n g  o n e s e l f  from t h e  wheel of l i f e ' .  S o r c e r e r s  c a l l  it puking 

o u t  o n e ' s  a p e - l i k e  e x i s t e n c e . "  

1 A f e e l i n g  of mise ry  swept  o v e r  m e .  I knew I was l o s t .  The p r o c e s s  

o f  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  was never -ending .  Eve ry th ing  I d i d  o r  f e l t  o r  hoped 

f o r  was f u e l  f o r  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n .  Unless  I s topped  a c t i n g  a l t o g e -  

t h e r ,  I was c r e a t i n g  more entang1ements:Theoretically I c o u l d  

a p p r e c i a t e  t h e  need f o r  ' n o t  d o i n r f ' ,  b u t  i n  a c t u a l  p r a c t i c e ,  I s t i l l  

wanted t o  be i n  c o n t r o l ,  t o  b e  l i k e d  and r e s p e c t e d  by o t h e r s ,  t o  be i n  

c h a r g e  of my l i f e .  The t h o u g h t  of  n o t  g e t t i n g  t h e s e  t h i n g s ,  f i l l e d  m e  

w i t h  f r u s t r a t i o n .  

"Whether w e  a g r e e  w i t h  t h e  s o r c e r y  t e a c h i n g s  o r  n o t , "  N e l i d a  

c o n t i n u e d  s e n s i n g  my mood, " s e l f  r e f l e c t i o n  m u s t  be s t o p p e d  o r  else w e  

w i l l  spend o u r  e n t i r e  e x i s t e n c e  t r y i n g  t o  f u l f i l l  t h e  e x p e c t a t i o n s  of 
l 

o u r  p a r e n t s  and p e e r s .  What 's  worse ,  w e  become t h e  p e t t y  t y r a n t s  w e  

s t r u g g l e  t o  over throw.  Only by l e a v i n g  home, f a m i l y ,  p a s t  and f u t u r e  

can  w e  t r u l y  be  f r e e . "  



I asked Nelida what she meant by leaving home. I had left home, 

yet I wasn't free. 

"That's because you still carry your parents' feelings with you," 

she said. "You are ambitious like your father, you are looking for 

love like your mother; you want instant success with no effort. You 

are in deadly competition with your bothers and that puts you at odds 

with everything and everyone around you. Therefore, human concerns are 

as near to you as they can be. 

"Leaving home is not merely saying goodbye to family and friends 

or putting distance between you. It involves relinquishing your place 

in the emotional food chain--that line that is made up of ancestors 

and decedents. You must give up your human heritage and its rewards 

and security, and take your self out of the quagmire of human affairs. 

Only when you are so detached that you are no loner bound by a 

personal self, can you truthfully say that you are no longer your 

parent's child. 

"AS long as one is hooked to the self, one is hooked to others," 

she stressed. "Only when one has nothing, expects nothing and needs 

nothing, is one truly without a self.'! 

"But I did the recapitulation and I'm still hooked to others," I 

said whining. 

Nellda stood up and gave me a surprised look if she doubted what 

I was saying. 

"You are hooked to the sorcerer's intent. All you need to do is 

to acquiesce to it. You have evolved through accumulating power into 

something else. And that is why we are here on this place of the 



ancient sorcerers: to prove to your reason that you are no longer your 

parent's child." 

"How will we do that?" 

B y  examining the background as well as the foreground." 

I gave Nelida a blank stare. Without another word, she got up and 

asked me to follow her inside the courtyard. We passed a series of 

tiny rooms, with doors no more than four feet in height. 

'The ancient sorcerers must have been midgets," I mumbled. 

"Hecapitulation chambers," Nelida said. "But weare not here to 

recapitulate but to practice gazing and through gazing move our 

assemblage point to the place of the ancient sorcerers." 

She told me to sit, make myself comfortable leaning against a 

wall. In front of me were a series of pillars, seven to be exact, 

arranged in a cluster. They seemed to have been, at one time, the 

supports of a low roof or very high altar. I gazed at them for a long 

time looking not with my eyes, but with a feeling that emanated from 

my womb the way Emilito had taught me. At one point, I succeedin 

pushing the pillars away from me using my gaze. Then, suddenly, it was 

not the pillars that were being pushed away but I was being hurled up 

and backwards a great distance. 

I found myself on top of a hill looking down at the pillars. They 

were at the end of a long tunnel, tiny and in sharp focus as if. I were 

looking through the wrong end of binoculars. Then each of the pillars 

grew taller, as high as the sky. It was as if a giant grid with 

cracks in it had formed in front of my eyes. The world, as it normally 

is perceived, had split into segments with each segment separated by a 

black column. I was looking at the sky and at the same time behind the 



sky i n t o  i n f i n i t y .  Then t h e  p i l l a r s  shrunk u n t i l  I was a g a i n  l o o k i n g  

a t  them head on .  N e l i d a  nudged my s i d e .  I r e a l i z e d  I had f a l l e n  o v e r  

and had p e r h a p s  p a s s e d  o u t .  

'What happened , "  I exc la imed  s i t t i n g  up. " I  had a  comple t e  

d i s t o r t i o n  of  p e r c e p t i o n .  Those p i l l a r s  were enormous and I  was 

l o o k i n g  a t  them from t h e  t o p  of a  h i l l , "  

T h a t  was n o t  a  p e r c e p t u a l  d i s t o r t i o n , "  Ne l ida  c l a r i f i e d  when I 

t o l d  h e r  what I  saw. "S ince  you e n t e r e d  t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  w o r l d ,  your  

a c t s  a r e  performed i n  a d i f f e r e n t  c o n t e x t ,  on ly  y o u r r e a s o n  r e f u s e s  t o  

a c c e p t  t h i s .  I f  you o n l y  s e e  what your  r e a s o n  t e l l s  you,  y o u r , a c t s  

t e n d  t o  be s h a l l o w ,  haphaza rd .  In  o r d e r  t o  see t h e  deep  c o n t e x t ,  you 

have t o  removed y o u r s e l f  from you immediate s u r r o u n d i n g s  and t h a t  is  

e x a c t l y  what you d i d . "  

, . 
. . {  

T e l l  me a g a i n  what I d i d . "  
, . ,  

Y o u  expanded your  v i s i o n .  The s o r c e r e r ' s  p l a c e  of power a l lowed 

you t o  do t h i s .  O t h e r w i s e ,  y o u  would n e v e r  know what you are and where 

you a r e  a t  any g i v e n  moment. Not t o  see where you come from is  

d i s a s t r o u s  ." 
I a s k e d  h e r  t o  e x p l a i n  more i n  d e t a i l  what happened s o  I c o u l d  

b e t t e r  u n d e r s t a n d  what s h e  w a s  d r i v i n g  a t .  

"You were on t h e  c l i f f  l o o k i n g  down on t h e  r u i n s  and sudden ly  you 

found y o u r s e l f  s i t t i n g  on t h i s  r o c k  l o o k i n g  a t  t h e  p i l l a r s .  You m i g h t  

t h i n k  t h a t ,  you o n l y  dreamt  t h a t  you were s i t t i n g  on t h e  h i l l t o p  and 

t h a t  t h e  p i l l a r s  were your  dream. That  i s  because  you r e g a r d e d  t h e  

r u i n s  you saw e a r l i e r  from t h e  ground a s  rea l .  

" O n . t h e  o t h e r  hand,  you migh t  remember hav ing  h iked  down t h e  

m o u n t a i n s i d e ,  b u t  i f  you d o n ' t  recal l  s i t t i n g  down on t h i s  r o c k  you 
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might  t h i n k  you a r e  dreaming t h i s  now. The view from t h e  h i l l t o p  and 

t h e  r u i n s  you s e e  new belonged t o  two d i f f e r e n t  p e a l s  of  r e a l i t y .  

T h e  way t h e  r u i n s  a p p e a r ;  t h e i r  very e x i s t e n c e  depended on t h e  

p o s i t i o n  of your  assemblage p o i n t .  Today you succeeded  i moving i t  

s l i g h t l y ,  s o  you s a w  from two d i f f e r e n t  p e r s p e c t i v e . "  

What Ne l ida  was s a y i n g  was t h a t  what we p e r c e i v e  h i n g e s  on o u r  

c a p a c i t y  and i n t e n s i t y  f o r  awareness .  A s  o u r  assemblage p o i n t  s h i f t s ,  

s o  does  o u r  p e r c e p t i o n  of t h e  world around u s .  N e l i d a  went on t o  s a y  

t h a t  i t  was because  we can  ho ld  o u r  assemblage p o i n t  s t e a d y  t h a t  we 

can a g r e e  and t a l k  about  t h e  t h i n g s  we s e e .  
Â 

B u t  t h e  world i s  n o t  j u s t  what we can a g r e e  upon,"  s h e  s t r e s s e d .  

" S o r c e r e r s  s ay  t h e r e - a r e  many l e v e l s  of r e a l i t y  and waking up o u r  

ene rgy  body allows us  t o  p e r c e i v e  w i t h  a  keene r  awareness  s o  t h a t  

n o t h i n g  is t h e  same. You e x p e r i e n c e d  t h i s  f o r  y o u r s e l f . "  

N e l i d a  had o f t e n  t o l d  m e  t h a t  t h e  world is a l i v e  and i n  c o n s t a n t  

f l u x ,  b u t  I a lways  seemed t o  l a p s e  i n t o  my h a b i t u a l  view o f  i t .  She 

s a i d  t h i s  was because  p a t t e r n s  become f i x e d  and s t o r e d  i n  a v a s t  

s t o r e h o u s e  of memory t o  be c a l l e d  upon a g a i n  and a g a i n .  T h i s  r e s u l t s  

i n  t h e  s e n s a t i o n  t h a t  t h e  world we p e r c e i v e  is c o n c r e t e  and p r e d i c t -  

a b l e .  

"We human b e i n g s  a r e  ex t r eme ly  l i m i t e d  i n  o u r  r e p e r t o i r e  of 

f e e l i n g s  and a c t i o n s .  You s h o u l d  know t h i s  from t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n .  We 

a r e  l i k e  d runka rds  t h a t  head s t r a i g h t  f o r  t h e  b o t t l e  w i t h o u t  e v e r  

q u e s t i o n i n g  why w e  d r i n k  o r  even t h e  d e s i r a b i l i t y  of  d r i n k i n g . "  

She s t a t e d  t h a t  a  s e t  of p a t t e r n s  is  p r e s e n t  t o  u s  f rom i n f a n c y  

and is r e i n f o r c e d  by mesmeric commands t h a t  make u s  r e p e a t  them o v e r  

and o v e r .  
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"We become limited because we no longer look at the larger 

picture. We simply allow our bodies to follows the lines of least 

resistance, and that is, whatever is familiar and know to us. To be 

aware would mean to allow our energy body to act for us regardless of 

what we may have learned to consider as easy or reasonable. To allow 

awareness to guide us, would be comparable to the alcoholic refusing 

the bottle even though his whole being has learned to crave liquor." 

Vtill nis craving ever stop?" 

''Yes, by emptying our storehouse through the recapitulation, we 

break the hold that concreteness has on us," she said. "There is a 
Â 

quicker path. The energy body can wake up suddenly and see that the 

self is not important. A person who liberates himself from the 

confines of self reflection will perceive in totally different way." 

1 I had to agree. By waking up my energy body, my entire perspec- 

tive had been altered. Yet the prospect of permanent change seemed 

staggering yet ultimately worthwhile. To clear my head I gazed at the 

rocks. 

"Do I really have to leave the familiar world behind and enter 

some strange reality," I asked at last. 

"You only need to relinquish your idea of the world. But that is 

everything. For it is our ideas that fix us and make us concrete. And 

why you might ask do we have to forsake our ideas to be free? Because 

ideas are limiting whereas energy is limitless. In order to be one 

with sheer energy, we must first remove the obstacle of the self, for 

it is the fog that covers the real and immediate with the false and 

interpreted ." 



I began to squeeze my shoulder blades together to acquire 

confidence. As I scanned the pillars, I experienced another percep- 

tual distortion: they to be swaying in the wind. when I remarked on 

it, Nelida said that there were always distortions. Life was energy 

moving unfettered, yet we imprison and contain it by eliminating 

possibilities that do not fit our reasonable expectations. 

'One who sees that reality is simply a point of view, acts for no 

reason and expects no rewards," Nelida said. 

"Wouldn't such a person be terribly lonely?" I asked. 

S u c h  a person isn't lonely because he or she has aligned himself 
Â 

with that force that moves us and makes us complete." 

"How Will I know if I'm acting from the spirit or for myself?" I 

asked giving my shoulder blades a sharp squeeze. 

Nelida gave me a dispassionate look. "As you continue to act 

impeccably, you accumulate personal power so that ultimately the 

spirit and your being become one. Then all your acts are the reflec- 

tion of the spirit's intent." 



L a  Ca ta l ina  

We walked toward a  c l u s t e r  of adobe houses. Carlos had parked 

t h e  c a r  about a  q u a r t e r  of a  m i l e  up the  road s o  t h a t  i t  would no t  be 

seen from t h e  houses. 
Ã 

" I ' l l  show you where t o  wa i t  but I d o n ' t  want t o  go i n s i d e  o r  t o  

c ros s  t h e  c u r e r ' s  p a t h , "  he  s a i d  wi th  a  f u r t i v e  glance.  

"Why d o n ' t  you want t h e  c u r e r  t o  s ee  you?" I asked susp ic ious ly .  

"Because t h a t  cu re r  i s  a  wi tch.  I ' v e  had some run- ins  w i t h  her  

i n  t h e  pas t .  So i t ' s  bes t  t h a t  she  does no t  a s s o c i a t e  you wi th  me o r  

wi th  don Juan." 

I was growing more and more apprehensive. "What should I t e l l  her  

i f  she  asks me why I am here?"  

" J u s t  say t h a t  you ' re  a  s tuden t  of anthropology and t h a t  she  came 

h igh ly  recommended by some people  i n  Vicam s t a t i o n .  And y o u ' r e  here  

because you want her  t o  look a t  t h e  f l e a  b i t e s  on your l egs . "  

By the  looks of t h e  p l a c e ,  whoever l i v e d  t h e r e ,  seemed t o  be 

h igh ly  success fu l .  The house was l a r g e r  than  t h e  o t h e r  Yaqui houses. 

i n  t h e  a r e a ,  and t h e  grounds around it  looked c lean  and w e l l  kept .  

There were even a  few ornamental po t ted  p l a n t s  by t h e  door adding a  

deco ra t ive  touch. An e l d e r l y  couple  were s e a t e d  on a bench under t h e  

ramada. Two p o r t l y  Mexican l a d i e s  were s t and ing  i n  t h e  cour tyard ,  

wai t ing  f o r  t h e i r  t u r n  t o  s e e  t h e  curer .  Seated on another  bench was a  
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woman with  a  c h i l d ,  and nex t  t o  h e r  s a t  a  woman nurs ing  an i n f a n t  

completely covered by a  shawl. Towards t h e  s i d e  o t  t h e  house was a  

smal l  c o r r a l  where a  donkey was kept .  As I tu rned ,  I caught a  glimpse 

of a  man d i sappear ing  behind t h e  c o r r a l  a s  it he did  no t  want t o  be 

seen.  

"Dona C a t a l i n a  i s  t he  bes t  c u r e r  i n  Sonora ,"  Car los  s a i d  a s  we 

s a t  down on a  vacant  bench some d i s t a n c e  from t h e  house. "Mexicans a s  

w e l l  as  Indians  come t o  see  he r .  Don Juan says  t h a t  she has more power 

than a i l  t h e  c u r e r s  i n  t h i s  a r e a  pu t  toge ther . "  
Ã 

I not iced a  touch of p r i d e  and a l s o  t e a r  i n  h i s  voice  as  he  s a i d  

t h i s .  

"Do you know her  we l l ? "  I asked. 

"Not a t  a l l .  I met her  once a t  a  ga ther ing  of some o t  don J u a n ' s  

col leagues .  Although, on s e v e r a l  occas ions ,  I have a c t u a l l y  seen  her  

work. She can remove a  p a t i e n t ' s  organ,  douse it i n  a l coho l ,  and put  

it back i n t o  h i s  body without making an i n c i s i o n  o r  drawing blood." 

t ,  Come now," I s a i d  incredulously .  "Tha t ' s  impossible.  She must be 

us ing  some s o r t  o t  t r i c k e r y . "  

I had heard o t  t he  "psychic surgery" used by some p r a c t i t i o n e r s .  

I t ' s  purpose is  s i m i l a r  t o  western  surgery ,  except t h a t  no blood i s  

drawn and t h e  p a t i e n t  i s  conscious dur ing t h e  procedure. But un l ike  

western surgery ,  immediately a f te rwards  t h e  p a t i e n t s  i s  a b l e  t o  g e t  up 

and leave t h e  premises w i t h  no s c a r  o r  ill e f f e c t s .  

"I be t  i ts a ques t ion  o t  t a i t h  h e a l i n g ,  where t h e  p a t i e n t  is  

h igh ly  s u g g e s t i b l e , "  I o f f e red  

The an thropologica l  l i t e r a t u r e  a l s o  abounds wi th  s t u d i e s  of f a i t h  

h e a l e r s  who through t h e  l ay ing  on o t  hands cause t h e  p a t i e n t  t o  
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exper ience a c a t h a r s i s  of s o r t s  during which t ime hea l ing  t a k e s  place .  

I had seen a demonstrat ion of such hea l ing  on t e l e v i s i o n .  People j u s t  

dropped t h e i r  c ru tches  and began t o  walk aga in ,  o r  miraculously  they 

could hear  o r  s ee .  I had never  given much credence t o  t h i s  s o r t  of 

cur ing and had always considered it t o  t a l l  i n t o  t h e  category of what 

an th ropo log i s t s  c a l l e d  "hea l ing  by h y s t e r i c a l  conversion." The 

e t f e c t s  i n  such cases  were u s u a l l y  temporary and t r e a t e d  t h e  symptoms 

r a t h e r  than t h e  i l l n e s s  i t s e l f  which o f t e n  re turned  when t h e  person 

came t o  h i s  senses  and t h e  t o r c e  o t  pub l i c  suppor t  was removed. 

"She 's  n o t  a f a i t h  h e a l e r , "  Carlos s a i d  dec i s ive ly .  

"Then how does dona Ca ta l ina  p r a c t i c e  h e r  a r t ?  Does she  use  

s l e i g h t  of hand?" 

According t o  an thropologica l  accounts,  t h e  only way such a 

surgery could poss ib ly  be produced, s i n c e  it d e f i e s  reason and t h e  

laws o t  s c i e n c e ,  i s  through t h e  use  o t  some s o r t  of chicanery.  The 

usua l  exp lana t ion  o f f e r e d  i s  t h a t  t h e  onlookers a r e  pu t  i n t o  a 

hypnotic t r a n c e  through t h e  use  o t  r e p e t i t i v e  sounds, such a s  chant ing 

or  drumming. Then t h e  c u r e r  goes t o  work producing s p e c t a c u l a r  

e f f e c t s ,  much a s  a magician performs t r i c k s  t h a t  amaze an audience who 

only s e e  what t h e  magician al lows them t o  see .  

"No. She d o e s n ' t  u s e  s l e i g h t  o t  hand," Carlos s a id .  "Some 

c h a r l a t a n s  probably do r e l y  on t r i c k s  such a s  having a spa re  organ up 

t h e i r  s l e e v e ,  but C a t a l i n a  does something e l s e ,  much more spectacu-  

l a r .  " 

"What is  t h a t ? "  I asked laughing a t  t he  image of someone having a 

d r ipp ing  g o a t ' s  h e a r t  o r  l i v e r  hidden under t h e i r  poncho and produc- 

ing  it a t  j u s t  t h e  r i g h t  moment t o  amaze t h e  on-lookers.  

252 



"Catal ina  cures  by changing t h e  r e a l i t y  around h e r ,  and anyone 

who is  wi tness ing  t h e  ope ra t ion ,  inc lud ing  t h e  p a t i e n t  h imse l f ,  par- 

t i c i p a t e s  i n  t h i s  a l t e r e d  r e a l i t y . "  

' I  don' t unders tand ,"  I s a i d ,  moving away from a  coughing p a t i e n t  

who had come t o  s tand  by t h e  bench where we were s i t t i n g .  

I f  we depa r t  from t h e  premise,  as  t he  s o r c e r e r s  do, t h a t  t h e  

r e a l  world i s  a l s o  a  dream world and t h a t  it can be pe rcep tua l ly  

a l t e r e d  i t  one has enough power, then t h e  c u r e r ,  who i s  a l s o  a  

s o r c e r e s s ,  can change t h e  r e a l i t y  immersing them, by a l t e r i n g  t h e  
Ã 

consensus of t h e  people involved.  Then a l l  those  who a r e  p re sen t  

a c t u a l l y  wi tness  a  world w i th  new percep tua l  parameters;  t hey  a r e  

forced  t o  acknowledge what they s e e  wi th  a  new i n t e r s u b j e c t i v e  agree- 

' ment t o  r ep l ace  t h e  old  one." 

" I s n ' t  t h i s  a  form of mass hypnosis?" I sa id .  

"Not r e a l l y , "  Car los  r e p l i e d .  "Unless you c a l l  being a l i v e  o r  

what we a r e  exper iencing now a  form of hypnosis. What C a t a l i n a  does 

is  t o  a l t e r  t h e  awareness o r  her  p a t i e n t s  and t h e  awareness of whoever 

i s  wi tness ing her  cu r ing ,  and o t  course her  own awareness which is 

s u b j e c t  t o  t h e  dreaming and s t a l k i n g  a b i l i t i e s  of s o r c e r e r s .  Then 

whatever happens t o r  them i s  a s  r e a l  as  t h e  world we a r e  exper iencing 

now s i t t i n g  he re  on t h i s  bench." 

"You mean she uses  tier dream body during her  cur ing  s e s s i o n s ? "  I 

asked . 
"That i s  what happens. She has learned t o  u t i l i z e  p a r t s  ot her  

dreaming r e a l i t y  and is a b l e  t o  p r o j e c t  it onto  people ' s  everyday 

r e a l i t y  s o  powerfully and completely t h a t  profound d i s r u p t i o n s  t ake  

p lace .  Then she  uses  her  s t a l k i n g  techniques  t o  f i l l  i n  t he  breaks ,  
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and makes l i f e  recognizable  t o  t h e  on-lookers,  al though i t s  f e a t u r e s  

a r e  markedly d i f f e r e n t  from t h e  everyday r e a l i t y ,  but j u s t  a s  r e a l . "  

"How i s  it d i f f e r e n t  from everyday r e a l i t y ? "  

"Well, she  can remove an organ without  drawing blood, .  Within 

our  consensual  r e a l i t y  t h a t  i s  impossible t o  do." 

' I  s e e  what you mean," I s a i d  wi th  a shudder. 

I wondered how h e a l e r s  l i k e  Ca ta l ina  acquired such ex t r ao rd ina ry  

powers t o  be a b l e  t o  change t h e  world around them and cause everyone 

wi th in  t h e i r  t i e l d  o t  energy t o  experience t h e  inconceivable.  Waiting 
Â¥ 

t o r  my t u r n ,  I grew more uneasy, wondering what she  would do t o  me 

once I got  i n t o  her  t i e l d  o t  energy. Carlos had assured me t h a t  her  

powers were genuine and t h a t  no t r i c k e r y  was involved and h e r  fame 

I a t t e s t e d  t o  her  s k i l l s  a s  a cu re r .  

We had t o  w a i t  t o r  over two hours u n t i l  a l l  t h e  people before  us 

had been seen.  I n  a l l  t h a t  t ime I had go t t en  one glimpse of t h e  c u r e r ,  

Although t h e  man lu rk ing  behind t h e  c o r r a l  came out  and s tood t h e r e  

f o r  a whi le  watching us from a d i s tance .  When it was our t u r n ,  Car los  

t o l d  me t o  go i n  and t h a t  he would wa i t  f o r  me i n  t h e  ca r .  He reminded 

me n o t  t o  mention t h a t  I was a s soc i a t ed  wi th  don Juan o r  himself .  B u t  

t o  be a t t e n t i v e  and s e e  i f  I could d e t e c t  anything s t r a n g e  about t h e  

curer .  He emphasized t h a t  I should be s i l e n t  and aware s o  I could 

ca t ch  a s  much a s  I could of dona C a t a l i n a ' s  s t a l k i n g  techniques.  

I entered t h e  house wi th  t r e p i d a t i o n .  A young Yaqui g i r l  g r ee t ed  

me w i t h  a s t e r n  look. She seemed very capable and was even dressed a s  

a nu r se  i n  a n e a t  whi te  uniform w i t h  wh i t e  sanda ls .  S h e  asked me what 

:! my problem was. I immediately showed her  t h e  b i t e s  on my l egs  which 

f o r t u n a t e l y  were s t i l l  red  and v i r u l e n t .  She nodded and took a wh i t e  
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index card from a  metal  f i l e  box and wrote down my name a long  wi th  the  

d a t e  and t h e  reason I was t h e r e .  

When t h e  c u r e r  was ready t o  s ee  me, her  young a s s i s t a n t  l e d  me 

i n t o  t h e  inner  room behind a  dark wooden door. The g i r l  handed her  my 

card  and q u i e t l y  l e f t  t he  room. Immediately I sensed I was i n  t he  

presence  o t  a most remarkable woman. Dona Cata l ina  was t a l l ,  perhaps 

i n  h e r  mid f o r t i e s ,  and had on an open white smock over a  blouse and a  

s t r a i g h t  s k i r t .  tier j e t  black h a i r  was pul led back by a  headband and 

was held  i n  p l ace  i n  a  high bun. She had no wr ink les  and had a  
Ã 

b e a u t i f u l l y  scu lp tured  face .  But what were most s t r i k i n g  were her  

eyes ;  they seemed t o  burn with an energy coming from every inch of her  

v i b r a n t  body. I had no t  seen eyes l i k e  t h a t  except on don Juan and h i s  

a s s o c i a t e s .  This  woman was handsome and had a  mysterious i nne r  power. 

I d e t e c t e d  a  confidence and a  commanding manner t h a t  a t  t h e  same time 

pu t  me a t  ea se ,  y e t  p l ace  me somewhat a t  her  mercy. 

I thought t h a t  t h e  f i r s t  p r e r e q u i s i t e  of a  succes s fu l  hea l ing  

s i t u a t i o n - - t h a t  of f a i t h  i n  t h e  c u r e r ' s  abi l i ty--was e a s i l y  met i n  

t h i s  case .  What's more, Dona Ca ta l ina  seemed t o  have a k i n d n e s s  and 

concern t h a t  immediately put  me a t  ease  d e s p i t e  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  she  was 

a  t o t a l  s t r a n g e r .  I t r i e d  t o  t a l k  t o  her  i n  Spanish a s  bes t  I could. 

She smiled a t  my e f f o r t s  and s a i d  i n  f a i r l y  good e n g l i s h ,  "I want you 

t o  l i e  down on t h e  bed with  your head up." 

I l a y  down on a  narrow c o t d r a p e d  with a  c lean whi te  s h e e t  and a  

sma l l  p i l low.  Following her  i n s t r u c t i o n s ,  I kept  my head up ,  o f f  the 

p i l l o w ,  which is  what I thought she  had sa id .  I t  was an awkward 

p o s i t i o n  and I cou ldn ' t  understand why I cou ldn ' t  pu t  my head down. 

But she  had s p e c i t i c a l l y  s a id  t o  l i e  wi th  my head up,  s o  I s t r a i n e d  my 
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neck t o  keep my head o f f  t h e  co t .  Perhaps,  it was p a r t  o t  t h e  curing 

procedure. 

Dona C a t a l i n a  g e n t l y  pu l led  up my pant legs  and examined the  b i t e s  

on my l e g s .  They were n o t  a s  read o r  swollen a s  be fo re ,  but they s t i l l  

i t ched  and were v i r u l e n t .  A few scabs had a l r eady  formed where I had 

been unable  t o  r e s t r a i n  myself from sc ra t ch ing .  I craned my neck t o  

s e e  what Dona C a t a l i n a  was doing; she  was wiping my l e g s  wi th  some 

pungent l i q u i d .  

By now my neck was g e t t i n g  t i r e d  and I could hard ly  keep i t  of f  
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t h e  p i l low.  Dona Ga ta l ina  gen t ly  opened t h e  f r o n t  c l o s u r e  of my l e v i s  

and eased up my s h i r t  t o  expose my stomach. Then she  put  some l o t i o n  

on h e r  hands and began massaging my abdomen i n  a  c i r c u l a r  f a sh ion ,  

f i r s t  i n  a clockwise d i r e c t i o n ,  then i n  a  counterclockwise d i r e c t i o n .  

As she  moved her  hands,  I f e l t  h e r  f i n g e r s  doing s t r a n g e  t h i n g s :  i t  

f e l t  l i k e  t i n y  rodents  f e e t  moving a l l  over my abdomen causing an 

i t c h i n g  s e n s a t i o n ,  a s  i f  h e r  she  were search ing  f o r  something through 

h e r  sense  of touch. 

A t  a  given moment, I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  what dona Ca ta l ina  had meant 

was t o r  me t o  l i e  on t h e  c o t ,  ' f a c e  u p ' ,  and she  had n o t  meant f o r  me 

t o  keep my head up a t  a i l .  I re laxed my neck muscles and laughed t o  

myselt a s  my head g r a t e f u l l y  h i t  t h e  pil low. I had been l i t e r a l  

minded a g a i n ,  as  u s u a l ,  l i k e  t h e  t ime i n  an i c e  s k a t i n g  c l a s s  when t h e  

i n s t r u c t o r  had t o l d  everyone t o  s k a t e  t o  t h e  music and I headed r i g h t  

toward t h e  sound speakers .  

I could hard ly  keep from g i g g l i n g  t o  myselt.  I t  must have been 

s t r a n g e  t o r  Dona C a t a l i n a  t o  s e e  a  g r inga  n o t  wanting t o  l e t  h e r  head 

touch t h e  pi l low.  I knew she must have thought I was a f r a i d  o t  
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ca tch ing  l i c e  o r  t h a t  her  p i l low wasn ' t  c l ean  enough. I had an 

uncon t ro l l ab l e  urge t o  g igg le  a t  my own s t u p i d i t y  and t r i e d  my best  t o  

suppress my mir th  a s  dona Cata l ina  kept  explor ing my stomach. 

"Am I t i c k l i n g  you?" she asked n o t i c i n g  my suppressed smiles .  

"No, I ' m  t i n e , "  I s a i d ,  t r y ing  t o  c o n t r o l  my g idd iness .  

I watched Dona C a t a l i n a ' s  express ion a s  she worked. I t  was calm 

and s e r i o u s .  She was t o t a l l y  engrossed, searching wi th  her  f i n g e r s  t o r  

c lues  of what was happening under t h e  sk in .  When she  was f i n i s h e d  

with  t he  examination of my midsect ion,  she gestured t h a t  I could 
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a d j u s t  my c l o t h i n g  again .  

"You have worms," she  concluded. " I ' m  going t o  g ive  you some 

medicine. Other than t h a t  you ' re  p e r f e c t l y  heal thy."  

I was shocked t o  hear  t h a t  I had i n t e s t i n a l  worms. I mental ly  

r an  though a  l i s t  o t  t h ings  I had ea t en  s i n c e  coming t o  Mexico. I 

concluded t h a t  t he  cause  was probably t h e  donkey meat I had ea ten  in  

Santa  Ana. 

"How do I g e t  r i d  of them?" I asked tucking i n  my blouse. 

"Stay away from men," she s a i d  ma t t e r  of f a c t l y .  

"I beg your pardon?" I cou ldn ' t  s e e  what men had t o  do with  

i n t e s t i n a l  p a r a s i t e s .  

'You s t i l l  have many worms in s ide  you ,"  she repeated.  

Then I remembered what Clara  had s a i d  about e n e r g e t i c  worms. She 

had to ld  me t h a t  du r ing  t h e  sex a c t ,  men leave  e n e r g e t i c  f i l aments  

i n s i d e  a  woman's body which t o  a  seek look l i k e  thousands of luminous 

worms. They remain i n s i d e  t h e  body of a  woman f o r  seven y e a r s ,  

. . feeding o f f  her  energy and making her  grow weaker as t h e  r e c i p i e n t  

males grow s t ronger .  Each renewed c o n t a c t  between a  man and a  woman, 
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s t r e n g t h e n s  t h e  t i e s ,  and makes t h e  ene rge t i c  worms even more a c t i v e .  

Perhaps t h e  i t c h i n g  I had t e l t  i n  my abdomen were t h e  worms being 

pushed around by dona C a t a l i n a ' s  probing t i n g e r s .  

"What can I do t o  g e t  r i d  o t  them?" I asked alarmed. "Besides 

s t a y i n g  away from men?" 

For years  I had been lead ing  a  c e l i b a t e  l i f e ,  s o  a s  not  t o  renew 

t h e  connection o r  v igo r  o t  any 'worms' con t rac ted  through p a s t  encoun- 

t e r s .  

"Stay away trom men," she repeated.  "Then i n  t ime,  t h e  worms 

w i l l  d i e  ou t  by themselves." 

I nodded. I wondered how she know about t h e  luminous worms? 

Whether it was common knowledge among so rce re r s .  O r  pe rhaps ,  i t  was a  

s u b t l e  t r a p  so  t h a t  I would r evea l  my connection wi th  Clara  o r  don 

Juan.  I decided t o  play t h e  d e v i l ' s  advocate. 

,, How can you be su re  I even have worms?" I asked. 

' I  f e l t  them with  my hands ," she r ep l i ed .  "There a r e  more on 

your Le t t  s i d e  than on your r i g h t .  These w i l l  be harder  t o  g e t  r i d  o f .  

You a r e  s t i l l  a t t ached  t o  them and c a l l  them your own." 

I cou ldn ' t  t h ink  why t h a t  would be so. I had done a  thorough 

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  o t  a l l  sexua l  encounters and f e l t  very detached from 

them. I watched dona Ca ta l ina  t i l l  a  smal l  p l a s t i c  b o t t l e  w i th  some 

p ink  l i q u i d  t h a t  looked l i k e  pepto bismol. She t i g h t l y  s e a l e d  t h e  cap 

and placed t h e  b o t t l e  on t h e  t a b l e .  

"You a r e  t o  t ake  a  teaspoonful  t h r e e  times a  day," she  i n s t r u c t -  

ed. "Wash down t h e r e  w i th  water  boi led w i t h  rosemary, e a t  more and 

worry ' l e s s  ." 
"What makes you say I worry?" I asked sheepishly .  
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She looked me s t r a i g h t  i n  t h e  eyes. 

' I  can t e l l  from t h e  condi t ion  of your s p l e e n , "  she r e p l i e d .  "I 

wasn ' t  j u s t  massaging your stomach, I was examining each of your 

i n t e r n a l  organs;  your l i v e r ,  spleen and kidneys. I can t e l l  what you 

a r e  f e e l i n g  in  them. I f  they a r e  happy o r  sad ,  calm or  a g i t a t e d . "  

"You mean t o  say t h a t  i n t e r n a l  organs have emotions?" I asked.  

She gave me t h e  e e r i e s t  smi l e ,  and nodded. " I f  you d o n ' t  t r e a t  

them w e l l ,  they won' t  g ive  you a  moment's peace,"  she s a i d  and handed 

me t h e  pink medicine. 
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I asked her  how much her  t e e  was. She shrugged and s a i d  t h a t  t h e  

p l a s t i c  b o t t l e  and medicine c o s t  twenty pesos but t h a t  I could pay 

whatever I wanted t o  her  a s s i s t a n t  on my way ou t .  I thanked h e r  and 

was about t o  l eave  when she  stopped me. 

"You know Juan Matus, don ' t  you?" she s a i d  wi th  a c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  

l e f t  no room t o r  doubt. "Did he send you he re?"  

Kemembering Car los '  command n o t  t o  mention t h a t  I was a s soc i a t ed  

wi th  them, I d i d n ' t  know what t o  s a y ,  so  I j u s t  s t a r e d  a t  her  dumbly. 

'Did he bring you?" she  demanded again w i th  an icy s t a r e .  

I was t o t a l l y  on t h e  defensive .  "No, he d i d n ' t , "  I s a i d .  

She looked a t  me s u r p r i s e d ,  a s  i f  she d i d n ' t  be l ieve  me. 

"Rea l ly ,  I d i d n ' t  come wi th  anyone by t h a t  name," I i n s i s t e d .  

She l o s t  her  p l ea san t  manner. 

"I came wi th  a  f r i e n d .  He's wa i t i ng  t o r  me i n  t h e  car . "  

She gave me a  p e n e t r a t i n g  g l a r e  t h a t  would f r e e z e  a  l i z a r d ,  then 

looked me up and down. "You're n o t  l i k e  t h e  r e s t , "  she  s a i d .  "You 

c e r t a i n l y  d i d n ' t  come h e r e  t o  be cured. You have u l t e r i o r  motives. 

Did you come he re  t o  spy on me o r  t o  s t e a l  my power?" 
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" O t  course  n o t , "  I s a i d  shocked. "I a s su re  you, I had t h e  bes t  

i n t e n t i o n s . "  

' I  d o n ' t  be l ieve  you. You came t o  

you?" 

A l l  o t  a  sudden I became t e r r i f i e d  

I wanted t o  leave but she  jumped i n  

s t e a l  my cu r ing  s e c r e t s  d i d n ' t  

. I broke out  i n  a cold  sweat. 

f r o n t  of t h e  door blocking t h e  

e x i t .  I c o u l d n ' t  understand what had go t ten  i n t o  dona Ca ta i ina .  A 

moment ago she was a m i n i s t e r i n g  angel .  Her gen t leness  and conf i -  

dence,  I knew now, were s t a l k e r s  techniques designed t o  pu t  me o f f  

guard.  Now it was an i n s t a n t  r e v e r s a l ;  she was an enemy, a dangerous 

adversary ,  a  black so rce re s s  of t h e  most malignant kind. 

"I d o n ' t  know what youmean ,"  I sa id .  "I have t o  l eave  now. 
, , 

f i e a s e  s t e p  as ide ."  And t o  match h e r  confidence,  I added, al though no t  

q u i t e  as  e n e r g e t i c a l l y  as  I would have l i k e d ,  " I ' m  warning you, I know 

m a r t i a l  a r t s . "  

A t  t h a t  she  looked a t  m e  and laughed. I took a few backward s t e p s  

t o  p l ace  more d i s t ance  between us .  I did  know m a r t i a l  a r t s  but what 

good would t h a t  do i n  t h e  f a c e  of t h i s  formidable opponent who was n o t  

only bigger than I was but much morepowerful .  Every inch of C a t a i i n a  

was bu r s t i ng  wi th  an aggress ive  y e t  focused energy. While, I ,  on t h e  

o t h e r  hand, was cowering un t i l .  I h i t  t h e  c o t  and could move back no 

f u r t h e r .  

Ca ta l ina  j u s t  laughed a t  me f l a s h i n g  her  s t rong  whi te  t e e t h .  Her 

l augh te r  seem t o  be a cha l lenge ,  an a n i m a l i s t i c  g r i n  of agg res s ion ,  

about which t h e r e  was nothing f r i e n d l y  o r  humorous. 

' I f  you don ' t  move away from t h a t  door,  I ' l l  y e l l  f o r  h e l p , "  I 

warned. "My f r i e n d  is  by t h e  ca r .  H e ' l l  come running." 
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A c t u a l l y ,  t h a t  was only p a r t i a l l y  t r u e .  What I had neg lec ted  t o  

add was t h a t  Car los  had parked t h e  c a r  a  q u a r t e r  of a  mi l e  away, and 

we had walked t o  her  house. I f  he was by t h e  c a r ,  he wouldn' t  have 

heard me even i f  I  had y e l l e d  a t  t h e  top  of my lungs.  

"And my f r i e n d  i s  wa i t i ng  by t h e  c o r r a l  ac ross  t h e  cou r tya rd , "  

she  s a i d  w i th  a  smirk. " H e ' l l  come running even it  I d o n ' t  y e l l .  I t  

you d o n ' t  be l i eve  me, j u s t  look ou t  t h e  window." 

I looked ou t  t h e  window and saw t h e  same man who had been l u r k i n g  

by t h e  c o r r a l ,  s tand ing  i n  t h e  cour tyard.  A t  t h i s  d i s t a n c e  I could * 
t e l l  t h e r e  was something t a m i l i a r  about him. Then I remembered where I 

had seen him. I t  was whi le  c ros s ing  t h e  border a t  Nogales. I t  was t h e  

Ind ian  who had caused me t o  f a i n t  and had taken t h a t  oppor tun i ty  t o  

i pocket my gold pen. I f e l t  f e a r  g r i p  my core  a s  he gave me a most 

impercep t ib le  nod of r ecogn i t i on ,  a s  i f  he,  too ,  remembered t h e  

i nc iden t .  I knew t h e r e  was no escaping 'from t h i s  duo of s o r c e r e r s .  

"Who is  t h a t  man?" I demanded t o  know. 

,, He's my p r o t e c t o r , "  Ca ta l ina  s a i d  w i th  a  smi le ,  "so d o n ' t  t r y  

any funny business."  

With a  s i n g l e  movement of h e r  hand she  pul led a t  her  headband, 

and her  h a i r  came tumbling down around her  shoulder.  She was abso lu t -  

e l y  w i ld ,  h e r  eyes burning wi th  fu ry .  I was s o  f r i gh t ened  t h a t  my 

knees were shaking and I n e a r l y  s a t  down on t h e  co t .  Un an impulse I 

decided t o  escape through t h e  window. I jumped onto t h e  c o t  and pushed 

t h e  casement window open. But I had only go t t en  my head and t o r s o  o u t  

when I t e l t  something l i k e  ho t  i r o n  shackles  clamp down on my ankles .  

I screamed and saw t h e  wi tch tugging a t  my f e e t .  I kicked s o  hard 

t h a t  she had t o  l e t  go and jump backwards. But s h e  had me i n  a  



disadvantageous p o s i t i o n .  I was pan t ing ,  wi th  cold  t u ry .  It only  I 

had my c r y s t a l s  s o  I could po in t  them a t  h e r ,  was t h e  thought t h a t  

came t o  mind. But they were i n  a  drawer i n  my desk i n  Los Angeles. A 

l o t  of good they d i d  me t h e r e ,  when I r e a l l y  f e l t  I needed t o  u s e  them 

here .  

No mat te r .  I reached i n t o  my pocket and pretended t o  p u l l  

something ou t .  I held  my hands i n  t h e  proper p o s i t i o n  f o r  c r y s t a l  d a r t  

throwing,  with my arms extended and my index f i n g e r s  po in t ing  s t r a i g h t  

out  a t  he r .  

"Watch o u t ,  I have c r y s t a l s , "  I ye l led .  

As I f i x e d  h e r  w i t h  my gaze,  an unknown surge  of s t r e n g t h  f i l l e d  

me. No longer  were my knees woboling, they became s t r o n g ,  and my l egs  

f e l t  l onge r  and longer ,  a s  it charged with an energy r i s i n g  from t h e  

e a r t h .  My back cracked and s t r a igh tened  o u t ,  a s  energy shot '  up from 

the  ground through my neck and out  t h e  top of my head. I seemed t o  be 

very t a l i ,  my head was p r a c t i c a l l y  touching the  c e i l i n g ,  and I was 

looking down a t  h e r ,  s t i l l  po in t ing  my f i n g e r s ,  w i t h  t h e  imaginary 

c r y s t a l  i n  my hands. 

Somehow t h a t  d i d  t h e  t r i c k .  Ca ta l ina  stepped o u t  o t  t h e  range of 

my aim and gave me a  f r i gh t ened  'took. The nex t  moment she  was her  

conf iden t  s e l f  aga in ,  but I was raving mad. 

"Juan did  send you d i d n ' t  he?" she  sa id .  "You're h i s  a l l y . "  

$ 0  You're c r azy , "  I s a i d  lowering my hands, " A l l i e s  a r e n ' t  human." 

I t r i e d  t o  c o n t r o l  my breathing and a s  I d id  I shrunk i n  s i z e  

u n t i l  I was no longer s t r e t c h e d  out .  I moved t o  t h e  door on rubbery 

l e g s ,  j u s t  a s  i t  opened and Carlos stepped in .  I f e l t  s o  r e l i e v e d  

t h a t  I h a d n ' t  t ime t o  consider  what had happened. This f e e l i n g  of 
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being s t r e t c h e d  o u t ,  was f a m i l i a r .  I had t e l t  it before al though I 

d i d n ' t  know where o r  when. 

"That wi tch wouldn ' t  l e t  me l e a v e , "  I mumbled t o  Carlos.  "So I 

nea r ly  zapped her  wi th  my c r y s t a l s . "  

I d i d n ' t  know what I was saying.  fly hands were l i k e  ice. M y  t e e t h  

were c h a t t e r i n g ;  I was f r e e z i n g  cold .  

C a r l o s  took one look a t  C a t a l i n a ,  grabbed me by t h e  arm and 
* 

pul led  me ou t  of t h e  house. I could hear  t h e  woman's e e r i e  l augh te r  

to i lowing us  a i l  t h e  way t o  t h e  car .  

"That woman i s  insane ,"  I gasped. "She wouldn' t l e t  me leave.  

She kept on i n s i s t i n g  t h a t  don Juan sen t  me t o  s t e a l  her  power. I 

d o n ' t  know what come over me. I t h ink  I ha l luc ina t ed  out  of  sheer  

,) 
anger o r  f r i g h t .  I was so  angry I nea r ly  when through t h e  roof .  And I 

d o n ' t  mean t h a t  f i g u r a t i v e l y . "  

"Cata l ina  i s  t h e  n o r t h  wind," Carlos s a i d .  "And very dangerous." 

'1'hen why d i d  you br ing me t o  he r?"  I demanded. "She seemed s o  

f r i e n d l y  and competent a t  f i r s t . "  

"Because she has power," he r e p l i e d .  "I thought you might s e e  how 

a  r e a l  s t a l k e r  opera tes .  You saw h e r  i n  ac t ion ."  

"I c e r t a i n l y  d i d .  But wasn ' t  t h a t  dangerous?" I asked. "She knew 

I d i d n ' t  come t h e r e  j u s t  t o r  my f l e a  b i t t e n  l egs .  Although s h e  did  

g ive  me some l o t i o n  which I Le t t  i n  t h e  house." 

'As long a s  she  d i d n ' t  suspec t  you were w i t h  me, I though you 

would be s a f e .  But I s e e  I was wrong. She saw through you r i g h t  way." 

"Not r i g h t  away," I cor rec ted  him. "Only l a t e r ,  a s  I was about t o  

\ leave.  " 



When we go t  i n  t h e  c a r ,  Carlos asked me t o  recount everything 

t h a t  happened from t h e  moment I en te red  t h e  house, which I d i d  t o  t he  

best  of my r e c o l l e c t i o n .  

"It  a l l  s t a r t e d  ou t  s o  amicably. I had t o  keep from laughing 

because I thought she had wanted me t o  keep my head up throughout t h e  

s e s s i o n  t o r  some mysterious reason. So I he ld  t h i s  awkward p o s i t i o n  

f o r  a s  long a s  my neck could s tand  it. Then when I r e a l i z e d  my e r r o r ,  

I c o u l d n ' t  help  g igg l ing ."  

"That must have been what threw her  o t f  t h e  t r a c k , "  Car los  s a i d .  

Y o u  laughing. And keeping your stomach t ense .  She cou ldn ' t  r e a l l y .  

s e e  i n s i d e  you u n t i l  you re laxed your body. Then she could see  you - - 

w e r e n ' t  t he  same as  everyone e l s e . "  

"What do you mean?" 

' C a t a l i n a  being a  s e e r  could - see  t h a t  your energy d o e s n ' t  flow 

t h e  same way a s  h e r  o t h e r  p a t i e n t s . "  

"What do you mean it doesn ' t  flow t h e  same way? How i s  it 

d i t f , e r en t ?"  

' I t  i s n ' t  q u i t e  t h e  human p a t t e r n  of e n e r g e t i c  movement," Car los  

s a i d .  "That ' s  what gave h e r  t h e  i dea  t h a t  you were don J u a n ' s  a l l y . "  

"She c e r t a i n l y  d id  g e t  susp ic ious .  She kep t  asking me i f  don 

Juan had s e n t  me, and I kept  i n s i s t i n g  t h a t  he  d i d n ' t .  Then she  r e a l l y  

g o t  angry and accused me of coming t o  s t e a l  her  power, which c e r t a i n l y  

w a s n ' t  t h e  case."  

Car los  l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  r e s t  of my account i n  s i l e n c e  e s p e c i a l l y  

when I t o l d  him about t h e  s t r a n g e  man i n  t h e  back of h e r  house. My 

t e e t h  were s t i l l  c h a t t e r i n g ;  j u s t  t h e  thought of t h a t  woman and her  

p r o t e c t o r  made me sh ive r .  North wind o r  n o t ,  she  c e r t a i n l y  could make 



someone f r e e z e  t o  t h e  core.  Car los  s a i d  I s h o u l d n ' t  t a l k  about her 

anymore, because t h e  more we ta lked  about h e r ,  t h e  e a s i e r  i t  was f o r  

her  t o  t r a c k  us  through our  thoughts.  

"You mean s h e ' s  going t o  fol low us?"  

"She's  a  powerful witch.  She can fol low us t o  t h e  ends of t he  

e a r t h  it she has t h e  mind to .  But I th ink  she j u s t  wants us ou t  o t  

t h i s  a rea .  We'd b e t t e r  j u s t  g e t  our th ings  and leave." 

"You mean s h e ' s  running us out  of town? What would happen i f  we 

d i d n ' t  go?" 

"She could make l i f e  very uncomfortable t o r  u s ,  e s p e c i a l l y  a t  

n i g h t .  I wouldn' t  want t o  incur  her  wrath more t h a t  we a l r eady  have." 

'But  I d i d n ' t  mean any harm," I sa id .  "I d i d n ' t  even know what I 

was supposed t o  look f o r . "  

"Her s t a l k i n g  techniques , "  Carlos reminded me. 

L i k e  what?" 

"Didn't  you n o t i c e  h e r  appearance? Was she  o l d  o r  young? 

Confident o r  a t  ease?"  

'She was very b e a u t i t u l  and conf ident  and a t  ease.  I l i k e d  her .  

I d o n ' t  know why she  r eac t ed  a s  she did. Are you s u r e  we s h o u l d n ' t  go 

back and t a l k  t o  he r?  S t r a i g h t e n  th ings  ou t?"  

"Believe me, i t ' s  b e t t e r  n o t  t o  antagonize her  f u r t h e r .  There ' s  

no end t o  her  power. You saw how young she made h e r s e l f  look." 

"What do you mean, 'made h e r s e l f  l ook , '  How o ld  i s  she?"  

"She's t h e  Nagual J u l i a n ' s  cohort .  That makes h e r  very ,  very 

o l d *  " 

I "That would make her  over a  hundred," I gasped. "But she  d i d n ' t  

look a  day over f o r t y  1 ' '  



"Exactly.  We'l l  l eave  h e r e  r i g h t  away." 

"Do you th ink  s h e ' l l  l e t  us  go?" 

"Your d i sp lay  of t h e  double caught her  o f f  guard. I saw t h e  t a i l  

end of it. You must have pu t  t h e  f e a r  of t h e  d e v i l  i n  her." 

"What d i sp lay .  A l l  I anted t o  do was t o  ge t  o u t  of t he re . "  

,, Something came t o  your rescue.  And it wasn ' t  m e . "  

"Where w i l l  we go?" I asked. 

"We have two choices , "  Car los  s a i d .  "We can e i t h e r  go n o r t h  t o  

Los Angeles,  o r  we can go sou th  t o  Guadalajara."  

J u s t  then a  crow a l i g h t e d  from a  t r e e  branch and f lew toward t h e  

h i l l s  i n  t h e  d i s t ance .  I opened my compass and checked t h e  d i r e c t i o n ;  

i t  was r l y i n g  due south.  

' f ly  f e e l i n g  i s  we s t i l l  have unf in i shed  business  i n  Mexico," 

Car los  s a i d  as  t he  c a r  picked up speed. 



THE MARKETPLACE 

We drove long i n t o  t h e  n igh t  without stopping.  I was a f r a i d  t o  

c l o s e  my eyes even f o r  an i n s t a n t  t o r  f e a r  of see ing  t h e  f ace  of t h e  

w i t ch ,  Ca ta l ina .  Even wi th  my eyes open, I could n o t  g e t  her  v i sage  

ou t  of my mind. She had worked he r se l f  i n t o  my thoughts and had 

go t t en  a  foothold t h e r e ,  a s  i f  she had l e f t  her  energy i n s i d e  me, o r  

had removed something ot mine t h a t  was v i t a l  f o r  my w e l l  being. I was 

j 
c e r t a i n  she  was doing w i t c h c r a f t  on t h e  l e v e l  of t h e  i n v i s i b l e ,  and 

a i l  my e f f o r t s  went t o  f i g h t i n g  an exhaust ing b a t t l e  of t h e  w i l l .  

Carlos was r i g h t ,  she was perusing u s ,  and I had a  gnawing anxie ty  

t h a t  i f  I t e l l  as leep ,  something t e r r i b l e  would happen. 

For an i n s t a n t  my eyes drooped and i n  my drowsy s t a t e ,  t h e  

smudges of d i r t  and l i g h t  r e f l e c t e d  on t h e  windshield became t h e  

awesome f a c e  of Ca ta l ina  wi th  l a r g e  t e e t h  and glowing eyes. The t r e e s  

o u t s i d e  were her black h a i r  f lowing l i k e  a  banshee. I shook my head 

t o  d i s p e l  h e r  image, y e t  I cou ldn ' t  he lp  being obsessed wi th  what had 

happened. 

Now h e r  f a c e  was burned i n t o  my memory f o r e v e r ,  l i k e  a  flame 

a f t e r  s t a r i n g  a t  it too  long. I t e l t  l i k e  a moth f l y i n g  e r r a t i c a l l y  

around a  l i g h t  bulb; unable t o  break t h e  t i x a t i o n  I had wi th  t h a t  

woman and h e r  power. Also, I cou ldn ' t  he lp  worrying about t h e  luminous 

worms t h a t  she  had s a i d  were d ra in ing  my energy. I thought I had 
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g o t t e n  r i d  o t  a l l  of them dur ing t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  I had done under 

C l a r a ' s  guidance. But seven years  had no t  e l apses ,  and according t o  

t h e  s o r c e r e r s ,  t h a t  was t h e  dura t ion  t o r  luminous worms e x i s t i n g  

i n s i d e  a  woman's womb. 

A l l  I could t h i n k  o t  was t h a t  Ca ta l ina  had "awakened" t h e  

luminous worms i n  my stomach by massaging it. I thought of t h e  g i r l  

i n  t h e  s t o r e  who wanted t o  go t h e  United S t a t e s  wi th  Car los .  I f e l t  a  

pang of jealousy and hated myself f o r  f e e l i n g  t h a t  way. The wi t ch ,  

C a t a l i n a  had me pegged. I n  s p i t e  of my denying it ,  I was s t i l l  

a t t ached  t o  men, and being loved and accepted was prominent, d e s p i t e  

anything I s a i d  o r  d id  t o  t h e  contrary.  

I t r i e d  t o  t h ink  of o t h e r  t h i n g s ,  but t he  darkness around us  was 

) too  engulfing.  I t  seemed t o  be darker  than a  normal n i g h t .  That 

worried me. I glanced over a t  Carlos but he was a s  worried and 

preoccupied a s  I was. For d i s t r a c t i o n ,  I asked him t o  desc r ibe  t h e  

k insh ip  system of t h e  Yaqui Ind ians ,  and whether they had t h e  mother- 

i n  law " joking r e l a t i o n s h i p "  p a t t e r n ,  predominant i n  s o  many o the r  

c u l t u r e s .  

"Is t h e r e  mother-in-law avoidance among t h e  Yaqui?" I asked. 

Car los  looked a t  me a s  i f  I were a  cockroach. 

"I mean according t o  Malinowsky, based on h i s  work i n  t h e  

Trobriand I s l a n d s ,  t h e r e  is  usua l ly  an avoidance s t r u c t u r e  s e t  up 

between t h e  husband and t h e  w i t e ' s  mother. O r  is  between t h e  mother ' s  

b ro ther  and t h e  s i s t e r ' s  daughter? That would be an i n c e s t  taboo s i n c e  

it would make him her  uncle ."  

" I t ' s  b e t t e r  j u s t  t o  keep q u i e t ,  r a t h e r  than t o  t a l k  nonsense," 

Carlos s a i d  t u rn ing  h i s  eyes back t o  t h e  road. 
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I f e l t  a  j o l t .  I knew he was angry wi th  me because of t h e  

luminous worm. I f e l t  l i k e  a t r a i t o r ,  g u i l t y  of s t i l l  being ener-  

g e t i c a l l y  a t tached  t o  men t h a t  by now I d i d n ' t  g ive  a f i g  about. I had 

one f o o t  i n  t h e  world of so rce ry ,  t h e  o t h e r ,  gangrenous one,  was 

emersed i n  t h e  world of human a f f a i r s .  Upon more sou l  s ea rch ing ,  I 

r e a l i z e d  I was s t i l l  concerned wi th  f i n d i n g  love ,  t h ink ing  of who w i l l  

t ake  c a r e  of me i n  times o f . n e e d ,  and what w i l l  happen t o  me i f  I 

d i d n ' t  succeed i n  t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  world. I was i n v e s t i n g ,  expect ing 

rewards f o r  my e f f o r t s .  And when no rewards were forthcoming,  I tended 

t o  g ive  up and r e v e r t  back t o  my f a m i l i a r  p a t t e r n  of behavior. 

A s  we drove i n  t h e  dark,  memories came back t o  haunt me. I 

cou ldn ' t  be l ieve  they s t i l l  had such a powerful emotional  valence.  I 

was c e r t a i n  Ca ta l ina  had s i r e d  up a can of worms dur ing her t r ea tmen t ,  

and because of i t ,  I could remember every d e t a i l  of t h i n g s  t h a t  had 

taken p l ace  years  ago. 

I was fou r t een ,  banging on t h e  church doors a t  two o ' c lock  in  t h e  

morning wanting despe ra t e ly  t o .  have a p r i e s t  hear  my confess ion.  I 

couldn ' t  t ake  it any longer.  I was a f r a i d  I would d i e  i n  t h e  n i g h t  and 

be condemned t o  e t e r n a l  h e l l  f o r  doing t h e  t h ings  t h e  t r a g i c  couple i n  

Father  ~ ' f i r i e n ' s  sunday sermon had done. That sunday a t  mass he had 

t o l d  u s  what had happened t o  two teenagers  i n  h i s  previous  p a r i s h  who 

had gone on a d r i v e  up t h e  mountains t o  do 'shameful '  th ings .  While 

they were engrossed i n  p e t t i n g  and k i s s i n g ,  and o t h e r  t h i n g s  which he 

l e f t  d e l i b e r a t e l y  vague, t h e  handbreak had worked i t s e l f  l oose  and t h e  

car '  r o l l e d  down t h e  mountain s i d e ,  k i l l i n g  t h e  young people  i n s t a n t l y .  

When t h e i r  bodies were tound,  t o  t h e  shock o t  t h e i r  p a r e n t s ,  they  were 

i n  var ious  s t a t e s  of disrobement. Fa ther  O'Brien had s a i d  t h a t  t h e i r  



death  had come so  suddenly t h a t  they d i d n ' t  even have t ime t o  make an 

a c t  o t  c o n t r i t i o n .  And now t h e i r  s o u l s  a r e  i n  p e r p e t u a l  agony. 

The doors of t h e  church had been locked and no one came t o  hear  

my confess ion.  I go t  t i r e d  of pounding and became s o  enraged t h a t  I 

swore t h a t  I would never expect  anything from t h e  church again .  God 

had closed h i s  h e a r t  t o  me i n  my hour of need and I would do t h e  same 

t o  him forever .  I gave t h e  t h i c k  wooden door a sound k i c k ,  s p a t  on t h e  

ground, and because I was s o  a g i t a t e d  and needed t o  r e l i e v e  myself ,  I 

squa t t ed  down and u r ina t ed  r i g h t  t h e r e  on t h e  church s t e p s .  I never 

went t o  confession aga in ,  and t o  my mother ' s  profound d i s t r e s s ,  I 

decided t o  s l eep  l a t e  every Sunday and s k i p  mass a l t o g e t h e r .  

When I had recounted t h i s  event  t o  Clara ,  she  had s a i d  t h a t  I was 

lucky t h a t  no p r i e s t  had been t h e r e  t o  open t h e  church door. For t o  

confess and throw oneself  on t h e  mercy of a p r i e s t  o r  God, h imse l f ,  i n  

a moment of weakness was t h e  worst  t h ing  anyone could do. She s a i d  

t h a t  con t ra ry  t o  what I might have thought a t  t h e  t ime,  power had n o t  

deser ted  me a f t e r  a i l ,  because by u r i n a t i n g  on t h e  church s t e p s  I had 

broken my t i e s  w i t h  t h e  church fo reve r .  She had assured me t h a t  

u r i n a t i n g  is one of t h e  best  ways s o r c e r e r s  have of s eve r ing  t h e i r  

connections w i th  th ings .  

"I too had an awful time d i s a s s o c i a t i n g  myself from t h e  Church," 

she  had revealed.  "I used t o  look forward t o  sunday mass so  I could 

meet wi th  f r i ends .  Then I would go t o  t h e i r  houses and e a t  and goss ip  

a l l  afternoon.  That was t h e  only enjoyment I had i n  my l i f e ,  s o  I 

clung t o  it l i k e  t h e r e ' s  no tomorrow." 

"How did you break t h a t  h a b i t ? "  I asked. 



"My t e a c h e r ,  t h e  Nagual J u l i a n ,  had me c o l l e c t  a l l  my p i s s  f o r  

days i n  j a r s .  Then l a t e  one n i g h t ,  I had t o  go t o  t h e  church of my 

home town and when no one was around I had t o  t i l l  a l l  t h e  holy  water  

bas ins  wi th  u r i n e  and a l s o  t h e  baptismal fount .  Then I had t o  go up t o  

t h e  a l t a r  and f i l l  t h e  c a l i c e s  and add some p i s s  t o  t h e  incense 

d i spenser .  Imagine the  nex t  morning--for he had me go on a  Saturday-- 

t h e  s u r p r i s e  o t  t h e  p r i e s t  and par i sh ioners  when they blessed them- 

s e l v e s  wi th  my p i s s .  I d i d n ' t  see  t h e  humor of it a t  t h e  t ime,  because 

I was f r i gh t ened  t o  death  and f e l t  g u i l t y  f o r  years  a f te rward  over 

committing holy s a c r i l e g e .  But t h e  nagual J u l i a n ,  s a i d  t h a t  t h a t  i s  

e x a c t l y  what we do, we t r y  t o  b less  ourselves  and become holy us ing  

someone e l s e ' s  p i s s  a s  it' it were sacred.  Years l a t e r  I saw t h e  i rony 

J of it and t h e  touch of genius i n  t h e  nagua l ' s  s t a l k e r ' s  p lan.  You, on 

t h e  o the r  hand, had followed no p lan ;  you simply went t h e r e  t o  r e l i e v e  

yourse l f  and t h e  s p i r i t  took c a r e  of t h e  r e s t ,  wi thout  you even 

knowing it." 

As we drove i n  an uneasy s i l e n c e ,  I breathed i n  t h e  memories and 

s o f t l y  exhaled them. Seve ra l  hours l a t e r  we a r r i v e d  a t  t h e  c i t y  of 

Los Ploches. We stopped a t  a  modem a l l - n i g h t  d i n e r  t o  e a t .  I was 

ravenous. My l egs  were i t c h i n g  t e r r i b l y  ou t  of g u i l t ,  t e n s i o n  and l a c k  

o t  s l eep .  I almost wished I had n o t  l e f t  C a t a l i n a ' s  po t ion  i n  h e r  

house. Yet I had been t o l d  never t o  accept  food o r  d r i n k  from anyone, 

and c e r t a i n l y  no t  medicine. Who could say what t h a t  l o t i o n  contained 

o r  might have done t o  me a f t e r  l a  C a t a l i n a ' s  wra th fu l  ou tbu r s t .  

We ordered bacon and eggs i n  t h e  w e l l  lit co f f ee  shop. Carlos 

seemed t i r e d  but I was r e l i e v e d  t o  s ee  t h a t  he ,  t oo ,  was ravenous. 

Somehow, we s t i l l  had our  a p p e t i t e s ,  so  t h ings  could n o t  have been 
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t o t a l l y  o u t  of con t ro l .  During t h e  meal I kept  reaching down t o  

s c r a t c h  my l e g s  because my l e v i s  rubbed aga ins t  t h e  b i t e s ,  making them 

i t c h  a l l  t h e  more. 

' I  know a  pharmacy i n  t h i s  town," Car los  s a i d ,  n o t i c i n g  my 

discomtor t .  "When they open i n  t h e  morning, w e ' l l  go the re .  There is  

a l s o  a  cu re r  who works i n  t h e  herb  market..." 

I cou ldn ' t  bel ieve my e a r s .  "Not another  c u r e r , "  I s a i d  adamant- 

l y .  "I simply r e fuse  t o  go." 

"No, t h i s  i s  d i f f e r e n t , "  Car los  assured me. "He's an h e r b a l i s t .  

He has s tud ied  pharmacology and medicinal  p l an t s .  He's  very knowledg- 

ab l e .  Besides,  i t ' s  a  good idea  t o  cance l  o u t  t h e  powerful e f f e c t  

Ca ta l ina  had on you." 

This was t h e  t i r s t  t ime s i n c e  leaving Sonora t h a t  Car los  had 

mention t h e  s o r c e r e s s '  name. I thought t h a t  perhaps we had pu t  enough 

d i s t a n c e  between us t o  n e u t r a l i z e  t h e  p u l l  of her  power. 

"Al r igh t ,  i f  you t h i n k  i t ' s  a  good i d e a , "  I s a i d ,  rubbing my c a l f  

a g a i n s t  the  t a b l e  leg.  "How d id  l a  Ca ta l ina  g e t  t o  be s o  powerful?" I 

asked. 

"livery morning before  dawn she  walks t i v e  miles  t o  a  h i l l t o p  and 

s t a n d s  t h e r e  naked t o  absorb t h e  energy o t  t h e  e a r t h  and wind," h e  

r e p l i e d .  

"How do you know t h a t ? "  I asked. "Have you seen h e r  naked?" 

Carlos laughed uneas i ly .  "No. Don Juan t o l d  me. She i s  l i k e  a  

cousin t o  h i s  l i n e .  Although, a s  I s a i d ,  she r e a l l y  belongs wi th  t h e  

Nagual J u l i a n ' s  par ty ."  

"Why d i d n ' t  she  go w i t h  them when they l e f t  t h e  world?" 



"She wasn ' t  ready. She s t i l l  wanted t o  do th ings  i n  t h e  wor ld ,  I 

suppose. " 

We checked i n t o  a  motel  and I spen t  t h e  r e s t  o t  t h e  n i g h t  i n  a  

t i t t u l  s l e e p .  I t e l t  t h a t  t h e r e  were a  hoard of people i n  t h e  room. I f  

I opened my eyes qu ick ly ,  I could see  some of them s tanding  nex t  t o  my 

bed, f o r  they couldn ' t  vanish f a s t  enough. And I could c e r t a i n l y  hear  

them whispering.  Don Juan was t h e r e ,  and two o t h e r  men; a l l  t h r e e  of 

them were wearing s u i t s .  I sensed t h e i r  presence and t h e i r  bulk but I 

could no t  make out  t h e i r  f aced ,  a l though I thought one of them was t h e  

man Ca ta l ina  h a d c a l l e d  her  ' p r o t e c t o r ' .  

A t  one po in t  i n  my s l e e p ,  I was cur led up on my l e f t  s i d e ,  

sh ive r ing  l i k e  a  dog from t h e  cold.  One of t h e  men was poking me wi th  

1 a walking s t i c k  t o  s ee  it I would awake. I f e l t  and could see  and hear  

what they were doing,  but I could n o t  move. I decided t o  f e i g n  s l e e p  

s o  I could eavesdrop on what they were say ing ,  f o r  I knew they were 

whispering about me. 

"She's  s t i l l  s tuck on what happened i n  highschool,"  don Juan s a i d  

annoyed. 

"She can' t s top  indulging,"  ano the r  one s a i d .  

" I d i o t , "  t h e  man t h a t  was poking me s a i d ,  "That ' s  what a  Ca tho l i c  

upbringing w i l l  do. There i s  no end t o  h e r  s e l f - p i t y .  I t  wasn ' t  as  

though she  gave he r se l f  t o  Fa ther  O'Brien." 

" In  h e r  mind she did,!' someone s a i d  i n  a  p a t h e t i c  tone t h a t  made 

everyone laugh.  

I must have made some s o r t  of movement, because someone asked,  

I s t  Do you suppose she can hear  u s?"  



"I wouldn ' t  put  it passed Taisha,"  don Juan r e p l i e d .  "She's 

p r e t t y  sneaky. L e t ' s  t a l k  t o  he r ;  maybe we can pour some sense  i n t o  

he r .  " 

Then they s t a r t e d  t a l k i n g  t o  me and t e l l i n g  me th ings ;  what t o  do 

t o  s t r a i g h t e n  out  my l i t e ;  how important it was t o  l e t  go o t  t h e  p a s t  

and n o t  c l i n g  t o  memories; and th ings  about t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  which 

they  s a i d  was a never  ending process .  I sensed t h e i r  s t r e n g t h  and 

f a i r n e s s  and I f e l t  s a f e  i n  t h e i r  presence. Don Juan was s o  i n d i f -  

f e r e n t  and non judgmental t h a t  I was r e l i eved .  I knew t h a t  i f  someone 

s o  noble d i d n ' t  g ive  a hoot about what I was o r  d i d ,  t h a t  it c o u l d n ' t  

be t h a t  bad. They must be r i g h t ,  I was only  indulging.  

They t o l d  me many t h i n g s ,  about myself and about Car los  and of 

, ,  t h i n g s  t o  come, but I knew I would n o t  be a b l e  t o  remember even a 
1 

f r a c t i o n  of what they had s a i d .  And then someone d i d  something t h a t  I 

would remember always. He began t o  s i n g  a song. I t  was a song about 

say ing  goodby and leav ing  memories behind, even t h e  happy ones t h a t  

made our h e a r t s  laugh. The song was s o  s t r a n g e ,  because it recounted 

s p e c i f i c  moments I had l ived .  I t  was a s  it t h a t  song was t a i l o r  made 

t o r  my l i f e  and t h e  words descr ibed  what I was f e e l i n g  i n  t h e  deepes t  

p a r t  o t  me. 

O t  course ,  I began t o  c r y ,  no t  because it was a sad song, but 

because it was about me. I t  was a song of making peace wi th  one ' s  

h e a r t  and wi th  l o s t  youth. I t  was a song of l i b e r a t i o n ,  b e a u t i f u l  and 

s t r o n g  t o r  it  captured t h e  essence of t h e  moment. It  summed up t h e  

temporariness o t  l i t e .  L i s t en ing  t o  i t ,  I f e l t  purged and a deep 

sense  o t  g r a t i t u d e  and love  weld up f o r  t hose  who were he lp ing  me f o r  



no reason a t  a i l .  That simple tune had reached p laces  no words could 

have touched. 

The next  morning I remembered what had happened i n  t h e  room the 

n i g h t  before.  I wanted t o  w r i t e  down everything s o  t h a t  I could l a t e r  

make sense  out  of i t ,  and fo l low t h e  advice they had given me, but  a l l  

I could recap ture  was t h e  essence of some of t h e  th ings  they  t o l d  me, 

and,  of course ,  t h e  song which was s t i l l  i n  my mind weaving i ts  

melodic s p e l l .  

Af t e r  b r e a k f a s t ,  we drove t o  t h e  cen te r  o t  town, parked t h e  c a r  

nea r  t h e  p laza  and walked t o  t h e  marketplace. 

"This person has a s t a l l  i n  t h e  market where he s e l l s  medicinal  

he rbs , "  Carlos s a i d .  "I th ink  i t ' s  i n  t h i s  i s l e  i f  I ' m  no t  mistaken." 

We walked passed t h e  rows of f r u i t  vendors and a s t and  t h a t  so ld  

poul t ry .  Chickens were hanging upside  down w i t h  t h e i r  heads chopped 

o f f  and blood was dr ipp ing  i n t o  a pan below. I became queesie .  I t  was 

n o t  a p l ea san t  s i g h t  t o  s ee  s o  soon a f t e r  b reakfas t .  

Carlos make some i n q u i r i e s  as  t o  whether t h e  man we were looking 

f o r  was t h e r e  t h a t  day. A s tocky woman wi th  a red r ibbon braided i n t o  

h e r  two long p l a i t s ,  pointed t o  a s tand  a t  t h e  end of t h e  row. I t  was 

more than a s t and ;  it was almost  a smal l  consu l t a t i on  room, por t ioned 

o f f  by plywood and cu r t a in s .  There was a s i g n  on t h e  c u r t a i n ,  saying 

" t h e  doctor  i s  out ."  

"The cu re r  w i l l  be back s h o r t l y , "  s a i d  a t h i n  gaunt youth who was 

t h e  c u r e r ' s  a s s i s t a n t .  

He led  us behind t h e  c u r t a i n  and asked me t o  s i t  down on a c r a t e .  

A hot  breeze came thorough t h e  opening of t h e  f a b r i c  making t h e  

windowless q u a r t e r s  even s t u f f i e r .  The cement f l o o r  was swept c lean 
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and t h e r e  was an a l t a r  w i th  w i l t e d  f lowers and a  s t a t u e  of t h e  v i r g i n  

and some drooping candles.  A t runk  was t h e  only  bulky p i e c e  i n  t he  

a r e a ,  o t h e r  than t h e  c r a t e s  and a cha i r .  On it t h e  cu re r  had l a i d  out  

h i s  p a r a p h i l i a .  Stacked a g a i n s t  one w a l l  were d r i ed  herbs  t i e d  

t o g e t h e r  wi th  p ieces  of red  yarn.  I d i d n ' t  recognize  any of t h e  herbs ,  

except  t o r  t h e  ange l i ca  which I had gone t o  f i n d  i n  a  stream bed with  

don Juan. Next t o  t h e  d r i ed  herbs  was a  g r a n i t e  mortar  and p e s t l e  t o r  

g r ind ing  medicines t o  a  powder. A row o t  n e a t l y  labeled j a r s  wi th  

d i f f e r e n t  powdered herbs ,  o t h e r s  i n  roo ts  form, and s t i l l  o t h e r s  i n  

l e a v e s ,  l i n e d  t h e  wal l .  

I s h i f t e d  my p o s i t i o n  on t h e  pepsi  c o l a  c r a t e ,  o r  r a t h e r  leaned 

over t o  watch t h e  f l i c k e r i n g  flame o t  t h e  candles  t h a t  t h e  a s s i s t a n t  

had lit on t h e  sh r ine .  My l egs  i t ched  madly and it was a11 I could do 

t o  keep from s c r a t c h i n g  them. Car los  had bought me a  p a i r  o f  whi te  

co t ton  mit tens  t o  wear s o  t h a t  i f  I did  s c r a t c h ,  I would n o t  draw 

blood and s c a r  my legs .  I took t h e  mi t tens  from my pocket and pu t  them 

on j u s t  i n  ca se  I had a f i t  o t  i t c h i n g  I could n o t  con t ro l .  I looked 

l i k e  I had whi te  c a t ' s  paws. 

" I ' l l  go s e e  i f  I can f i n d  t h e  c u r e r , "  Car los  s a i d .  

I i n s i s t e d  t h a t  he s t a y  w i t h  me and n o t  wander o f f  l i k e  he d id  a t  

dona C a t a l i n a ' s  house. A s  we discussed t h i s ,  t h e  c u r t a i n  opened and a  

stooped woman support ing h e r s e l f  on a  crooked cane s tepped i n t o  t he  

i nne r  room. I t  was a l l  she  could do t o  walk. The a s s i s t a n t  g ree t ed  her 

warmly and helped h e r  t o  t h e  s o l e  c h a i r  t h a t  Car los  had vacated.  

"Is she  t h e  cu re r?"  I asked Car los  i n  dismay. 

Car los  shook h i s  head. "I d o n ' t  t h ink  so. She must be one of h i s  

p a t i e n t s  . " 
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But t h e  a s s i s t a n t  in t roduced her  t o  us a s  t h e  c u r e r ' s  wife .  She 

kep t  raving about her  husband's  powers, saying t h a t  he had cured her  

son ' s  shoulder which he had d i s loca t ed  while digging an i r r i g a t i o n  

d i t c h .  

Why doesn ' t  he cure  her?"  I whispered t o  Car los?  "She seemed t o  

be on her  l a s t  Leg." 

The o l d  woman smacked h e r  l i p s  and looked me up and down i n  

disapproval .  I senses  she  d i s t i n c t l y  d i s l i k e d  Americans with t h e i r  

s o f t ,  cushioned ways. I wasn ' t  about t o  antagonize anyone a f t e r  t h e  

exper ience wi th  dona C a t a l i n a ,  s o  I s a i d  "Buenos d i a s , "  and smiled a s  

g rac ious ly  a s  I could. 

She nodded and s a i d  "buenos d i a s , "  but d id  n o t  smile .  

The c u r e r  must be anc i en t  i f  t h a t  i s  h i s  w i f e ,  I thought. J u s t  

then a  s p r i t e  man, perhaps i n  h i s  l a t e  f o r t i e s ,  en te red  through t h e  

c u r t a i n .  He was t a l i  f o r  a Mexican, l ean  and exuded a  s o r t  of wiry  

v i t a l i t y .  He had a  pointed w e l l  trimmed beard g iv ing  me t h e  impres- 

s i o n  of a  Spanish gentleman on leave  from h i s  hacienda.  And l i k e  t h e  

Spania rds ,  h i s  sk in  was l i g h t .  His eyes were f r i e n d l y  and he had w e l l  

marked laugh l i n e s  around h i s  eyes and mouth g iv ing  him a  mischievous 

appearance. He was dressed i n  charcoa l  t r o u s e r  and a  whi te  t u n i c - l i k e  

s h i r t  wi th  embroidery down t h e  f r o n t  t h a t ,  wi th  a  l i t t l e  imaginat ion,  

could pass f o r  ,a d o c t o r ' s  smock. 

Ca r lo s ,  t h e  c u r e r ,  don Vicen te ,  and h i s  a s s i s t a n t  cha t t ed  

amicably i n  spanish f o r  a wh i l e ,  a s  h i s  w i f e ,  t h a t  looked more l i k e  

h i s  mother o r  even h i s  grandmother, Looked on i n  s i l e n c e .  Then t h e  

c u r e r  ceremoniously bowed and formal ly  asked us  permission t o  begin 

p r a c t i c i n g  h i s  hea l ing  a r t .  He was such a  gentleman t h a t  I i n s t i n c -  
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t i v e l y  t r u s t e d  him. H i s  a s s i s t a n t  had t o l d  us e a r l i e r ,  whi le  h i s  wi fe  

was informing us of h i s  prowess, t h a t  he could diagnose i l l n e s s  by 

eva lua t ing  t h e  co lo r  and shape of a person 's  energy t h a t  surrounds h i s  

body. 

The cu re r  s t a r t e d  by s t a r i n g  a t  me a s  i f  a s se s s ing  t h e  s t a t e  of 

my energy. I was worried about what he might s e e ,  e s p e c i a l l y  a f t e r  t h e  

c l a s h  wi th  l a  Ca ta l ina .  I would have hidden a l l  t h e  bad th ings  i f  I 

could,  inc lud ing  t h e  f o r e i g n  luminous worms, but how could one h ide  

what was a l ready  i n v i s i b l e ?  The cu re r  became foggy eyed and a b i t  

groggy and he seemed t o  be looking r i g h t  through me s o  t h e r e  was no 

p l ace  t o  hide .  I d i d n ' t  l i k e  t h e  way he was shaking h i s  head i n  

dismayed. Af t e r  an uneasy i n t e r v a l ,  he opened h i s  eyes wider and wi th  

a frown whispered something t o  Car los  i n  Spanish. 

"He be l ieves  it i s  a ca se  of bewitchment," s a i d  Carlos.  

'Wi t chc ra t t l  I knew it. But he h a s n ' t  even looked a t  t h e  t l e a  

b i t e s  ye t . "  I began t o  r o l l  up my pant l egs .  

The cu re r  glanced a t  t h e  red swollen b i t s  and nodded a s  he 

repea ted  what he had s a i d  bef o r e ,  "Embrujamiento." 

"Now h e ' s  c e r t a i n  i t ' s  w i t c h c r a f t , "  Car los  s a i d .  

The o ld  woman i n  t h e  co rne r  nodded i n  agreement. 

"But doesn ' t  w i t c h c r a f t  have t o  be done by an enemy? I asked. "I 

don ' t  have any enemies i n  Mexico, except maybe f o r  Ca ta l ina ,  but I had 

t h e  b i t e s  before I had t h e  run i n  wi th  her .  So I know she d i d n ' t  cause 

them. " 

" H e  t h i n k s  a j ea lous  woman put  t h e  hex on you," s a i d  Car los .  

,~ "I d o n ' t  know any j ea lous  women," I s a i d ,  except f o r  myse l f ,  . I . 

cou ldn ' t  he lp  th inking.  
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Don Vicente examined t h e  b i t e s  c a r e f u l l y  then  took two white 

candles  and r an  them sideways up and down along my ca lves .  He per iod i -  

c a l l y  shook t h e  candles  i n  t h e  a i r  a s  i f  t o  c a s t  o f f  t h e  poison t h a t  

t h e  candles  had a t t r a c t e d  t o  them. Then he go t  a  f l a s k  of yel lowish 

l i q u i d  from t h e  s h r i n e ,  which he s a i d  was holy wa te r ,  and sp r ink led  it 

on my legs .  I cringed a s  it I were S a t i n  himself .  For I remembered 

C l a r a ' s  s t o r y  about u r i n a t i n g  i n  t h e  holy water  founts  i n  t h e  church. 

I was c e r t a i n  t h a t  t h e  l i q u i d  was t h e  c u r e r ' s  own u r ine .  

Then t h e  a s s i s t a n t  took from t h e  top of t h e  ches t  a  r a t t l e  w i th  a  

long handle and gave it t o  t h e  cu re r  who shook it v igorous ly  a l l  

around my body. With eyes c lo sed ,  don Vicente hummed a monotonous 

chant a s  he kept  shaking t h e  r a t t l e  as  i f  t o  ward o f f  e v i l  s p i r i t s .  

' \ . I  The sound of t h e  r a t t l e  made me remember t h e  g i r l  whom I had seen i n  

t h e  Yaqui s t o r e ,  t h e  day we had bought our h a t s  and t h e  Pascola  masks. 

I saw again  t h e  look of contempt t h e  g i r l  had given me wh i l e  I was 

s i t t i n g  i n  t h e  f r o n t  s e a t  of t h e  car .  But I had a l r eady  g o t t e n  b i t ,  

how could she have caused i t?  I was th inking of t h e  p o s s i b i l i t i e s  of 

i l l n e s s e s  caused by the  e v i l  eye ,  when don Vicente i n t e r r u p t e d  my 

thoughts.  

8 ,  Someone wants you t o  be a s  miserable a s  can be ,"  he s a i d .  "They 

may no t  have caused t h e  b i t e s ,  but they a r e  c e r t a i n l y  keeping them 

from heal ing.  " 

I wondered i f  Don Vicen te ' s  s i n i s t e r  d iagnos i s  was c o r r e c t .  I had 

heard w i t c h c r a f t  d iscussed i n  my anthropology courses ,  but I had 

always thought t h a t  curses  and t h e  e v i l  eye were concepts p r imi t ive  

people used t o  expla in  t h e  world of cause and e f f e c t  because they  were 

somehow lacking i n  r a t i o n a l i t y  o r  l o g i c a l  thought.  Could someone's 
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ill f e e l i n g s  r e a l l y  a f f e c t  ano ther  person phys ica l ly .  A f t e r  meeting 

C a t a l i n a ,  I was c e r t a i n  of it. 

I caught myself. I t  was a l l  too easy t o  blame o the r s  t o r  one ' s  

own ca re l e s snes s  o r  i l l - f o r t u n e .  Was my discomfort  r e a l l y  something a 

j ea lous  woman had wished upon me o r  was it something I had brought 

upon myselt .  To see  cause and e f f e c t  on a  supe rna tu ra l  p l ane ,  which 

could n o t  be r e f u t e d ,  seemed t o  me an easy way t o  expla in  anything.  I 

decided t h a t  t h e  f l e a s  had b i t t e n  me simply because my legs  were t h e r e  

and uncovered. Yet t he  more I thought of t h e  o t h e r  people s i t t i n g  i n  

t h e  same room, some wearing s k i r t s  wi th  t h e i r  l e g s  a l s o  uncovered, I 

r e a l i z e d  none of them had g o t t e n  b i t .  They were exposed t o  t h e  same 

d i r t  f l o o r ,  t h e  same f l e a s ;  and i t  was t r u e ,  t h e  f l e a s  had descend on 

I me wi th  a  p a r t i c u l a r  vengeance. 
,I 

"What can I do about i t ? "  I asked concerned. I hoped I would n o t  

have t o  k i l l  a  chicken o r  d r ink  t h e  blood of a  goat  o r  something of 

t h a t  na tu re .  

Don Vicente pu t  down t h e  r a t t l e  and searched through h i s  t runk.  

He brought out  an amulet on a  s t r i n g  made of a  smal l  seed t h a t  looked 

s t r a n g e l y  l i k e  an eye. He s a i d  I needed t o  wear it around my neck f o r  

n i n e  days,  then t h e  swel l ing  a n d  i t c h i n g  would be gone. The amulet 

c a l l e d  'eye of t h e  deer '  would c o u n t e r a c t t h e  f o r c e  of t h e  venom s e n t  

by t h e  e v i l  wisher ,  whom he s a i d  I had had con tac t  wi th .  The c u r e r  

a l s o  gave m e  a  holy card of S a i n t  George, s l ay ing  a  dragon which I was 

t o  p l ace  under my p i l low whi le  I s l e p t .  

I pu t  t h e  holy card i n  my pocket and r o l l e d  down my pant  l egs .  I 

decided t o  fol low don Vicen te ' s  i n s t r u c t i o n s  t o  t h e  l e t t e r ,  even 

though I knew t h a t  t he  dragon s l a y e r  had no t  been a r e a l  s a i n t  a t  a l l ;  
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because according t o  t h e  Ca tho l i c  Church, S a i n t  George had never 

o f f i c i a l l y  e x i s t e d  and n e i t h e r  had dragons. I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  what was 

s u p e r s t i t i o n  i n  one c u l t u r e  was r e a l i t y  i n  another.  Bes ides ,  what d i d  

I know about t he  supe rna tu ra l  world and i t s  r ami f i ca t ions .  I was 

t rapped i n  ord inary  l i f e  th ink ing  of myself,  wi th  no hope of escap ing ,  

un l e s s  something d r a s t i c  happened. 

We stepped ou t  of t h e  cur ta ined  o f t  a r ea  which had been a  

sanc tuary  a p a r t  from t h e  world,  and entered t h e  h u s t l e  and b u s t l e  of 

t h e  market p lace .  Don Vicente addressed Carlos i n  p r i v a t e  i n  f r i e n d l y  

tones .  From time t o  time he glanced a t  me and chuckled. I wondered i f  

he was t e l l i n g  him more about t he  e v i l  eye and what t o  do t o  counter-  

a c t  i t .  

His w i fe  had followed us through t h e  c u r t a i n  and was slowly 

walking away, s topping  t o  browse a t  s e v e r a l  of t h e  s t a l l s .  I n o t i c e d  

then  something s t r ange .  She was no longer stooped ove r ,  and she  had 

l o s t  her  limp and had abandoned her  cane. From where I stood she  

seemed l i k e  a  young woman wi th  an e x q u i s i t e l y  s t r a i g h t  back. I wanted 

t o  fol low h e r  around t h e  market p l ace  t o  s ee  what she  was up t o  and 

how she  had accompl i shedher  remarkable metamorphosis. But Car los  came 

up t o  me and s a i d  it was t ime t o  go., I thanked don Vicente and we 

l e f t .  

"What d id  t h e  cu re r  say t o  you?" I asked a s  w e  stopped t o  buy 

some s h o r t  s tubby bananas a t  a  s t a l l ,  ou t s ide  t he  main market. 

Carlos h e s i t a t e d  t o r  a  moment then s a i d ,  "Don Vicente th inks  your 

a  b i t  c razy and t h a t ' s  why y o u ' r e  s o  suscep t ib l e  t o  w i t chc ra f t . "  

"What makes him th ink  t h a t ? "  I asked. 



'He could t e l l  from h i s  s ee ing  t h a t  your energy f i e l d  i s  e r r a t i c .  

Something i n  you was hopping a i l  over  t he  place ."  

'How could he t e l l ? "  

"He could see  it i n  your eyes." 

Car los  peered a t  my eyes a s  i f  t o  s e e  i f  what don Vicente had 

s a i d  was t r u e .  "He a l s o  s a i d  t h a t  i f  you d o n ' t  do something about your 

indulging soon, your heath  w i l l  be impaired. Then it w i l l  be d i f f i -  

c u l t  t o  cu re  you." 

"Well, i f  i t ' s  a  ques t ion  of i n t e r n a l  balance,"  I s a i d ,  " I ' m  a  

hopeless  case .  I j u s t  saw h i s  w i f e  walk away without  a  t r a c e  of a  

limp; and her  back was completely s t r a i g h t .  She wasn ' t  even us ing  her  

cane. " 

"What?" 

"I s a i d ,  h i s  w i t e ,  when she  walked down t h e  i s l e  wasn ' t  limping. 

And she wasn ' t  stooped a t  a l l . "  

' I  t h ink  you ' re  beginning t o  s e e  t h i n g s , "  Car los  s a i d  w i t h  a  

nervous laugh. "Ei ther  t h a t ,  o r  don Vicente is  r i g h t .  Someone has  

bewitched you." 



17 

Saying Goodbye 

We continued hiking on trail that wound mostly downhill. The 

loose gravely rock made walking difficult and I had to be extremely 

careful not to slide. More than once I lost my footing on shale that 

turned into a small landslide, and I landed on my rear end. Instead 

of helping me up, Nelida scolded me for being clumsy. We came to a 

hut hidden in the underbrush. I expressed bewilderment that anyone 

would live in the desert so far from the nearest town. 

"By now you ought to know that sorcerers' houses are found where 

one least expected them," she said. 

"You mean sorcerers live here?" I said stopping in my tracks. 

They do. We'll spend the night here and hike back early the next 

morning. Tomorrow our three day interlude will he over." 

I began rubbing my eyes and I told her that I cherished my time 

with her and did not want it to come to an end. 

"Don't indulge in sentimentality. You know that it's in the 

nature of things to come to an end. Fortunately we already said 

goodbye ." 
I assured her that I never said any such thing. 

"To cling is indulging," she said firmly and walked to the door 

of the hut. "You're riding on the sorcerer's power now. But when you 

return to Los Angeles, you'll have to rely on your own power. There- 



f o r e ,  you must behave impeccably o r  else t h e  b i r d  of freedom w i l l  f l y  

away and you w i l l  be l e f t  f e e l i n g  s o r r y  f o r  y o u r s e l f  under  t h e  t r e e . "  

N e l i d a ' s  words gave m e  a  s o b e r i n g  j o l t .  The though t  t h a t  t h e  

s p i r i t  would f l y  away and 1 would never  s e e  h e r  a g a i n  was more f r i g h t -  

e n i n g  t h a n  a n y t h i n g  I could  imag ine .  

We e n t e r e d  t h e  adobe h u t ;  i t  was c o o l  i n s i d e .  The s i n g l e  room was 

s p a r s e l y  f u r n i s h e d .  Only a  m a t t r e s s  w i t h  a  f o l d e d  b l a n k e t  and a  ca rved  

wooden t r u n k  l i n e d  t h e  w a l l s .  A t a b l e  and two o range '  c r a t e s  s e t  on, 

t h e i r  s i d e s  were i n  t h e  c e n t e r  of  t h e  room. N e l i d a  s a t  on t h e  g a t t r e s s  

and b rough t  h e r  knees  t o  h e r  c h e s t  and f o l d e d  h e r  a r m s  a round them--a 

p o s i t i o n  s h e  had t a u g h t  me t o  assume whenever I wanted t o  r e l a x .  The 

b e n t  l e g s  covered  t h e  ene rgy  c e n t e r s  a long  t h e  f r o n t  of t h e  body and 

p r e v e n t e d  e n e r g y  from d i s s i p a t i n g  th rough  a g i t a t i o n .  

'We are  i n  t h e  hands of  power and w e  must  humbly a c c e p t  what it 

o f f e r s  u s , "  s h e  c o n t i n u e d  i n  a  g e n t l e r  t o n e .  "We c o n t r o l  n o t h i n g  and 

must n o t  c l i n g ,  f o r  i n  t h e  c i r c u l a r  c o u r s e  of t h i n g s  t h e  end i s  a lways  

one w i t h  t h e  beg inn ing . "  

"But how do w e  know when t h e  end w i l l  come, o r  i f  t h e r e  w i l l  be 

a n o t h e r  beg inn ing?"  I a s k e d .  

N e l i d a  s t r a i g h t e n e d  h e r  l ong  l e g s  and looked  a t  me s q u a r e l y .  

"You p r e p a r e  f o r  t h e  end by always s a y i n g  good bye a t  t h e  beg in -  

n i n g .  You do t h i s  n a t u r a l l y ,  w i t h  a s  much f l a i r  and a f f e c t i o n  a s  i f  

you were s a y  h e l l o . "  

Something w a s  forming i n  my t h o u g h t s .  I saw what w a s  coming y e t  

t h e r e  was no  power on e a r t h  t o  a v e r t  i t .  I f  1 k e p t  t a l k i n g  p e r h a p s  

t h e r e  was someth ing  I c o u l d  h o l d  on t o  a f t e r  s h e  was gone,  if o n l y  her  



words. I told her that I didn't understand how one could always be 

saying goodbye, when one didn't know when one was leaving. 

B u t  don't you see, Taisha, you are leaving all the time. Every 

moment you are leaving one thing to embrace something else. The very 

act of going to something new means that you are saying farewell to 

that which you have left behind. It' you never say your peace and voice 

you're thanks, if you continually cling to what has passed, how can 

you ever have the energy to accept the marvelous present?" 

W h a t  exactly do you mean by clinging?" I asked doggedly,. 

following her to the table. 

Nelida explained that clinging was both a mental attitude and a 

physical sensation. Mentally, one is drawn back, again and again to 

' 
something that is no longer in one's immediate surroundings. Physical- 

. . 

ly, one becomes constricted, as one holds onto ideas or memories that 

are illusory. Both mental and physical constrictions reinforce each 

other, so that one is unable to open willingly and accept fully the 

new challenges that continually present themselves. 

"If you ding, you are plagued with a sense of loss and longing," 

Nelida remarked sitting down on one of the orange crates. "So you 

always feel unfulfilled. It would be much wiser not to cling, but to 

simply let go. Then you won't feel that you have lost anything, for 

you have already made full use of whatever it was that left. My advice 

is to never hold on to anything beyond its or your time." 

Nelida explained that saying goodbye at the same time of saying 

hello, is the stalker's art of recognizing and accepting life's 

impermanence. 



"Nothing e v e r  r e m a i n s t h e  same, bu t  c o n s t a n t  change s h o u l d  n o t  

e f f e c t  a seasoned  s t a l k e r ,  f o r  when change comes h e  o r  s h e  i s  r e a d y . "  

How can we be r eady  f o r  change when we d o n ' t  know what w i l l  

happen n e x t  o r  where it w i l l  happen?" 

Ne l ida  grabbed  my hand t h a t  was rubb ing  my e y e s .  S l a p p i n g  it a s  

one would s l a p  a c h i l d ,  s h e  s a i d  I must n o t  r u b  i n  my a g i t a t i o n  b u t  

a l l o w  t h e  e n e r g y  i n  my e y e s  t o  f low o u t  f r e e l y .  

"As s t a l k e r s ,  w e  a r e  r e a d y  f o r  change , "  N e l i d a  c o n t i n u e d  i n  a n  

even t o n e ,  "because  we a c c e p t  o u r  f a t e ,  which i s  t o  e v o l v e .  V@ a r e  

a b l e  t o  s h i f t  o u r  awareness  e a s i l y  and smoothly t o  match t h e  e v e n t s  

t h a t  a r e  s h i f t i n g  around u s .  By being one w i t h  t h e  moment, a  s t a l k e r  

d o e s  n o t  n o t i c e  t h e  change ,  and neve r  f e e l s  a l o s s .  Thus,  o u r  l i v e s  

. are  always f u l l  and y e t  remain f o r e v e r  a n  open ended q u e s t i o n  mark." 
..~. 

" I  would f ee l  more s e c u r e  i f  o u r  l i v e s  were c o n t a i n e d  i n  c l o s e d  

b r a c k e t s ,  " I membled. 

"That  is because  you have grown accustomed t o  your  p r i s o n  b a r s .  

But when your  l i f e  i s  a c o n s t a n t  q u e s t i o n  mark, t h e r e  i s  no t e l l i n g  

what you a r e  c a p a b l e  of do ing .  Pe rhaps ,  even e s c a p i n g  t h e  u l t i m a t e  

exc lama t ion  poin t - -our  dea th ! ' '  

"What i f  you l o v e  someone o r  want someth ing  you c a n ' t  have?" 1 

a rgued .  "Then you are bound t o  f e e l  d i s a p p o i n t e d  o r  c h e a t e d . "  

Ne l ida  shook h e r  head.  
> 

"You n e v e r  want a n y t h i n g  you c a n ' t  h a v e , "  s h e  r e p l i e d .  " J u s t  as 

you never  want a n y t h i n g  you can have.  By r e c a p i t u l t i n g  your  l i f e  and 

p r a c t i c i n g  n o t  d o i n g ,  you change  your a t t i t u d e ,  and by t h a t  I mean, 

, your  mind becomes f l u i d  so you c l i n g  t o  n o t h i n g .  Then whatever  comes 

your  way is more t h a n  enough. Nor do you e x p e c t  a n y t h i n g  t o  l a s t .  
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Then, whatever  withdraws from you ,  h a s  s t a y e d  l o n g e r  t h a n  i ts t i m e ,  

b u t  your  i n t r i n s i c  energy  n e v e r  s t a y s  o r  l e a v e s . "  

"But you s a i d  we w i l l  have t o  l e a v e  tomorrow,"  I p r o t e s t e d .  " I  

migh t  n e v e r  see you a g a i n . "  

N e l i d a  s t o o d  up and paused a t  t h e  s m a l l  window c u t  i n t o  t h e  

adobe.  "Pe rhaps  you w i l l  be gone b u t  I w i l l  n e v e r  have  t o  l e a v e  t h i s  

d e s e r t . "  "How can t h a t  be?" 

"Simply because  I was n e v e r  h e r e . "  

I s h i v e r e d .  Ne l ida  s a i d  t h i s  w i t h  such  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  even if I 
Ã 

wanted t o  d o u b t  h e r ,  I c o u l d n ' t .  I m p u l s i v e l y  I embraced h e r .  She w a s  

s o l i d  and y e t  i n d e s c r i b a b l y  empty t o  t h e  t o u c h .  When I  c l o s e d  my e y e s ,  

I c o u l d  no  l o n g e r  f e e l  h e r .  I  r e a l i z e d ,  t h e n ,  t h a t  h e r  p r e s e n c e  i n  t h e  

' 
room depended on v i s u a l  and a u d i t o r y  c l u e s  t h a t  were, t o  a l a r g e  

... 

e x t e n d ,  based on my memory of h e r ,  r a t h e r  t h a n  on h e r  a c t u a l  e x i s -  

t e n c e .  That  t h o u g h t  gave me a  j o l t  o f  genu ine  f r i g h t .  I n s t i n c t i v e l y ,  I 

moved backwards a few s t e p s .  

' T o  be h e r e  and n o t  h e r e  a t  t h e  same t ime  i s  what s o r c e r e r s  mean 

by s t a l k i n g  w i t h  t h e  d o u b l e , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  " I t  means t h a t  be ing  i s  no  

more rea l  t h a n  n o t  being."  

"There you go a g a i n ,  t a l k i n g  i n  r i d d l e s  a g a i n , "  I s a i d  a f r a i d  s h e  

would v a n i s h  a t  any moment. 

She looked  a t  m e  as if i m p a t i e n t  w i t h  my i n a b i l i t y  t o  u n d e r s t a n d .  

" I t  means,"  s h e  c o n t i n u e d  when s h e  saw i n  my f a c e  g e n u i n e  confu-  

s i o n ,  " t h a t  n o t  be ing  h e r e  is  as r e a l  as be ing  h e r e .  The f a c t  t h a t  

t h i s  d e s e r t  or  t h i s  h u t  is someth ing  t h a t  s u r r o u n d s  m e ,  someth ing  t h a t  

. , 
' I l o v e  p r o f o u n d l y ,  canno t  be d e n i e d .  But i t  a n o t h e r  s c e n e  s u r r o u n d s  



m e ,  I w i l l  l o v e  i t  a s  d e e p l y ,  f o r  t h e  f e e l i n g  of a f f e c t i o n  i s  i n s i d e  

me, and o n l y  i n  t h e  s c e n e  f o r  a s  l o n g  a s  I choose t o  p l a c e  i t  h e r e . "  

She looked a t  m e  solemnly.  " I t ' s  t r u e ,  I t a k e  my awareness  and 

ene rgy  wi th  m e  wherever  I g o , "  s h e  s a i d .  " I  l e a v e  n o t h i n g  beh ind .  You, 

on t h e  o t h e r  hand ,  l e a v e  e v e r y t h i n g  behind l i k e  a comet. Anyone can  

f o l l o w  your t r a i l .  I c a l l  t h a t  l o u s y  s t a l k i n g . "  

"How can you n o t  be and y e t  s t i l l  f e e l  a f f e c t i o n ? "  I a s k e d .  

T h a t  is t h e  r i d d l e  of t h e  h e a r t  t h a t  t a k e s  s t a l k e r s  a  l i f e t i m e  

t o  u n r a v e l , "  s h e  s a i d .  "Someday you w i l l  u n d e r s t a n d  it.'' ^ 

She t o o k  two c h i n a  cups from a s h e l f  and set them on t h e  t a b l e  

a l o n g  w i t h  a  t e a p o t .  I was s u r p r i s e d  t o  s e e  t h a t  t h e y  were made of  

e x q u i s i t e l y  f i n e  p o r c e l a i n e ,  s o  o u t  of  p l a c e  i n  an adobe shack .  T h e i r  
,. 

) unexpected  p r e s e n c e  gave m e  a  t r u e  j o l t  and I imagined f o r  a moment 

t h a t  Ne l ida  had p lucked  them o u t  of  t h e  a i r ,  f o r  I had n o t  n o t i c e d  

them on t h e  s h e l f ,  upon e n t e r i n g  t h e  room. 

On a  p o r t a b l e  k e r o s i n e  s t o v e  s h e  s e t  wa te r  t o  b o i l .  A s  s h e  

p r e p a r e d  t e a ,  I l i f t e d  up one of  t h e  cups t o  examine it. The b l u e  and  

w h i l e  p o r c e l a i n  was d e l i c a t e l y  shaped  w i t h  a wi l low p a t t e r n  d e s i g n .  I 

wondered i f  t h e  tea  set  was an a n t i q u e  Irom t h e  Ming Dynasty,  i n  which 

c a s e .  i t  was p r i c e l e s s .  So much f o r  s o r c e r e r s  n o t  be ing  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  

p e r s o n a l  p o s s e s s i o n s ,  I t h o u g h t .  N e l i d a  answered my unvoiced ques-  

t i o n ,  s ay ing .  s h e  had a c q u i r e d  t h e  tea  set d u r i n g  h e r  t r a v e l s  i n  t h e  

O r i e n t .  She added t h a t  i t  r e a l l y  d i d n ' t  m a t t e r  how v a l u a b l e  it was o r  

how o l d  i t  was because  f o r  h e r  i t  was a lways  h e r e  and a lways  now. 

N e l i d a  f i l l e d  my cup wi th  t e a  w i t h  a r o m a t i c  blossoms i n  it. 

> " T h i s  cup  t h a t  w a s  empty moments b e f o r e ,  is now f i l l e d  w i t h  t e a , "  

s h e  s a i d  a s  s h e  p u t  down t h e  p o t .  " O r  you can f i l l  it w i t h  w h a t e v e r  
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substance you chose. But the cup is the same no matter what it 

contains, don't you agree?" 

I nodded and waited for her to clarify her point. 

Nelida explained that once a person has recapitulated and has 

acquired detachment, their energy body no longer shivers every time 

the world moves around them. decause they are empty and allow intent 

to move them, they have a center that is constant and seemingly does 

not move at all. 

Didn't anyone teach you about maintaining the center?" she asked 
Ã 

surprised. 

I told her that Clara and Emilito had taught me many things 

including how to maintain one's equilibrium while climbing trees in 

order not to get dizzy or nauseous when hanging upside down. By 

focusing the gaze on a specific point, it appears as if the world is 

moving while the body remains stationary. 

Nelida nodded when I had finished describing to her some of 

Emilito's tree climbing precepts. She picked up her cup and took a 

sip. "Because the cup has no cracks, it can hold anything at all. You 

can empty it, or fill it and it is still the same cup. But i f i t  had 

a crack in it, then you would noticed the tea dripping out little by 

little until it was gone. Then the cup, it' it could feel, would sense 

that it had lost something." 

I agreed that if it were in the nature of a ~ cup to feel, ~~ -~ that 

because of the crack and the tea tricking out, the cup wouldexperi- 

ence a sense of loss and might even feel unhappy, unfulfilled or 

; nostalgic about the past. 



"That  i s  because  t h e  cup i s  c r a c k e d , "  s h e  s a i d  p e e r i n g  a t  me. 

"But i f  you s t e a l  t h e  c r a c k ,  t h e n  when t h e  cup  is f i l l e d  and e m p t i e d ,  

i t  would n o t  s e n s e  a  l o s s  because  i t  i s  t h e  n a t u r e  of a  cup t o  be 

empty or f u l l .  While i t  i s  n o t  i n  t h e  n a t u r e  of a f u n c t i o n a l  cup  t o  

be  c racked  o r  broken.  A cup t h a t  h a s  a h o l e  o r  no bot tom c a n  no l o n g e r  

f u n c t i o n  f o r  w h a t  i t  w a s  i n t e n d e d ,  t h a t  i s ,  t o  be  a c o n t a i n e r . "  

I s t i l l  d o n ' t  u n d e r s t a n d  what t h a t  h a s  t o  do w i t h  a n y t h i n g ? "  

Nel ida  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  i f  t h e  energy  body h a s  h o l e s  i n  it o r  i s  

i n j u r e d ,  t h e  p e r s o n  f e e l s  t h e  d r a i n a g e  of t h e  l i f e  f o r c e  and v ies  t o  

h o l d  back t h e  i n e v i t a b l e  l o s s  by hoa rd ing  and c l i n g i n g .  What a  pe r son  

d o e s n ' t  r e a l i z e  i s  t h a t  i t  is n o t  t h e  f e a r  of l o o s i n g  t h a t  makes him 

c l i n g  bu t  t h e  weakness of h i s  e n e r g e t i c  b e i n g  t h a t  is t h e  c a u s e  of h i s  

t u r m o i l .  

Nel ida  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  a l l  of u s  were l i k e  c u p s ,  some w i t h  c r a c k s  

o t h e r s  w i th  no bot toms,  w h i l e  s t i l l  o t h e r s  were s t r o n g  and i n t a c t .  

"The s t r o n g  ones  neve r  c l i n g  o r  f e e l  a l o s s  when t h i n g s  l e a v e  

them,"  Nel ida  s a i d ,  "because  r e g a r d l e s s  of  whether  t h e y  are empty o r  

f u l l  t h e i r  e s s e n t i a l  n a t u r e  r ema ins  i n t a c t .  Such p e o p l e  can come and 

go w i t h o u t  t h e  burdensome a t t i t u d e s  of  t h e  weak, who c l i n g  t o  e v e r y  

crumb t h a t  comes t h e i r  way, a lways  f e a r i n g  t h a t  someone migh t  t a k e  it 

away. "They are l i k e  begga r s  who sc ramble  f o r  crumbs because  t h e y  

f ee l  t h e y  w i l l  n e v e r  e a t  aga in . "  

W h a t  can you do i f  you a r e  a  cup w i t h  a  c r a c k ? "  I a sked .  "Is 

t h e r e  any hope f o r  needy begga r s?"  

" K e c a p i t u l a t e !  Do t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s .  Empty and r e s t o r e  your  

e n e r g y .  Fo rge t  a b o u t  t h e  t e a  and t h e  w a t e r ,  t h e  f r u i t  j u i c e  t h a t  you 

c a n ' t  ho ld .  Don ' t  t r y  t o  become f i l l e d  a g a i n  and a g a i n ;  i t  w i l l  on ly  
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s e e p  o u t  and e x a c e r b a t e  your  s e n s e  of l o s s .  D e d i c a t e  a l l  your  e n e r g y  

t o  r e v i t a l i z a t i o n .  Then, when you a r e  s t r o n g  a g a i n ,  i t  w o n ' t  m a t t e r  

whether  you a r e  h o l d i n g  g r a p e f r u i t  j u i c e  o r  w a t e r .  You can  be  empty o r  

f u l l ,  b u t  you a r e  neve r  p o s s e s s i v e  a b o u t  a n y t h i n g  o r  a f r a i d  t o  l e t  

go."  

Why a r e  you no l o n g e r  p o s s e s s i v e ? "  I a sked  f e e l i n g  i n t o x i c a t e d  

f rom t h e  a r o m a t i c  t e a .  

B e c a u s e  you know t h a t  i t  i s  n o t  what f i l l s  you t h a t  is impor- 

t a n t ,  b u t  your  l i n k  w i t h  i n t e n t .  P r a c t i c e  n o t  d o i n g ,  empty your  c u p  t o  
Â¥ 

s e a l  i t .  Once i t  i s  e n e r g e t i c a l l y  s e a l e d ,  t h e n  y o u ' l l  know n o t h i n g  i s  

l a c k i n g .  " 

N e l i d a  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t o  be needy o r  g reedy  r e a l l y  means t h a t  one 

I is  e n e r g e t i c a l l y  dependant  on o t h e r s  f o r  s u s t e n a n c e .  T h e r e f o r e ,  one  is 

a lways  a t  t h e  mercy of someone e l s e  o r  begging f o r  e n e r g e t i c  handou t s .  

"But i f  you d i p  your  cup i n t o  t h e  v a s t n e s s ,  t h e n  n o t h i n g  c a n  

d i s t u r b  o r  d i s a p p o i n t  you. For t h e n  you a r e  soaked  i n  t h e  s o u r c e  of  

a l l  t h i n g s .  Then a p e r s o n  is n e v e r  a f r a i d  of s a y i n g  goodbye f o r  h e  o r  

s h e  knows t h a t  u l t i m a t e l y  t h e r e  i s  n o t h i n g  t o  l e a v e  and no p l a c e  t o  

go.  " 

"What a b o u t  t h e  s a u c e r s ? "  I a sked .  

N e l i d a  laughed  h e a r t i l y  a s  i f  I had s a i d  someth ing  h i l a r i o u s l y  

funny . 
"Toss them o u t , "  s h e  s m i l e d .  "We have no u s e  f o r  s a u c e r s .  I t  i s  

b e t t e r  t o  rest  upon t h e  v a s t n e s s  i t s e l f . "  

N e l i d a  s e t  h e r  cup on t h e  t a b l e  and e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t o  rest on t h e  

v a s t n e s s ,  means t o  f o r g e t  o n e s e l f  so c o m p l e t e l y  t h a t  t h e r e  is  no  d i f -  

f e r e n c e  between o n e s e l t  and one s u r r o u n d i n g s .  Then t h e  wor ld  conforms 
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t o  ou r  i n t e n t .  When w e  t a k e  no n o t i c e  o f  o u r s e l v e s ,  t h e n  o u r  t i m i n g  is 

p e r f e c t ;  t h e n  we no l o n g e r  know whether  we a r e  moving o r  be ing  moved. 

Then t h e  unfa thomable  g u i d e s  and g u a r d s  o u r  be ing .  

"But f i r s t  w e  must r e l y  on ou r  i m p e c c a b i l i t y , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  

"Empty your  cup though t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  s o  you w o n ' t  have t h e  

s e n s a t i o n  of  d r a i n i n g  and  l o s i n g .  Then w h i l e  you a r e  empty you r e p a i r  

t h e  damages t o  your  e n e r g y  body th rough  t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s .  f i n a l l y ,  

a f t e r  you are  e n e r g e t i c a l l y  sound,  and you a r e  c l e a r  and a t  e a s e  w i t h  

y o u r s e l f  and o t h e r s ,  t h e n  you can b e g i n  t o  s p r e a d  t h a t  e a s e  and 
Ã 

c l a r i t y  t o  a l l  your e n t e r p r i s e s  and e n c o u n t e r s .  No matter what a r i s e s ,  

a s t a l k e r  w i l l  be a b l e  t o  h a n d l e  it w i t h  t h e  e a s e  and d e l i g h t  t h a t  

s p r i n g s  f rom t h e  d e p t h  o f  n o t  be ing . "  

"What i f  t h e  p e o p l e  I ' m  w i th  a r e  ne rvous  and unhappy?" I a s k e d ,  

c a r e f u l l y  s e t t i n g  my cup down on t h e  t a b l e .  Nel ida  f i l l e d  it w i t h  more 

o f  t h e  d e l i c i o u s  t e a .  "Wouldn ' t  I be contaminated  by t h e i r  n e g a t i v e  

moods?" I was t h i n k i n g  of a n  i n c i d e n t  t h a t  happened no  long  ago i n  

t h e  an th ropo logy  d e p a r t m e n t .  

I was r i d i n g  up t h e  e l e v a t o r  when T i m  Howard, a g r a d u a t e  s t u d e n t  

c o r r a l l e d  m e  and i n  an a g g r e s s i v e  manner s a i d ,  "How come y o u ' r e  a lways  

s m i l i n g .  Did you d i s c o v e r  t h e  s o u r c e  of happ iness?"  

I became f l u s t e r e d .  Immediately I began e x p l a i n i n g  t h a t  I d i d n ' t  

r e a l i z e  I w a s  a lways s m i l i n g ,  and demanded t o  know how f e e l i n g  happy 

c o u l d  be o f f e n s i v e .  But by t h e  t i m e  w e  g o t  t o  t h e  t h i r d  f l o o r ,  I was 

t h o r o u g h l y  dep res sed  and d e p l e t e d  of  ene rgy .  

I f  You exude e a s e  and d e l i g h t  f rom t h e  d e p t h  of your  b e i n g ,  you 

w i l l  c o n t a m i n a t e  o t h e r s , "  N e l i d a  a s s u r e d  me. 

W h a t  i f  t hey  a r e  s o  s t r o n g  t h a t  t h e y  sway m e ? "  I i n s i s t e d .  



"There is  no way anyone can a f f e c t  a  s t a l k e r  because  h i s  war- 

r i o r ' s  purpose  canno t  be  swayed. Now, if you a r e  c r a c k e d ,  o r  are on 

t h e  look  o u t  t o  be l i k e d  o r  a r e  i n v e s t i n g  and e x p e c t i n g  p a y o f f s ,  t h e n  

e v e r y t h i n g  s e e p s  o u t  o r  i n  and c a n  a f fec t  you. s i n  t h e  e l e v a t o r ,  a l l  

y o u r  energy  moves t o  t h e  p l a c e  of t h e  damage t o  r e p a i r  i t  b u t  t o  no 

a v a i l ,  f o r  you c a n n o t  h o l d  o r  change  a n y t h i n g ;  n o r  can  you sea l  

a n y t h i n g  when your  a r e  so f u l l  of y o u r s e l f .  But a  comple te  n a t u r e  

h o l d s  i t s e l f  w i t h i n  i t s e l f .  I t  n e e d s  n o t h i n g  added t o  i t ,  n o r  can  

a n y t h i n g  be  t a k e n  away from i t .  Mot even t h e  f e e l i n g s  of a c q u i r i n g  o r  

l o s i n g  ." 
Nel ida  reached  a c r o s s  t h e  t a b l e  t o  a f f e c t i o n a t e l y  p a t  my hand. 

She a s s u r e d  me t h a t  a f t e r  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  my energy  body was f a i r l y  

j, s t r o n g  and t h a t  w a s  why s h e  c o u l d  t a l k  t o  m e .  It w a s  wrong f o r  m e  t o  

p e r s i s t  i n  f e e l i n g  weak mere ly  o u t  of h a b i t .  

"A per son  who i s  u n i t e d  w i t h  i n t e n t  i t s e l f ,  e n j o y s  t h e  company of 

o t h e r s  bu t  neve r  c l i n g s  o r  i s  needy,  s imply  because  h e r  e m p t i n e s s  and 

f u l l n e s s  p r e v e n t s  h e r  from knowing need or t e n a c i t y . "  

Ne l ida  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t o  f o r t i f y  o n e ' s  energy  body e n t a i l s  

chang ing  o n e ' s  b e h a v i o r ,  and g i v i n g  up t h e  f e e l i n g s  of d e s p e r a t i o n  

t h a t  s e r v e  no pu rpose .  

"Where does  one being?" I  a s k e d  f e e l i n g  overwhelmed. 

N e l i d a  s m i l e d  and s a i d  t h a t  t h e  b e s t  way t o  c o n s o l i d a t e  o n e ' s  

e n e r g y  body was th rough  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  r e s u l t i n g  i n  a c l e a n s i n g  

of  t h e  t u r m o i l  a s s o c i a t e d  w i t h  d a i l y  e x i s t e n c e .  

"I t  is t h e  d i s s o l u t i o n  of c o n f l i c t  and i n n e r  t u r m o i l  t h a t  p u t s  

t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f  t o  r e s t , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  " I t  r e s u l t s  i n  merging  o n e ' s  



i n n e r  and o u t e r  w o r l d s ,  s o  t h a t  what one t h i n k s  and does and s a y s  a r e  

t h e  same as what happens .  

I t  was g e t t i n g  d a r k .  Ne l ida  g o t  up and p o i n t e d  t o  t h e  bed .  "Have 

a good r e s t .  I am go ing  f o r  a  s h o r t  walk.  Adios." 

"You mean ' h a s t a  l u e g o , '  d o n ' t  you?" I s a i d .  

N e l i d a  s t o o d  f o r  a moment and s m i l e d .  Then s t e p p e d  o u t  and c l o s e d  

t h e  door  behind h e r .  

When I awoke t h e  n e x t  morning ,  Don Juan  was s t a n d i n g  i n  t h e  

doorway p e e r i n g  a t  me. H e  s a i d  t o  g e t  up f o r  i t  was t i m e  t o  l e a v e .  We 

c l imbed  down t h e  canyon by a  d i f f e r e n t  t r a i l  and h iked  back  t o  h i s  

house .  A s  w e  walked I was f i l l e d  w i t h  a  v i b r a n t  energy .  I f e l t  open ,  

. ~ .! p o r o u s ,  and l i g h t .  

I wanted t o  a s k  him where N e l i d a  had gone and t o  t e l l  him a l l  t h e  

t h i n g s  s h e  had s a i d  and what had happened a t  t h e  r u i n s ,  when h e  

s t o p p e d  m e  w i th  a  f l i c k  of h i s  hand.  Suddenly ,  I c o u l d n ' t  p u t  my 

r e c o l l e c t i o n s  i n t o  words.  I knew some t h i n g s  cou ld  neve r  he f o r c e d  

i n t o  words and had t o  remain  a t  t h e  l e v e l  of  s i l e n t  knowledge. 

C a r l o s  was w a i t i n g  when w e  a r r i v e d  a t  don J u a n ' s  house.  My h e a r t  

l e a p t  w i t h  r e l i e f  a t  s e e i n g  him a g a i n .  I t  had o n l y  been t h r e e  d a y s ,  

b u t  it seemed t o  have  been f o r e v e r .  H e  d i d  n o t  a s k  where I had  been. 

I t  was t h e  r i d d l e  of  t h e  h e a r t  t h a t  N e l i d a  had s a i d  I would t a k e  a 

l i f e t i m e  t o  u n r a v e l .  Looking i n t o  t h e  new n a g u a l ' s  b r i g h t  s h i n y  e y e s ,  

I knew t h e n  it had t o  do w i t h  l e t t i n g  go o f  t h e  s e l f ,  and of  a c c e p t i n g  

t h e  g i t t s  t h e  s p i r i t  o f f e r e d  w i t h o u t  q u e s t i o n ,  w i t h o u t  i n t e r f e r i n g .  

I 



Guadalajara 

Car los  drove sou th  on t h e  pan American highway; he kept  h i s  eyes 

on t h e  road and d i d  n o t  r e l a x  h i s  concent ra t ion  a l  a l l  dur ing t h e  long 

hours o t  d r iv ing .  I of fe red  t o  r e l i e v e  him a t  t h e  wheel, but he 

r e fused ,  saying t h a t  it was dangerous f o r  t he  inexperienced d r i v e r  t o  

n e g o t i a t e  t he  curves on Mexican roads ,  and we needed t o  g e t  t o  a l a r g e  

c i t y  a s  f a s t  a s  s a f e t y  would allow. 

i 
A s  we drove, I had t h e  f e e l i n g  someone o r  something was fol lowing 

u s ,  hovering ou t s ide  on t h e  passenger s ide .  That f e e l i n g  had made me 

so  anxious t h a t  I had t o  s t r u g g l e  t o  keep my eyes open. I kept  

d r i t t i n g  o t f  i n t o  a l i g h t  s l eep  and found myself back i n  t h e  sonoran 

d e s e r t  f l o a t i n g  over t h e  chaparra l .  I could s e e  rows of enormous 

agave cac tus  and c l u s t e r s  of t a l l  saguaro,  and t h e  long brown l i n e s  of 

i r r i g a t i o n  d i t ches .  I knew something was wrong; I f e l t  vaporous, as  

it I had no substance,  o r  t h a t  t h e  bulk of me was somewhere e l s e .  

>. .  . . .  ... 
,..4. . ,. v 

When I was awake, I was d i s o r i e n t e d ;  I cou ldn ' t  t h ink  L~ and could 

hard ly  formulate  a coherent  answer t o  Car los '  ques t ions .  He was asking 

me about m y s t u d i e s ,  what courses I planned t o  t a k e  i n  t h e  f a l l .  That 

world was so  d i s t a n t  t h a t  I cou ldn ' t  remember t h e  course t i t l e s ,  t h e  

p r o f e s s o r ' s  names, o r  people I had had contac t  wi th  a t  t h e  Univers i ty . .  

I was t r i p p i n g  over my words a s  i f  I were drunk o r  had a speech 

impediment. 



"You sound l i k e  my Turkish grandmother," Carlos s a id .  "She would 

always mix up h e r  p ' s  and b ' s  and t w i s t  words around. I used t o  be 

ashamed o t  her  because I thought she  had a heavy accen t ,  bu t  l a t e r  I 

r e a l i z e d  t h a t  she had aphasia ."  

"Well, I d o n ' t  have aphasia ,"  I s a id  annoyed. "I j u s t  c a n ' t  seem 

t o  tocus  my thoughts." 

Car los  turned o t f  on to  a shoulder of t h e  road,  stopped t h e  c a r  

and examined my pup i l s .  He concluded t h a t  La Ca ta l ina  had go t t en  a 

s t r o n g  hold over me and t h a t  she  wasn ' t  about t o  l e t  go. 

"What does she  want wi th  u s?"  I asked,  my t e e t h  c h a t t e r i n g  from 

an inne r  c h i l l .  

"Your s u d d e n . v i s i t  and susp ic ious  behavior was i n t e r p r e t e d  a s  an 

a t tempt  t o  snatch her  power," Carlos s a id .  "She had acted i n  t h e  only 

way she  knew how t o  defend h e r s e l f  from an inexp l i cab le  to rce . "  

Carlos r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  we had t o  pu t  even g r e a t e r  d i s t a n c e  

between u s ,  and qu ick ly  t oo ,  t o r  we had offended La C a t a l i n a  by not  

making it p l a i n  who we were and why we had come t o  s ee  her .  

"Why would s h e  want t o  h u r t  us  i f  she is  p a r t  of don J u a n ' s  group 

of s o r c e r e r s ? "  I asked. 

" I t ' s  not  a ques t ion  of what l a  Ca ta l ina  wants," Car los  explain- 

ed. "But once c e r t a i n  f o r c e s  a r e  s e t  i n t o  motion, t h e r e  is  no th ing  she 

can do t o  r e t r a c t  them. It  is Like t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n .  Once your 

i n t e n t  and breath  a r e  s e n t  o u t ,  whoever happens t o  be i n  i ts  pa th  is 

done for*" l -aa teed - e W .  

"Do you th ink  she might r e t a l i a t e  a g a i n s t  h e r  w i l l ? "  

Car los  s t a r t e d  t h e  e a r  again .  "There 's  no way o t  know what she 



might do,"  he sa id .  "Therefore we must cont inue our journey and r a l l y  

our  power." 

When I asked Carlos how t a r  south  we were f l e e i n g ,  he s a i d  we 

would keep d r iv ing  u n t i l  we r an  out  of power, o r  u n t i l  something t o l d  

us  t o  s top .  I had t h e  gnawing suspic ion t h a t  I had a l ready  run ou t  of 

power. From t h e  time of t h e  ga ther ing  i n  t h e  house i n  Sonora where t he  

f l e a s  had a t tacked  me, t o  t h e  encounter wi th  l a  Ca ta l ina ,  t h i n g s  had 

n o t  turned out  wel l .  I r a t i o n a l i z e d  these  ill f a t e d  outcomes, as  a 

r e s u l t  of not  having been adequately prepared as  t o  who these  people 

were, o r  what I was t o  expect .  Had I been b e t t e r  informed, I would 

have handled the  encounters wi th  more f i n e s s e .  Yet a t  t h e  same time, 

I knew t h a t  i n  t h e  s o r c e r e r '  world t h e  t e s t  of a w a r r i o r ' s  metal  

always came d isgu ised ,  t o  s ee  it  one could a c t  impeccably wi thout  

warning o r  p repa ra t ion ,  but simply from an inner  convict ion.  

I t  was l a t e  af ternoon by t h e  time we reached Guadalajara.  Carlos 

parked t h e  car  near  t h e  Hotel de Mendoza, near  t h e  long p a r k l i k e  p laza  

Tapa t ia .  We got out  and walked t o  an a r e a  where t h e r e  was a gazebo 

s e t  on a r a i s ed  pla t form wi th  s t eps  lead ing  up t o  it t h a t  served as  a 

s tage .  An o rches t r a  had assembled; t h e  musicians seemed t o  be prepar-  

i ng  t o  p lay ,  t o r  they were warming up t h e i r  v i o l i n s  and trumpets. A 

good s i z e d  crowd had gathered t o  hear  t h e  concer t  and t o  s t r o l l  along 

t h e  walkways o t  t h e  park. 

Massive Colonial  s t y l e .  bui ldings  surrounded t h e  park. To t h e  west 

was t h e  Uegollado Theater ,  t h e  home of t h e  Philharmonic Orchest ra  of 

J a l i s c o .  Fur ther  on we could s e e  p a r t s  of t h e  government palace.  

, , S t r e e t s  veered o f f  i n  var ious  d i r e c t i o n s  from t h e  c e n t r a l  p laza .  To my 

l e f t  was an enormous bu i ld ing  wi th  carved wooden doors opening t o  a 
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s e r i e s  of s t eps .  I t  seemed t o  be a  government bu i ld ing  of some kind 

wi th  a  s t a t u e  o t  a man r i d i n g  a  horse  i n  t r o n t  o t  a  foun ta in .  Car los  

wanted t o  head t o r  t he  s t a t u e .  

'Can we s t a y  t o  l i s t e n  t o  t h e  concer t?"  I asked. 

Car los  nodded. We looked t o r  a  bench where we could s i t  and 

l i s t e n  t o  t h e  music, but they were a l l  occupied by f a m i l i e s  and young 

couples.  I r e a l i z e d  we were no t  i n  t h e  bes t  spo t  t o  l i s t e n  t o  t h e  

o rches t r a .  The p l ace  was packed wi th  o ld  men wi th  walking s t i c k s ,  

grandmothers looking a f t e r  bo is te rous  c h i l d r e n ,  and young women who 

were parading before  t h e  app rec i a t i ve  s t a r e s  of young men. 

The paths  were crowded too wi th  vendors s e l l i n g  ba l loons ,  a r t i f i -  

c i a l  t l ower s ,  and pinwheels. Other s tands  and c a r t s  were s e l l i n g  

j co t ton  candy, t r u i t ,  icecream, and a l l  kinds o t  wears, inc lud ing  

cana r i e s  i n  smal l  cages. We s tood t o r  a  whi le  wa i t i ng  f o r  t h e  

o r c h e s t r a  t o  begin. I n  t h e  d i s t ance  I could see  t h e  twin towers o t  t h e  

ca thed ra l .  I t  was a  s t r i k i n g  mixture of Byzantine, Gothic and Arabic 

s t y l e s .  Carlos s a i d  t h a t  t h e  'iW f o o t  towers were e r ec t ed  i n  1848, 

a f t e r  an earthquake had destroyed t h e  o r i g i n a l  s t r u c t u r e s .  The towers 

were b e a u t i t u l l y  decorated wi th  yellow and blue t i l e s  t h a t  g l i s t e n e d  

i n  t h e  af ternoon sun. 

I n  t h e  oppos i te  d i r e c t i o n ,  ac ross  t h e  park,  e a s t  according t o  my 

compass, t h e r e  were t h r e e  s t o r y  houses w i th  bars  covering t h e  windows. 

Flowering geranium pots  and o t h e r  p l a n t s  graced t h e  second s t o r y  

balconies  accessed by b e a u t i f u l  t rench  doors opening out  t o  them. One 
- 

house i n  p a r t i c u l a r  caught my a t t e n t i o n .  Its s h u t t e r s  were t r e s h l y  

pa in ted  blue. I t  seemed t o  exude v i t a l i t y  from every s tone .  Compared 

t o  i t ,  t h e  o the r  houses seemed drab and o ld .  
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"The o rches t r a  i s  about t o  s t a r t  p lay ing ,"  Carlos s a i d  t a k i n g  my 

arm. " S h a l l  we walk around t h e  plaza  t o  f i n d  a  b e t t e r  spo t?"  

We began t o  s t r o l l ,  but I grew more and more uneasy. I had t h e  

u n s e t t l i n g  sensa t ion  t h a t  I was being followed o r  t h a t  someone I 

cou ldn ' t  s e e  was watching me. I grew se l f -consc ious ,  i r r i t a b l e ,  t o r  I 

knew whoever it was was s c r u t i n i z i n g  me a t  a  deep l e v e l .  I had a l l  

but f o r g o t t e n  l a  Ca ta l ina  i n  t h e  excitement o t  t h e  park ,  but t h i s  was 

something e l s e  having no th ing  t o  do wi th  l a  C a t a l i n a ' s  r e p r i s a l s .  

I looked a t  t he  people sea ted  o r  t he  ones s tanding  on t h e  benches 

s o  they could see  t h e  music ians ,  but I d i d n ' t  recognize  anyone. I saw 

c h i l d r e n  wi th  t h e i r  mothers,  teenagers  out  on d a t e s ,  an e l d e r l y  woman 

and a  gentleman. Then t h e r e  was a  s t rong  and a t t r a c t i v e  middle aged 

woman, ca r ry ing  a  mesh shopping bag f u l l  of parce l s .  I saw noth ing  ou t  

of t h e  ord inary .  

The band had begun playing.  They sounded our  of tune.  They were 

playing t h e  Vienna Waltz by S t r a u s s ,  which had been one of my mother ' s  

f a v o r i t e  p iece .  She had played i t  over and over on t h e  piano s o  t h a t  

it had become ingrained i n  my memory. I was mull ing over a s  t o  how it 

ought t o  be played when a  man approached Carlos and began t a l k i n g  t o  

him. A t  f i r s t  I d i d n ' t  pay any a t t e n t i o n ,  f o r  I w a s  engrossed i n  

f i nd ing  f a u l t  wi th  t h e  musicians. But when I turned and saw t h e  

f a m i l i a r  f a c e  almost completely hidden by a  sombrero, my mouth f e l l  

open. 

"Emi l i to , "  I c r i e d .  "What a r e  you doing here?  Is it r e a l l y  you?" 

We s tood  t h e r e  f o r  a  moment s t a r i n g  a t  each o ther .  Tears came t o  

my eyes f o r  I had thought I would never  s e e  h im again .  



"Indulging as  u s u a l , "  he s a i d  and winked d e v i l i s h l y .  "Have you 

been p r a c t i c i n g  what I taught  you?" 

"I haven ' t  been," I confessed.  "but  I am going t o  t h e  u n i v e r s i t y  

a s  you recommended. " 

Emil i to  nodded. tie whispered something t o  Car los  who suddenly ex- 

cused h imse l f ,  saying he had an errand t o  run ,  but t h a t  he would j o i n  

up wi th  us l a t e r .  I was s o  happy t o  s ee  Emi l i to  t h a t  I bare ly  heard 

what Carlos was saying.  I s t a r t e d  t o  fol low him as  he l e f t ,  but 

Kmil i to  grabbed my arm t o  s top  me. 

"Let him go,  dear .  Don' t  you l i k e  my company?" He sounded 

a c t u a l l y  peeved l i k e  a  ch i ld  who was about t o  be abandoned, 

He prodded me i n  t h e  oppos i t e  d i r e c t i o n  toward another  bench, 

I some d i s t ance  away from t h e  o rches t r a .  I turned t o  s e e  i f  I could 

ca t ch  s i g h t  of Car los  t o  ask him not  t o  leave me a lone  i n  an unknown 

c i t y ,  but he had a l ready  disappeared i n  t h e  crowd. 

' Y o u ' l l  s e e  him l a t e r , "  Emi l i t o  assured me. "Now what about your 

p r a c t i c e  of s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"S ta lk ing  w i t h  t h e  double,"  he repeated wi th  an exasperated c l i c k  

o t  h i s  tongue. "Have you been p r a c t i c i n g  it?" 

I was a t  a  l o s s  a s  t o  what t o  say. I t r i e d  t o  remember what he 

had taught  me wi th  r e spec t  t o  t h a t  s u b j e c t ,  but my mind was a  mass of 

contusion.  I looked a t  h i s  wide lemur- l ike  eyes and noted t h e  disap-  

pointment i n  them. I wanted t o  say t h a t  I understood what he meant 

and t h a t  I was p r a c t i c i n g  d i l i g e n t l y  every day, but  t h a t  would have 

been d i shones t ,  s o  I s a i d W I  d o n ' t  hones t ly  know i f  I ' v e  been s t a l k i n g  

wi th  t h e  double." 



He recommended t h a t  I lean  back on t h e  bench, c lose  my eyes and 

t r y  t o  remember what he had taught  me on t h a t  s u b j e c t .  

"Remember how t o  f i n d  t h i n g s ,  how t o  g e t  t h i n g s  done, how t o  move 

t h i n g s  w i t h  a  f o r c e  stemming from inner  s i l e n c e  and beyond?" he 

suggested.  

I closed my eyes and t r i e d  t o  s e t t l e  my e r r a t i c  breathing.  Then 

a s  I d r i f t e d  off  i n t o  a  r e s t f u l  s t a t e ,  I remembered something t h a t  

Emil i to  had s a i d  a  long ago whi le  I was l i v i n g  i n  t h e  t r e e s  under h i s  

care .  I had complained t h a t  s i n c e  I could n o t  leave t h e  t r eehouse ,  

which had been our agreement, I was unable t o  p r a c t i c e  t h e  m a r t i a l  a r t  

forms Clara  had taught  me. For t h a t  I needed p l en ty  ok space and 

p re fe rab ly  a  hard wood f l o o r .  

: "Prac t i ce  m a r t i a l  a r t s  wi th  your double,"  Emi i i to  had recommend- 

ed. "That ' s  t h e  bes t  s o r t  of p r a c t i c e  anyway." 

"How do I p r a c t i c e  m a r t i a l  a r t s  wi th  my double when I c a n ' t  even 

leave the  t r e e  house?" I asked. 

Emi l i to  had laughed and t o  my amazement had executed a s e r i e s  of 

t h e m o s t  g r a c e f u l  and impossible bodily movements I had eve r  seen. 

Kight t h e r e  beneath t h e  t reehouse ,  Emil i to  had f l i p p e d  backwards and 

then l a t e r a l l y  i n  c i r c l e s ,  r o t a t i n g  h i s  body i n  a  h o r i z o n t a l  plane 

l i k e  a  t r i s b e e .  And I knew he wasn ' t  us ing  pu l l eys  or  ropes ,  o r  e x t r a  

f a s t  t i l m  t o  speed up h i s  movements a s  they d i d  i n  m a r t i a l  ar t  movies 

t o  g ive  t h e  impression of a c t o r s  defying g rav i ty .  Watching Emi l i t o ' s  

superb movements from t h e  t reehouse ,  was sheer  d e l i g h t .  Why hadn ' t  he 

taught  me before I lamented? Now t h a t  I c o u l d n ' t  leave the  t r e e s ,  it 

was too  l a t e  t o  l e a r n  how t o  s p i n  i n  t h e  a i r .  



"Prac t i ce  t h e s e  movements wi th  your double ,"  he had repea ted  and 

aga in  showed me t h e  l a t e r a l  sp inn ing  motion. 

"But how do I p r a c t i c e  t h a t  without t a i l i n g  ou t  of t h e  t r e e ? "  I 

had asked. 

"Use your imagination and intend i t , "  he s a i d .  " I n t e n t .  i n t e n t ,  

i n t e n t , "  he c a l l e d  ou t  i n  a  s h r i l l  b i rd  l i k e  squawk a s  he walked 

toward t h e  house. 

That n igh t  and a i l  t h e  subsequent n i g h t s  f o r  s e v e r a l  weeks, 

before  t a i l i n g  a s l e e p ,  I v i sua l i zed  the  movements Emi l i to  had demon- 

s t r a t e d .  I saw myself doing them over and over u n t i l  I found myself 

doing them i n  my dreams. With some p r a c t i c e ,  my dream body could move 

any way I wi l l ed  it to .  I found I could do t h e  most e l a b o r a t e  f l i p s  

and back bends, I could l eap  from t h e  ground t o  t h e  t r e e  house and 
I 

back down again  i n  a  s i n g l e  bound, us ing no t  pu l l eys  and ropes  but he 

energy from my midsection.  And I could do a  t h i n g  I had always wanted 

t o  do, but could never accomplish wi th  my waking body, no ma t t e r  how 

hard I s t r e t c h e d ,  and t h a t  was touching my ch in  t o  my t o e s .  Af t e r  

t h a t ,  Binilito would show me movements on a  r e g u l a r  b a s i s ,  which I 

would then  p r a c t i c e  f i r s t  by v i s u a l i z i n g  them, and then by r epea t ing  

them over and over u n t i l  I could do them i n  my dreaming. 

I opened my eyes and t o l d  Kmilito what I had remembered; t h a t  

whi le  I was i n  t h e  t reehouse,  I p r a c t i c i n g  long sequences of move- 

ments, p u t t i n g  t h e  g r a v i t y  defying techniques t h a t  he  had shown me, 

toge ther  i n  new p a t t e r n s ,  s o  t h a t  every n i g h t  I would dream of doing 

combinations of movement. 

"That ' s  s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double ,"  Kmilito s a i d ,  pleased.  "That ' s  

sending out  t h e  double a s  a  scout  t o  put  t h ings  i n  order .  Then when 



you do i t ,  i t ' s  a  c inch because t h e  energy has a l r eady  been deployed 

t o  produce a  c e r t a i n  e f f e c t .  The r e s t  fol lows by i t s e l f . "  

I r e a l i z e d  t h a t  i n  s p i t e  of my reason,  t h a t  was t h e  way I d i d  

p r a c t i c a l l y  every th ing ,  from p r a c t i c i n g  m a r t i a l  a r t s  movements, t o  

w r i t i n g  a  term paper ,  o r  g iving a  r e p o r t  i n  a  c l a s s ,  o r  des ign ing  a  

d r e s s ,  o r  composing a  poem o r  cooking a  stew. Following the  p a t t e r n  I 

had learned under E m i l i t o ' s  t u t e l a g e ,  I always s e t  up t h e  form a t  

n i g h t ,  i n  a  q u i e t  r e s t f u l  s t a t e .  I l a i d  t h e  foundat ion and imagined 

myselt going through the  motions of doing t h a t  p a r t i c u l a r  th ing .  

For example, i f  1 were going t o  make a  d r e s s ,  I would go through 

a l l  t h e  s t e p s  i n  t h e  exact  o rder  I needed t o  do them. I would s e e  

myself s e l e c t i n g  t h e  proper m a t e r i a l ,  f o l d i n g  i t ,  c u t t i n g  i t ,  t a k i n g  

1 t h e  pieces  i n  t h e i r  proper order  and sewingthem toge the r .  I would s e e  
, 

which way would be b e t t e r  and make changes i f  I needed t o ,  r epea t ing  

t h e  sequence i n  a  d i f f e r e n t  o rder .  A vo ice  would t e l l  me i f  t h e r e  was 

a  b e t t e r  way o t  doing i t ,  and when I had it completed, i n  t h e  most 
3 , .  

economical and e f f i c i e n t  way, whenever I f e k t  it was t h e  proper t ime ,  

. I would al low t h e  a c t i v i t y  t o  unfold t o  i ts  completion.. I t  was a s  i f  

t h e  th ing  were a l ready  done and I was only t h e  agent ,  s i l e n t l y  going 

through t h e  motions of i ts  execution.  

The same th ing  would happen i f  I had t o  g ive  a  r e p o r t  i n  one of 

my c l a s s e s .  I would v i s u a l i z e  myself w r i t i n g  t h e  paper whi le  i n  a  

l i g h t  s leep .  O r  r a t h e r ,  I would blank my mind and something would 

i s o l a t e  a  t o p i c  and t e l l  me how t o  organize  it i n  t h e  most p r e c i s e  and 

understandable manner. When it was arranged,  I would put  i t  down on 

, , paper exac t ly  a s  I had w r i t t e n  i t  wi th  my dream body. 



1 r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h e  yea r s  of r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  had enabled me t o  

v i s u a l i z e  i n  d e t a i l  e n t i r e  scenes  and long sequences wi th  no d i f f i c u l -  

t y  a t  a l l .  Something would t e l l  me what t o  say o r  do and I would see  

and hear  myselt saying and doing it. Then when it came t ime t o  g i v e  

t h e  r e p o r t ,  o r  do t h e  a c t i v i t y ,  I proceeded a s  it i t  were a l r eady  

completed. 

"S ta lk ing  with  t h e  double,  comes i n  handy when you ' re  gong t o  

s c h o o l , "  Emi l i to  s a i d  a f t e r  I had explained t o  him how I proceeded. 

' I t  bypasses thought and goes d i r e c t l y  t o  t h e  source  of energy t h a t  

enables  us t o  a c t  most e f f i c i e n t l y . ' '  

"I guess I do use  i n t e n t , "  I sa id .  " I f  I need t o  f i n d  something, 

l i k e  a  s p e c i f i c  blouse t o  match a  s k i r t ,  say  ou t  loud "I need a  

blouse ,"  o r  "f ind me t h e  p e r f e c t  b louse , '  and t h e  f o r c e  ou t  t h e r e  pu t s  

it i n  f r o n t  of me by making m e  encounter it sometime dur ing t h e  course  

of events.  I d o n ' t  have t o  do anything.  I t  br ings  it t o  me." 

Kmili to s a i d  t h a t  w a s  t h e  a r t  of s t a l k i n g :  t o  reach  t h e  p o i n t  

when one does nothing,  but a l lows t h e  power of i n t e n t  t o  a l t e r  r e a l i t y  

s o  sub t ly  t h a t  t h e  intended i tems appear a s  elements i n  one ' s  d a i l y  

L i te .  I t  is a  harmonious process  of changing percep t ion  v i a  t h e  f o r c e  

of i n t e n t ,  something s o  mysterious and s u b t l e  t h a t  i t  seems as  i f  it 

comes out  o t  nowhere. Kmili to s t r e s s e d  t h a t  t h a t  f o r c e  only  responds 

i f  one is  impeccable i n  one ' s  d a i l y  l i f e . ,  and i f  one has no at tachment 

t o  th ings .  Feel ings  of despera t ion ,  o r  c l i n g i n g  o r  greed o r  need 

w i l l  thwart  t h e  f r e e  f lowing energy requi red  t o r  i n t e n t  t o  respond t o  

one ' s  s i l e n t  bidding. 

"You must no t  be t h a t  unimpeccable," Emi l i to  s a i d ,  " i f  you can 



s t a l k i n g  with  t he  double us ing  t h e  power of i n t e n t .  U r  perhaps you a r e  

t h e  app le  of someone's eye and someone i s  lending you t h e i r  power." 

"What do you mean?" I asked. "Who would be lending me t h e i r  

power? Nelida? 

' I ' m  n o t  t a l k i n g  about Nel ida , "  Emili to s a i d .  "She watches over 

you, t o  s ee  t h a t  you d o n ' t  s t r a y  from the  path .  This sounds l i k e  

something d i t i e r e n t  ." 
He s n i f f e d  t h e  a i r  a couple of times a s  i f  t r y i n g  t o  determine 

something. I n  t a c t ,  he s n i f f e d  i n  a l l  d i r e c t i o n s  a s  i f  he  were 

smel l ing  something in t ang ib l e .  

"What a r e  you doing,  i imi l i to?"  I asked. "Did I t o r g e t  t o  put on 

deodorant  t h i s  morning?" 

' I  wouldn' t  know about t h a t , "  he s a i d .  " I ' m  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  

determining who i s  lending you t h e i r  power?" 

"Perhaps i t s  M r .  Abelar ,  t h e  nagual  Juan Matus o r  t h e  new nagual ,  

Car los .  " 

"Juan Matus i s  your t eac t ie r ,  t r u e , "  Emi l i to  s a i d .  "But he is 

p r e t t y  miser ly  wi th  i s  power. He wouldn' t  lend it f o r  t h e  h e l l  of it. 

And Carlos  i s  i n  charge of l ead ing  you t o  freedom. B u t  t h i s  smells  

Like something e l s e .  Like someone has  made you a g i f t .  And you don ' t  

even know it ." 
A l l  o t  a sudden I was a f r a i d ,  sensing something t h a t  was beyond 

words. I t  was so  dark,  t h a t  it came from the  darkness i t s e l f .  

"Someone has been teaching you th ings  a t  n i g h t , "  Emi l i to  announc- 

ed l i k e  an orac le .  "And I know who it must be." 

"Who. Emili to.  T e l l  me." 



" I t ' s  no t  up t o  me t o  s p i l l  t h e  beans," he s a i d .  " I f  your t r u e  

bene tac tor  wants t o  r e v e a l  h imse l f ,  then s o  be it. I t  n o t ,  l e t  it 

remain a  s e c r e t . "  

A t  t h e  mere mention of t h e  word ' s e c r e t '  I r e g i s t e r e d  a  c h i l l .  

My whole body shivered from t h e  marrow of my bones outward. I exper i -  

enced what don Juan had c a l l e d  t h e  ' w a r r i o r ' s  s h i v e r ' .  He s a i d  it 

happened when a  f o r c e  moves t h e  e t h e r e a l  body d i r e c t l y  and s o  

powertul ly  t h a t  it i s  then r e g i s t e r e d  by t h e  phys i ca l  body. 

"Can' t  you t e l l  me, who you a r e  r e f e r r i n g  t o ,  Emil i to .  Now I ' m  

scared  t o  even go t o  s l e e p  a t  n ight ."  

"And you should be," he s a i d  s e r ious ly .  "Someone has been showing 

you how t o  manipulate i n t e n t .  But no t  merely from t h e  t r e e t o p s ,  but 

from t h e  deepest  l e v e l s  of t h e  beyond." 

' S o  how come I d o n ' t  remember o r  even know what y o u ' r e  t a l k i n g  

about?" I asked. "And how come I ' m  s t i l l  such a  s h i t b i r d . "  

"Because t h a t  someone i s  teaching your double d i r e c t l y .  Very 

sneaky. He must come whi le  y o u ' r e  i n  a  profound s leep .  T h a t ' s  why 

you d o n ' t  remember, and t h a t ' s  why you can a t f o r d  t o  be s o  indulging.  

I f  you had a  b i t  more energy you would be aware and you would know who 

I ' m  t a l k i n g  about ,  because you double a l ready  knows him in t ima te ly . "  

"Him? Is it a  he?"  

I had s t i l l  thought it might be Nelida. But whenever she  comes i n  

my d reams ,  I a m  u s u a l l y a w a r e  of her  presence. There i s  no th ing  secre -  

t i v e  about her.  Un t h e  c o n t r a r y ,  she  is open and l i g h t  hea r t ed ,  almost 

t o  t h e  po in t  of being nu r tu r ing  i n  a  i n d i f f e r e n t  s o r t  of way. This 

, . 
: .  o t h e r  f o r c e  sounded a l l  t oo  s i n i s t e r .  I d i d n ' t  r e l i s h  t h e  i d e a  t h a t  

,? 



someone o r  something was manipulat ing my energy i n  my s l e e p .  And 

e s p e c i a l l y  no t  a male f i gu re .  

" S i n i s t e r  is  r i g h t , "  Kmili to s a i d  wi th  such an exaggerated 

w a r r i o r ' s  s h i v e r  t h a t  h i s  body v ib ra t ed  from head t o  t o e .  it was so  

comical t h a t  i t  I laughed out  of shee r  nervousness. "The r e a l  mystery 

i s  why would he be a l l  t h a t  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  l i k e s  of you?" 

I don ' t  know what you a r e  t a l k i n g  about ," I s a i d .  "Nobody i s  

i n t e r e s t e d  i n  me. T h a t ' s  j u s t  t h e  t roub le .  I ' m  r e a l l y  an inconsequen- 

t i a l  p i ece  of s h i t  overlooked by everyone." 

I s a i d  t h a t  w i th  a l l  t h e  s e l f - p i t y  I could muster ,  f o r  I f e l t  I 

had been abandoned by Emi l i to ,  Nel ida ,  Clara  and don Juan. 

8 ,  Now, now, t r e e  dwel ler ,  l e t ' s  have none of t h a t  s e l f  p i t y  c r a p , "  

Emil i to  s a i d  wi th  a nudge t h a t  almost pushed me o f f  t he  bench. "No one 

abandoned you. You have your own pa th ,  and i t ' s  n o t  he re  w i th  us .  

Whatever we teach  you has t o  be t o  your dream body o r  double ,  and you 

d o n ' t  have t o  be i n  Mexico t o r  t h a t . "  

"Why not?"  

"A s tup id  a ques t ion , "  Emi l i to  s a id .  "Because a s  you know very 

w e l l ,  t h e  dream body is  n o t  bound by space and time. We can meet 

anywhere and any t ime,  even t h e  c i t y  of t h e  angels. ' '  

The way he s a i d  t h a t ,  had made Los Angeles sound u t t e r l y  enchant- 

ing.  

"I know t h a t ,  Emil i to .  What I meant was why do you have t o  teach 

t h e  double, why c a n ' t  you j u s t  t each  my phys i ca l  body d i r e c t l y ,  the  

way you used to .  Why c a n ' t  I s t a y  here  i n  Guadalajara w i t h  you." 

,. . , Emil i to  gave me mock look o t  ho r ro r .  "What do you h a v e  i n  mind?" 



he s a i d  moving t o  h i s  s i d e  o t  t h e  bench. "And what makes you t h i n k  I 

ever  t aught  your phys i ca l  body? Do you know something t h a t  I d o n ' t ? "  

"No, I don ' t  mean it l i k e  t h a t .  I know y o u ' r e  beyond a l l  t h a t  

male female c rap ,  and s o  am I. I j u s t  d o n ' t  l i k e  being i n  Los Angeles 

by myself s o  f a r  from a l l  of you." 

"You a r e  not  by y o u r s e l f ,  now t h a t  you have met Ca r lo s ,  t h e  young 

nagua l , "  Emil i to  s a i d .  "He w i l l  Look o u t  f o r  you. And t h e  r e s t  of us 

a r e  always aware of your presence." 

"You mean you s e e  me?" 

" U t  course ,  we s e e  your energy body, and we know your i nne r  most 

thoughts.  " 

He r a i s e d  an  eyebrow and shook h i s  head. "So you'd b e t t e r  

con t inue  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g .  The s t r o n g e r  your i n t e n t  g e t s  t h e  pu re r  you 

have t o  be ." 
I t o l d  Emi l i to  about something t h a t  had been t r o u b l i n g  me. I had 

a  p a r t  time job i n  a  typing pool whi le  going t o  s choo l ,  and every t ime 

I parked my car  t o  go t o  work, a  young man, s l i g h t l y  r e t a r d e d  and 

perhaps homeless would be wa i t i ng  on t h e  corner  asking i f  he could 

c l e a n  my windshields  t o r  some money. For a wh i l e  I simply l e t  him 

c l ean  them and gave him a  few d o l l a r s  i n  r e tu rn .  But s i n c e  I drove 

t h e r e  t o u r  o r  f i v e  t imes a week, I d i d n ' t  need my windshield  cleaned 

each t ime,  so  I would say ,  no thank you. Sometimes, I t e l t  s o r r y  f o r  

h i m  and gave him some money anyway. e s p e c i a l l y  a f t e r  he had t o l d  me he 

had t o  be c a r e f u l  what he ate because he su f f e red  from stomach u l c e r s .  

The thought t h a t  he  had bleeding u l c e r s ,  t h e  way my o l d e r  brother  

had a s  a  teenager ,  made t h e  s i t u a t i o n  a i l  t h e  more poignant.  I wanted 

t o  g ive  him a l l  t h e  money I had,  y e t  a t  t h e  same t ime I was on a  t i g h t  
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s t u d e n t ' s  budget and had t o  watchwhat  I spen t ,  and I d i d n ' t  want my 

windows cleaned s o  I was a t  a  l o s s  a s  t o  what t o  do. I t  g o t  t o  t h e  

po in t  t h a t  I dreaded d r i v i n g  up t o  t he  parking l o t  of my work, f o r  I 

d i d  n o t  want t o  s e e  t h i s  person. 

To avoid encountering him, I went so  f a r  a s  t o  park down t h e  

s t r e e t ,  but he would f i n d  me anyway on my way home. He would s a y ,  

" t h e r e ' s  my lady- f r iend ,"  i n  such a p leasan t  tone t h a t  made me f e e l  

l i k e  a r a t  i f  I d i d n ' t  g ive  him. any money, and angry i t  I d id .  I 

became so  g u i l t y  and annoyed wi th  t h i s  rou t ine  t h a t  one day I stopped 

i n  my t r a c t s  when I was out  o t  s i g h t ,  and s a i d  i n  a loud vo ice ,  

"Enough i s  enough, I d o n ' t  ever want t o  see  t h a t  person again." 

The nex t  day I was r e l i eved  t o  s e e  t h a t  t h e  young man wasn ' t  on 

t h e  s t r e e t  corner.  But I d i d n ' t  th ink  anything of it expect ing t o  s ee  

him t h e r e  t h e  nex t  day. But I d i d n ' t .  I though he was on vaca t ion ,  

a l though where o r  how I cou ldn ' t  fathom. ~ f t e r  a week of no t  s ee ing  

him, I was a f r a i d  he might be ill and f e l t  doubly g u i l t y .  A s  t ime went 

on t h e  young man d i d n ' t  r e tu rn .  I n  f a c t ,  I never saw him again .  

When I .  f i n i shed  my account ,  Emi l i t o shook  h i s  head. "Now I ' m  

c e r t a i n  t h a t  someone has been teaching you t o  s t a l k  w i t h  t h e  double.. 

Those th ings  don ' t  j u s t  happen j u s t  l i k e  t ha t . "  

"What do you th ink  happened t o  t h a t  man, Emil i to?;  I asked 

f e e l i n g  alarmed. "Why d i d n ' t  he ever  come back?" 

" I t  makes no d i f f e r e n c e  what happened t o  him," Emi l i t o  s a id . "He  

may have gone on vacat ion they way you would have l i k e d  t o  be l i eve ;  o r  

he maybe he was h i t  by a c a r  while washing a windshield;  o r  perhaps 

he move t o  a s t r e e t  corner  where business was be t t e r .  O r  maybe he died 



o t  h i s  u l c e r s  o r  o t  ma lnu t r i t i on .  Whatever happened t o  him i s  no t  the  

i s s u e  here ."  

"What a r e  you saying?"  I asked. "What i s  t h e  i s sue?"  

'The f a c t  t h a t  you never l a i d  eyes on him aga in ,  means t h a t  you 

were capable  of a l t e r i n g  t h e  t low of i n t e n t .  By vo ic ing  your d e s i r e ,  

you moved something. Your i n t e n t  moved t h a t  young man away from t h a t  

s t r e e t  corner.  How o r  t o  what i t  was moved, makes no d i f f e r ence .  

"I d i d n ' t  want h im t o  come t o  any harm," I p ro t e s t ed .  ' I  ~ u s t  

d i d n ' t  want him t o  keep bother ing me. You yoursel f  s a i d  t h a t  a  s t a l k e r  

should never be s u b j e c t  t o  rou t ines .  And g iv ing  him money every time 

I saw him, was a  rou t ine . "  

"Tha t ' s  p r e c i s e l y  what I ' m  saying.  You were a b l e  t o  d i s r u p t  a  

1 r o u t i n e  by a l t e r i n g  t h e  flow of i n t e n t .  That i s  s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  

double. And someone has been teaching you how t o  do t h a t . "  

' I  s t i l l  d o n ' t  t h i n k  it had anything t o  do with  me," I s a i d .  "It 

could have been coincidence.  He probably had somewhere e l s e  t o  go." 

"Cal l  i t  coincidence,  w i t c h c r a f t ,  so rcery  o r  whatever you l i k e , ' '  

Kmili to s a id .  "The po in t  is  t h a t  you never saw t h e  young man again .  

Who g ives  a  t i g  what t h e  reason is  o r  what explanat ion you want t o  

use. And your uneas iness  i s  an i n d i c a t i o n  t h a t  you had something t o  do  

wi th  i t  whether you a r e  aware o t  it o r  not ."  

"Who do you th ink  i s  t each ing  me t h i s ? "  I asked s t i l l  no t  

convinced. 

"I a l ready  t o l d  you i t ' s  no t  t o r  me t o  s ay , "  he r ep l i ed .  "But 

t h e r e  is another s e c r e t  t h a t  I can r e v e a l  t o  you, it you fol low me." 

I " I ' d  r a t h e r  wai t  f o r  Car los  t o  come back. i f  i t ' s  a l l  t h e  same t o  

you," I s a i d  a f r a i d  of what Kmili to might r e v e a l  t o  me. 



The o rches t r a  had stopped playing long ago. Emi l i to  popped up 

from t h e  bench and s a i d  we could n o t  wa i t  t o r  Carlos t o  r e t u r n .  I t  

was g e t t i n g  dark and he wanted t o  t a k e  me t o  meet h i s  f r i e n d  who l i ved  

i n  a house nearby. He pointed t o  t h e  west and s a i d  t h a t  i t  we craned 

our necks ,  we could see  t h e  house trom where we were s tanding .  I 

could see  t h e  corner of a  wooden balcony, i t  was only a  b i t  of r a i l i n g  

t h a t  showed, and t h e  r e s t  was covered by t h e  ad jacen t  bu i ld ings .  To my 

s u r p r i s e  he was po in t ing  t o  t h e  house behind t h e  one on t h e  corner ;  

t h e  house t h a t  had t h e  balcony wi th  f lowers ,  t h e  one I had l i ked  so  

much upon a r r i v i n g  a t  t h e  plaza .  

"Who l i v e s  t he re?"  I asked. "And a r e  you su re  Carlos w i l l  be. 

t h e r e  wa i t i ng  t o r  us ." 
"A b e a u t i f u l  l ady , "  Emi l i to  s a i d .  "And I ' m  abso lu t e ly  c e r t a i n  

Carlos w i l l  be there .  But w i l l  he be wai t ing  t o r  u s?  I very much 

doubt it. He's probably enjoying himself  too much." 

He s a i d  t h a t  w i th  a wo l f - l i ke  wink t h a t  implied a l l  s o r t s  of 

d e v i l i s h  th ings .  I experienced a wave o t  jea lousy t h a t  was too  

obvious t o  hide. Emil i to  shook h i s  head t o r  he knew he had h i t  a  s o r e  

spo t .  From h i s  chuckle, I could t e l l  he had been d e l i b e r a t e l y  p u t t i n g  

my cla im t o  being detached a s  a  woman' t o  t h e  t e s t ;  I had f a i l e d  miser- 

ably.  

We walked t o  t h e  house i n  s i l e n c e .  He had such a  s p r i t e  s u r e  g a i t  

t h a t  I had t o  make an e f f o r t  t o  keep up wi th  him so  I would n o t  g e t  

l o s t  i n  t h e  crowd and end up i n  an unknown p lace .  Along t h e  way he 

s a i d  t h a t  he had something t h a t  he  wanted t o  show me, something only 

, ., t o r  t h e  eyes 0% the  double o r  dream body and t h a t  we had t o  h u r r y  f o r  

t w i l i g h t  was t h e b e s t  t ime t o  w i tnes s  such s i g h t s .  
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The Energy Body 

Nelida led me to the top of the bluff from where I had seen the 

ruins. She said it was a place the ancient sorcerers called a twin 

power spot. 
Ã 

W h y  do they call it a power spot?" I asked stopping to catch my 

breath. I looked back across the valley. I could see the trail winding 

along the red rimmed canyon. I was surprised at how much distance we 

1 had covered in a short time. 

wThe ancient sorcerers have imbued the rocks and earth with their 

intent," Nelida said. T h e  columns and the point on the bluff from 

where you saw the ruins, form an energetic arch that allowed your 

energy body to be pulled away from its moorings. Returning to that 

place, will seal your energy body and fill it with vitality. However, 

I wouldn't recommend spending the night there." 

"Why is that?" 

"Because the somber mood of the ancient sorcerers would derail 

you from your purpose," Nelida said. "You are somber enough as it is. 

You don't need to be pushed over the brink." 

I laughed nervously. I was standing dangerously close to the edge 

where one false step lead to a sharp drop of hundreds of feet. I saw 

\ ominous boulders that seemed to have been lodged below by a torrential 

flood. Now a stream meandered in an uneven course. It was hard to 



b e l i e v e  t h a t  a  r i v e r  had c u t  s o  d e e p l y  i n t o  t h e  moun ta ins ide .  Now t h e  

s t r e a m  a p p e a r e d  t o  be t r a p p e d  down t h e r e  w i t h  no  hope o f  e s c a p e .  

N e l i d a  p o i n t e d  t o  a f l a t  mesa a c r o s s  t h e  r a v i n e  and  s a i d ,  "That  

i s  t h e  p l a c e  o v e r  t h e r e . "  

I t  f r i g h t e n s  me t o  go  back t h e r e , "  I t o l d  N e l i d a ,  moving away 

from t h e  e d g e .  "Somehow, t h a t  p l a c e  d i d n ' t  seem f r i e n d l y  t o  m e . "  

N e l i d a  gave  m e  a  s ideways  g l a n c e .  

"What makes you t h i n k  t h a t  p l a c e s  of power have  t o  b e  f r i e n d l y ,  

e s p e c i a l l y  t h e  t w i n  power s p o t s  of t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s ?  A l l  t h a t  i s  

needed f o r  a  p l a c e  t o  be u s e f u l  is  t h a t  t h e r e  is  a  p a r t i c u l a r  i n t e n t  

f l o w i n g  f rom t h e  e a r t h . "  

We c o n t i n u e d  t o  make o u r  way t o  t h e  a r e a  f rom where I had s e e n  

t h e  r u i n s .  My t h i g h s  were bu rn ing .  I had t o  s t o p  e v e r y  f i f t e e n  s t e p s  

o r  so f o r  t h e  c l i m b  was d e c i d e d l y  u p h i l l .  N e l i d a  had g i v e n  m e  a  

b o t t l e  o f  P i e n a f i e l  wa te r  which s h e  t o l d  m e  t o  s i p  s l o w l y .  I  had  

g o t t e n  t o t h e  las t  d r o p  and was a b o u t  t o  t o s s  t h e  b o t t l e  away when s h e  

s t o p p e d  me w i t h  a  s t r o n g  g r a s p  on my arm. 

'You must a c t  impeccab ly , "  s h e  s a i d .  "Tha t  means l e a v i n g  n o t h i n g  

beh ind .  '' 

I t i e d  t h e  empty b o t t l e  t o  a b e l t  l o o p  of  my j e a n s  and w e  

c o n t i n u e d  wa lk ing .  When w e  g o t  t o  t h e  f l a t  a r e a ,  N e l i d a  t o o k  a  s e r i e s  

of  deep  b r e a t h s  and a sked  me i f  I n o t i c e d  a n y t h i n g  p a r t i c u l a r  a b o u t  

t h e  p l a c e .  I  i n h a l e d  a few t i m e s  t h e n  t o l d  h e r  t h a t  t h e  a i r  seemed 

t o  be t h i n n e r ,  clearer and more t r a n s p a r e n t ;  I was no l o n g e r  t i r e d .  

"You are r i g h t , "  N e l i d a  s a i d .  "The a i r  h e r e  i s  l i g h t ,  n o t  heavy 

' l i k e .  t h e  a i r  you are accustomed t o  b r e a t h i n g .  T h i s  a i r  h a s  been 



p u r i f i e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  i n t e n t  s o  t h a t  o n l y  t h e  e s s e n c e  of 

v i t a l i t y  r ema ins . "  

I w a s n ' t  p r e p a r e d  t o  go a s  f a r  as a t t r i b u t i n g  my renewed w e l l -  

be ing  t o  t h e  e s s e n c e  of v i t a l i t y ,  b u t  b r e a t h i n g  t h e  a i r  d i d  seem t o  

e n e r g i z e  m e .  N e l i d a  urged m e  t o  fill my l u n g s  w i t h  t h e  l i f e - g i v i n g  

c h a r g e .  A s  I b r e a t h e d ,  s h e  d i s c l o s e d  t h a t  t h e  a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s  u sed  

t o  p r a c t i c e  t h e i r  dreaming h e r e  and t h a t  t h e y  dwe l l ed  i n  t h e  c a v e s  

t h a t  d o t t e d  t h e  moun ta ins ide .  

'Why d i d  t h e y  p i c k  t h i s  p l a c e  i n  p a r t i c u l a r  as t h e i r  power s p o t ? "  
Â 

I a sked .  

We sa t  down on a  f l a t  r o c k  t h a t  had a  s l i g h t  d e p r e s s i o n  i n  i t ,  a s  

if t h e  r o c k  had been ca rved  o u t  f o r  s i t t i n g .  Al though,  I c o u l d n ' t  h e l p  

n o t i c i n g  t h a t  whoever had sa t  t h e r e  b e f o r e  had l a r g e r  b u t t o c k s .  
I 

T h e r e  a r e  c e r t a i n  n a t u r a l  c r a c k s  i n  t h e  c r u s t  of  t h e  e a r t h  

th rough  which one can s l i p , "  Ne l ida  s a i d .  T h e  a n c i e n t  s e e r s  were 

e x p e r t s  a t  f i n d i n g  t h e s e  c r a c k s  and a t  s t e p p i n g  th rough  them. They 

handed down t h i s  knowledge Irom g e n e r a t i o n  t o  g e n e r a t i o n .  We a r e  

s i t t i n g  on one such  c r a c k  now." 

I jumped up. Ne l ida  laughed  and s a i d  it was n o t  a g e o l o g i c a l  

c r a c k  o r  f a u l t  l i n e ,  b u t  an opening i n  t h e  e a r t h ' s  energy  c r u s t .  

"Were t h e  s o r c e r e r s  t h a t  l i v e d  h e r e  h e r m i t s ? "  I asked  s i t t i n g  

down a g a i n .  

"Many of them were ,"  s h e  a d m i t t e d .  " J u s t  a s  a r e  many of t h e  

modern s o r c e r e r s  t h a t  u s e  t h e s e  c a v e s  today .  But t h e y  are r e c l u s e s  n o t  

because  t h e y  l i v e  a l o n e  o r  a r e  h o l y  men, b u t  because  t h e y  have 

, succeeded  i n  d e t a c h i n g  themse lves  f r o m  human conce rns . "  

"Why i s  t h a t .  A r e  s o r c e r e r s  m i s a n t h r o p i c ? "  
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N e l i d a  shook h e r  h e a d ,  b rough t  h e r  knees t o  h e r  c h e s t  and wrapped 

h e r  arms around h e r  c a l v e s .  I c o p i e d  he r  p o s t u r e .  Immediately,  I f e l t  

a  warm buzz ing  s e n s a t i o n  i n  my c h e s t  and abdomen, which h e a t e d  me up 

i n  s p i t e  of  t h e  wind t h a t  blew around u s .  

S o r c e r e r s  a r e  n o t  m i s a n t h r o p i c , "  she  s a i d  w i t h  a g l i n t .  "We 

e n j o y  o u r s e l v e s  immensely i n  t h e  company of o t h e r s .  Our t e a c h e r ,  t h e  

nagua l  J u l i a n ,  o f t e n  e n t e r t a i n e d  h i s  g u e s t s  w i t h  e l a b o r a t e  t a b l e a u s  

and h i l a r i o u s  t h e a t r i c a l  p r e s e n t a t i o n s .  Yet i n  t h e  mids t  o f  t h i s  

r e v e l r y ,  he managed t o  remain de tached  from p e o p l e .  S o r c e r e r s ,  even 

though t h e y  may a p p e a r  t o  be o r d i n a r y  men and women, a r e  n o t  l i k e .  

o t h e r  p e o p l e  a t  a l l . "  

"What makes them d i f f e r e n t ? "  

"L iv ing  on t h e i r  p l a c e  of  power,  l e a r n i n g  from t h e  e a r t h ,  and 

s e e i n g  ene rgy  d i r e c t l y  makes them r e g a r d  e v e r y t h i n g  a s  f l u i d  and 

temporary .  Through t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  a  s o r c e r e r  b r e a k s  h i s  t ies w i t h  

t h e  wor ld  and w i t h  t h e  s e l f .  A s  he  s t r a t e g i c a l l y  c u t s  h imse l f  o f f  from 

e x t r a n e o u s  d i s t u r b a n c e s ,  h e  s i m p l i f i e s  h i s  l i f e  and h i s  d e s i r e s .  He 

s e a l s  h imse l f  o f f  f rom human concerns.  and ve ry  d e l i b e r a t e l y  c a s t s  and 

s e c u r e s  a  m y s t e r i o u s  l i n e .  

"Is i t  an ene rgy  l i n e ? "  I a sked .  

'Yes, bu t  n o t  t o  t h e  ' e a r t h  o r  t o  peop le .  I t  i s  a l i n e  l i n k i n g  

him d i r e c t i n g  t o  i n t e n t .  When h i s  change i s  c o m p l e t e ,  h e  can r e t u r n  

t o  t h e  wor ld  of  p e o p l e  and y e t  remain  a p a r t  f rom them. No matter 

where h e  i s ,  a l o n e  o r  i n  t h e  company of o t h e r s ,  h i s  o n l y  bond i s  t o  

i n t e n t ,  and o n l y  t h e  s p i r i t  can l a y  c l a i m  on him." 

I f e l t  a sudden s h i v e r  a t  t h e  f i n a l i t y  and t h e  l o n e l i n e s s  s u c h  a 

bond e n t a i l e d .  



" L e t ' s  b u i l d  a f i r e , "  N e l i d a  s u g g e s t e d  a s  i f  s e n s i n g  my mood. 

I  h e l p e d  h e r  g a t h e r  d r y  wood and a r r a n g e  i t  i n  a  p i l e .  She a sked  

m e  f o r  some matches and s t r u c k  o n e  t o  a  b ranch .  The f i r e  made a 

c r a c k l i n g  sound t h a t  s e n t  s p a r k s  f l y i n g  upward. Soon a warm glow 

f i l l e d  t h e  c l e a r i n g .  I  t o l d  h e r  t h a t  don Juan  had s a i d  t h a t  t h e  

a n c i e n t  s o r c e r e r s  knew how t o  f o r e t e l l  t h e  f u t u r e  f rom t h e  d i s t r i b u -  

t i o n  of embers as t h e  f i r e  had burned o u t .  

"The o l d  s o r c e r e r s  knew a g r e a t  d e a l  a b o u t  a  g r e a t  many t h i n g s , "  

N e l i d a  s a i d  a s  s h e  t o s s e d  a n o t h e r  branch o n t o  t h e  f l a m e s .  "They c o u l d  

examine t h e  r ema ins  of t h e  b u r n t  b ranches  and f o r e t e l l  t h e  f u t u r e . "  

"How c o u l d  anyone t e l l  t h e  f u t u r e  from b i t s  o f  c h a r r e d  wood?" I 

wanted t o  know. 

N e l i d a  s a i d  t h a t  t h e  s o r c e r e r s  who knew t h e  t e c h n i q u e  c o u l d  n o t  

o n l y  p r e d i c t  e v e n t s  t o  come, b u t  cou ld  examine t h e  c u r r e n t  s t a t e  o f  

a f f a i r s  i n  o r d e r  t o  avo id  c a l a m i t i e s  or unwanted o c c u r r e n c e s .  

"A p e r s o n  w i t h  t h e  f a c i l i t y ,  l o o k s  a t  t h e  a r rangement  of t h e  

dy ing  embers and b r a n c h e s ,  and t h e  powers of f i r e  and wood t e l l  him 

what he wants  t o  know." 

' D o  you know how t o  do t h i s ? "  

N e l i d a  nodded. " I t  h a s  t o  do w i t h  how t h e  b ranches  l i e  a f t e r  t h e  

f i r e  h a s  gone o u t  and t h e  p a t t e r n  t h e  dy ing  s p a r k s  make t h a t  g i v e s  t h e  

c l u e .  For  example ,  i f  t h e  f i r e  goes  o u t  s u d d e n l y  and f i v e  b r a n c h e s  

remain  g lowing ,  t h e n  someth ing  sudden o r  on a g r a n d i o s e  s c a l e  w i l l  

o c c u r .  " 

"How do you know t h a t ? "  I a s k e d  s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  f i r e .  

, , "Because a l l  of  t h e  f i v e  d i r e c t i o n s  a r e l i t  up a t  o n c e , "  s h e  

r e p l i e d .  I f ,  on t h e  o t h e r  h a n d ,  t h e  f i r e  b u r n s  down s l o w l y ,  and 
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t h e r e  are many b ranches  s t i l l  l e f t  k i n d l e d ,  making a c i r c u l a r  p a t t e r ,  

t h e n  t h e  t u r n  of evens  w i l l  be g r a d u a l  and f o r  t h e  b e t t e r . "  

Nel ida  added t h a t  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  t h e  c h a r r e d  branches  are p o i n t i n g  

is  a l s o  an i n d i c a t i o n .  A l a r g e  b ranch  p o i n t i n g  n o r t h ,  s i g n i f i e s  g r e a t  

upheava l  o r  a c t i v i t y ;  t h e  e a s t  i s  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of  dawn and wisdom, 

t h e  s o u t h  of  warmth a n d n u r t u r e n c e ,  and t h e  west of  i n t r o s p e c t i o n  and 

mystery .  

" N o w ,  i f  a branch  is  p o i n t i n g  s t r a i g h t  u p ,  o r  i f  a g u s t  of wind 

sudden ly  blows t h e  f i r e  o u t ,  y o u ' r e  i n  deep t r o u b l e . "  

"Why i s  t h a t ? '  

" I n t e n t  is  i n d i c a t i n g  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of t h e  z e n i t h ,  and t h a t  

a lways  means g i a n t  movement." 

1 s t i l l  d o n ' t  see what a f i r e  h a s  t o  do wi th  e v e n t s  t h a t  a f f e c t  

human be ings?"  

'Our  b o d i e s ,  t h e  e l e m e n t s ,  t h e  energy  of f i r e ,  t h e  f o u r  compass 

p o i n t s  a l l  merge i n t o  o n e , "  N e l i d a  e x p l a i n e d .  "That  i s  how we can 

examine t h e  a r rangement  of t h e  c h a r r e d  wood and see how it r e l a t e s  t o  

o u r  l i v e s . "  

She s a i d  i t w a s  a mis t ake  t o  r e g a r d  o u r s e l v e s  as s e p a r a t e  from 

t h e  e l e m e n t s ,  f o r  t h e  same f o r c e s  t h a t  move t h e  f i r e ,  r u l e  our  energy  

b o d i e s .  

"The r e a s o n  we t h i n k  o u r s e l v e s  as s e p a r a t e  f rom e v e r y t h i n g  e l s e , "  

Ne l ida  e x p l a i n e d ,  " is  p r e c i s e l y  because  we are t h i n k i n g .  I t  i s  though t  

t h a t  s e p a r a t e s  u s  f rom t h e  t o t a l i t y  and makes u s  f o r g e t  o u r  common 

o r i g i n  ." 
She drew c l o s e r  t o  t h e  f i r e  and t o l d  m e  t o  ex tend  my hands near  

t h e  f l a m e s .  
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"You can p u l l  t h e  e n e r g y  of t h e  f i r e  i n t o  your  body t h r o u g h  your  

pa lms , "  s h e  s u g g e s t e d .  A l l o w  t h e  h e a t  t o  merge w i t h  your  body t o  

w a r m  you. " 

I h e l d  o u t  my p a l m s ,  and f e l t  t h e  warmth of t h e  f i r e  flow i n t o  my 

hands ,  u n t i l  I was s o  h o t  I began t o  p e r s p i r e .  I no  l o n g e r  needed my 

poncho and t o o k  it o f f .  

W e  a r e  a l l  made up of  l i g h t , "  Ne l ida  c o n t i n u e d .  " L i g h t  a c t i v a t e s  

ou r  e n e r g y  body and even  though w e  have a human fo rm,  t o  a s o r c e r e r  

who s e e s ,  w e  are e s s e n t i a l l y  f i l a m e n t s  of l i g h t . "  
Â 

N e l i d a  c a l l e d  o u r  human s i d e  o u r  a p e ' s  h e r i t a g e ,  add ing  t h a t  o u r  

an imal  h e r i t a g e  makes u s  a c t  i n  an u n r u l y  f a s h i o n .  

"We have  a n o t h e r  s i d e  t h a t  i s  t o t a l l y  h idden ."  

"How do you know t h i s  o t h e r  s i d e  e x i s t s  i f  i t s  c o m p l e t e l y  

h idden?"  I wanted t o  know. 

" S o r c e r e r s  s e e  i t ,  and we a l l  know it i s  t h e r e , "  s h e  a s s u r e d  m e .  

B u t  n e a r  as i t  i s - - f o r  it is o u r  ve ry  selves--!! a lways  remains '  o u t  

of  r e a c h .  A s  l ong  as w e  c l i n g  t o  o u r  a p e  form,  we can  neve r  t a p  t h a t  

o t h e r  p a r t ,  t h e  p a r t  t h a t  sorcerers c a l l  t h e  e n e r g y b o d y  o r  doub le . "  

I s i g h e d  and looked  a t  t h e  glowing embers.  

"We a l l  l ong  f o r  someth ing  j u s t  o u t  of  r e a c h , "  N e l i d a  s a i d  

s e n s i n g  my mood. "We see p o s s i b i l i t i e s  i n  o u r  dreams;  we wish  t o  be 

more e n e r g e t i c ,  b u t  w e  a lways  t r y  t o  f i n d  f u l f i l l m e n t  i n  t h e  t h i n g s  of 

t h e  world.  Hence, we are doomed t o  f a i l . "  

"Why is t h a t ? "  

B e c a u s e  t h e  p a r t  t h a t  w e  a r e  l o o k i n g  f o r  t o  make u s  comple t e  i s  

n o t  i n  t h e  wor ld , "  s h e  s a i d .  "That  p a r t  is t h e  ene rgy  body.. I t  



belongs to the realm of pure energy. To tap it, we must turn our eyes 

else where. " 

Nelida said that only the recapitulation enables us to see that 

the physical and intellectual holdings that we have so assiduously 

amassed are a mirage in front of the eyes. Yet we cling to them as if 

our very survival depended on it, even though it is only an illusory 

agrement based on our sharing of a common perceptual framework. 

"Why is the recapitulation so important?" I asked. 

"The recapitulation allows you to build an energy platform from 
Â 

which you can asses the concerns and experiences that you call your 

life. In other words, the recapitulation allows you the opportunity 

to come into contact with the other." 

What is the other like?" 

Nelida looked at me thought the glow of the dying embers. 

"It is the light that moves us before it has been molded by 

interpretations. There is nothing worse than for our energy to be 

limited by the circumstances of our life. From infancy, we become 

shaped and contorted by labels, unti.1 we think our personal self is 

all there is, and we completely lose sight of our energy being or 

double. " 

"Can you give me a concrete example?" I asked stretching my legs 

that were beginning to cramp from sitting on hard granite. 

"For example, take not having possessions," she said. 

"Aren't things important?" I asked. "You see so much poverty in 

the world. Who can blame people for wanting a better way of life?" 

"Many of the sorcerers in our lineage experienced poverty, yet 
. . 

they themselves were not destitute." 



I a rgued  t h a t  a  c h i l d  who knows o n l y  p o v e r t y  h a s  no  d e f e n s e s .  I ts 

e n t i r e  world becomes meager and poor .  Ne l ida  nodded. 

"Worse y e t ,  h e r  s p i r i t  becomes p e t t y ,  greedy and t w i s t e d , "  s h e  

s a i d  l o o k i n g  s t r a i g h t  a t  me. " M a t e r i a l  b l i g h t  b rough t  o n  by l i f e ' s  

c i r c u m s t a n c e s  i s  no th ing  compared t o  p o o r n e s s  of t h e  s p i r i t .  Whereas 

t h e  poor  o r  hungry body can  be  h e a l e d  w i t h  p r o p e r  nour i shmen t ,  t h e r e  

is  no  c u r e  f o r  a  meager s p i r i t .  I t  h a s  o n l y  u n f u l f i l l m e n t  and m i s e r y  

a w a i t i n g  i t  ." 
I wanted t o  know i f  i t  was p o s s i b l e  t o  avo id  p o o r n e s s  of t h e  

s p i r i t  i f  one was born i n t o  a  s i t u a t i o n  of  m a t e r i a l  b l i g h t .  

I f  you have enough ene rgy ,  you can be  untouched by a n y t h i n g , "  

N e l i d a  a s s u r e d  m e ,  "even i f  you a r e  su r rounded  by poor  and p e t t y  

, , 
peop le . "  

.. . 

N e l i d a  s a i d  t h a t  t o  a s o r c e r e r  who s e e s ,  a l l  t h i n g s  a r e  e q u a l  

because  t h e y  a r e  ene rgy .  T h e r e f o r e  a  s o r c e r e r  l i v i n g  i n  a shack  

c o n s i d e r s  h imse l f  weal thy  w h i l e  an o r d i n a r y  person  l i v i n g  i n  t h e  c i t y  

may r e g a r d  h i m s e l f  poor  even  though. he h a s  a  house f u l l  of f u r n i t u r e  

and a  c l o s e t  f u l l  of c l o t h e s .  

Who d o  you t h i n k  is p o o r e r ? "  Ne l ida  a s k e d ,  " t h e  sorcerer i n  t h e  

moun ta ins  o r  t h e  pe r son  i n  t h e  c i t y ? "  

I t o l d  h e r  t h a t '  even though h e  h a s  more,  t h e  p e r s o n  i n  t h e  c i t y  

w a s  p o o r e r ,  t h i n k i n g  t h a t  t h a t  was what s h e  wanted t o  h e a r .  

N e l i d a  shook h e r  head.  " A s  l ong  a s  a pe r son  h a s  n o t  d e t a c h e d  h i s  

e n e r g y  body from t h e  i d e a  of  p o v e r t y  o r  r i c h e s ;  a s  l ong  as h e  h a s  n o t  

r e c a p i t u l a t e d  h i s  l i f e ,  h e  is poor  of s p i r i t , "  s h e  s a i d .  

Something s h e  s a i d  a b o u t  be ing  de tached  from r i c h e s ,  c a l l e d  f o r t h  

a c h i l d h o o d  i n c i d e n t .  Sometimes, f o r  no a p p a r e n t  r e a s o n ,  my f a t h e r  

258 



:., . ... ~ . . .  . . ., 

would be ing  home a  box of  f r e n c h  p a s t r i e s .  My b r o t h e r s  and I  would 

s t a n d  around t h e  t a b l e  and a r g u e  o v e r  who would g e t  which p i e c e ,  f o r  

t h e r e  was on ly  one p e r  p e r s o n .  I wanted t o  e a t  a l l  of them o r  a t  l e a s t  

more t h a n  one bu t  I had t o  w a i t  u n t i l  it was my t u r n  t o  c h o s e ,  f o r  

i n v a r i a b l e  age  t o o k  p r e c e d e n t .  I would b e  l a s t  and a l l  t h e  good 

creamy p a s t r i e s  had a l r e a d y  been s e l e c t e d  by my b r o t h e r s ,  f a t h e r  and 

mothe r .  I would be l e f t  wi th  t h e  f r u i t  t a r t ,  o r  a n  egg c u s t a r d  when I 

would k i l l  f o r  t h e  cream p u f f  o r  c h o c o l a t e  e c l a i r  my b r o t h e r s  were 

e a t i n g .  
? 

Why d i d  you f r e t  s o , "  N e l i d a  asked  when I t o l d  h e r  t h e  s t o r y .  

" D i d n ' t  you know t h a t  p a s t r i e s  a r e  a l l  t h e  same. I t  d i d n ' t  m a t t e r  

whi.ch one you p i cked  o r  what was l e f t  i n  t h e  box." 

I a rgued  t h a t  t h e y  were n o t  a l l  t h e  same a t  a l l .  Some had 

c h o c o l a t e  i c i n g ,  o t h e r s  had v a n i l l a  cream, and t h e  napoleon  t h a t  my 

f a t h e r  a lways c h o s e ,  had a f l a k y  c r u s t .  But Ne l ida  i n s i s t e d  t h a t  I 

was b e i n g  a r b i t r a r y  i n  s a y i n g  t h a t  one w a s  i n t r i n s i c a l l y  more 

d e s i r e a b l e  t h a n  t h e  o t h e r .  

"They a r e  a l l  made. w i t h  f l o u r ,  s u g a r ,  eggs  and m i l k , "  s h e  s a i d .  

'On ly  t h e i r  appea rance  v a r i e s .  Why wr ing  your i n s i d e s  f o r  a s l i g h t  

v a r i a t i o n  i n  o u t e r  appea rance?"  

I had never  t h o u g h t  of i t  t h a t  way. Looked a t  from a d e t a c h e d  

p e r s p e c t i v e ,  t h e y  a l l  had been p r e t t y  much t h e  same. What made one  o r  

a n o t h e r  b e t t e r ,  w a s  my b r o t h e r s  i n s i s t i n g  t h a t  t h e i r  p a s t r y  w a s  b e t t e r  

t h a n  mine.  To c o v e t  one  and t u r n  my nose  up on a n o t h e r  was b e i n g  

a r b i t r a r y  and p e t t y .  

"You should  have l e t  your  b r o t h e r s  r a v e  a l l  t h e y  wanted ,  and 



still enjoy the one you had," she said. "You could have practiced 

being indifferent to their mesmeric commands." 

"All I knew was I hated them for taking the best pieces," I said 

B u t  now I see that you are right; flour, milk and sugar are the same 

no matter What shape you put them in." 

"Only when a person has found that common ground in which all 

things are equal, is he truly free," Nelida said. "For then he has 

liberated himself form the circumstances of life that place limits on 

his possibilities." 
? 

Nelida stood up and walked to the edge of the clearing. She 

looked down at the bottom of the ravine. I had the sense that the 

stream was imprisoned by the massive canyon walls. 

"Our energy body is like that stream," she said pointing down. 

T h e  sides of the canyon are the circumstances of our lives that 

imprison us. liven when we look up, all we see are our prison walls. 

Our only hope for freedom is to flow steadily onward with an unbending 

intent. 

W e  have to have courage and optimism, especially when we begin 

recapitulating our lives," Nelida continued. "We must know that the 

walls around us are illusory; they cannot mold us forever; they cannot 

detain us on our journey. Like the stream, our energy must flow onward 
< 

and not avoid any nook or cranny, but not linger either lest we never 

reach our final destination." 

"What is that?" I asked. 

"The sea," Nelida said. "The vast eternal sea." 

Nelida left me alone on the hilltop to regroup my energy. She 

had said she was going to do some sorcery not-doings in one of the 
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nearby  c a v e s .  I wanted d e s p e r a t e l y  t o  go w i t h  h e r  b u t  s h e  i n s i s t e d  I 

s i t  q u i e t l y  and l e t  t h e  power of t h e  p l a c e  e n e r g i z e  me. To w h i l e  away 

t h e  t i m e ,  I  gazed  a t  a s t a g n a n t  p o o l ,  l e f t  o v e r  from a r e c e n t  r a i n .  

In  it I c o u l d  see r e f l e c t e d  t h e  nearby  b o u l d e r s  and a s c r a g g l y  t o y a n  

t r e e .  For  a  w h i l e ,  I watched t h e  r o c k s  shimmering i n  t h e  g reen -b lack  

l i q u i d .  A b l a d e  of s u n l i g h t  p i e r c i n g  t h e  branches  made t h e  w a t e r  

r i p p l e .  I gazed a t  t h e  p o o l  f o r  a l o n g  t i m e ;  t h e  movement i n  it 

seemed t o  be mesmerizing me and b e a r i n g  a  s i l e n t  message. 

I looked  up a t  t h e  t r e e s  and r o c k s  from where t h e  sun  was 
Â 

s h i n i n g .  They were t h e  same trees and r o c k s  I had s e e n  r e f l e c t e d  i n  

t h e  p o o l  of w a t e r ,  and y e t  t h e y  were n o t .  There was a n o t h e r  wor ld ,  

and t h e  r e f l e c t i o n s  of t h i n g s  w a s  i t s  e n t r a n c e .  W h a t  w e  c a l l  t h e  r ea l  

world was made up of s u b s t a n c e s ,  t h i n g s  l i k e  t rees  and r o c k s  and w a t e r  

t h a t  w e  c o u l d  name, y e t  t h e y  were as i l l u s o r y  a s  t h e  images i n  t h e  

p o o l  of  w a t e r .  

I s t o o d  up and began t o  p r a c t i c e  some s o r c e r y  p a s s e s .  I made 

v e r t i c a l  f i g u r e  e i g h t s  i n  t h e  a i r  w i t h  my palm. I  ex t ended  my arms 

and squeezed  my s h o u l d e r  b l a d e s  t o  s t r e n g t h e n  my c l o a k  of c o n f i d e n c e .  

I p i c k e d  up t h e  energy  s p a r k  from t h e  e a r t h  wi th  my f i n g e r t i p s  and 

b rough t  them t o  my f o r e h e a d .  When I had f i n i s h e d  moving, I  began t o  

s e a r c h  t h e  unde rb rush  f o r  a p l a n t  N e l i d a  had asked  me t o  g a t h e r .  When 

I had a bundle  f u l l  I found N e l i d a  s i t t i n g  on a r o c k  s i f  s h e  had 

w a i t i n g  t o r  m e  t o  p a s s  t h a t  way. 

"Did you f i n d  t h e  h e r b  I a sked  you t o  l o o k  f o r ? "  s h e  a sked .  

I t o l d  h e r  I had some i n  my knapsack .  I t  was e x t r e m e l y  f o u l  

s m e l l i n g  and would no doubt  s t i n k  up t h e  bag f o r  weeks t o  come. 

"What a r e  you going  t o  d o  w i t h  t h e  p l a n t s ? "  I a sked .  
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I ' m  going to make a paste to rub on the infected bits on your 

legs," she said. "An added advantage is that it will keep the body 

hair from growing back, so you wont have to shave your legs." 

I wonder how she knew I had scabs and cuts from continually 

shaving them with dull razor blades I was too lazy or cheap to 

replace. 

As Nelida took the herbs, I told her about the realization I had 

had with the sun's reflections in the puddle of water. She shrugged 

unimpressed. Â 

"When the mind and body are at ease, a tiny crack is created and 

an insight can slip through," she said. "That's why I keep urging 

you to be silent and let the voice of the spirit tell you what's what. 

Otherwise you will never grasp anything." 

She handed me a strip of dried meat, similar to the meat that don 

Juan had given me. I wondered it it came from the same hatch of power 

meat. I ate with gusto. Walking had made me hungry. Nelida leaned 

back against a tree trunk and said she wanted to tell me more about 

the voice of seeing which was another way of talking about the voice 

of the spirit. She agreed that the insight I had had at the pool of 

water was a start but there was much more to it. 

What do you think causes someone lift her head and look at the 

sun?" Nelida asked gazing at me intently. "When all her life she only 

looked at her reflection in a stagnant pool of water? What makes a 

person suddenly turn in the direction of the other?" 

I ventured a guess. "Perhaps, the person got bored looking. at 

his own reflection," 1 said, using the masculine gender to counter her 

use of the feminine. 
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"But t h e  pe r son  d o e s n ' t  know t h a t  what s h e  sees are on ly  r e f l e c -  

t i o n s ? "  N e l i d a  a rgued .  "She t h i n k s  t h a t  t h i s  i s  a l l  t h e r e  i s  t o  t h e  

world . " 
"Might h e  have t u r n e d  h i s  eyes  by chance o r  by l u c k ? "  1 asKed. 

C o u l d  b e , "  s h e  a g r e e d .  "But t h e r e  i s  y e t  a n o t h e r  p o s s i b i l i t y . "  

She w a i t e d  f o r  me t o  make a n o t h e r  s u g g e s t i o n .  

"Maybe, t h e  sun  was s o  b r i g h t ,  it p u l l e d  t h e  p e r s o n ' s  e y e s  toward 

i t , "  I o f f e r e d .  

N e l i d a  nodded; h e r  e y e s  began t o  s p a r k l e d .  "You ' re  r i g h t , "  s h e  

s a i d .  "The sun  p u l l e d  h e r  e y e s  wi th  i t s  b r i l l i a n c e . "  

N e l i d a  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t h e  s u n ,  i n  t h i s  c a s e ,  was what s o r c e r e r s  

c a l l  i n t e n t .  When one h a s  p o l i s h e d  o n e ' s  l i n k  t o  i n t e n t ,  t h e  power of  

. i n t e n t  is s t r o n g  enough t o  p u l l  o n e ' s  eyes  away f rom s e l f  r e f l e c t i o n .  

Before  t h i s  can o c c u r ,  t h e  body and mind must be p u r i f i e d  th rough  t h e  

r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  and t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s .  

'By p r a c t i c i n g  t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s  and by c l e a n i n g  t h e  l i n e s  of 

t h e  p a s t  u s i n g  t h e  sweeping b r e a t h ,  by becoming one  w i t h  your a c t i v -  

a t e s ,  whether  it is s t u d y i n g ,  sewing ,  d rawing ,  or  a n y t h i n g  else you 

might  d o ,  you t r a n s f o r m  y o u r s e l f .  P r o v i d e d ,  of c o u r s e ,  t h a t  you do 

t h e s e  t h i n g s  w i t h  t h e  s o r c e r e r s '  purpose."  

'What i s  t h e  sorcerer 's  purpose?" 

"To e v o l v e , "  Ne l ida  s a i d .  "To wake up i n t e n t  so t h a t  one c a n  see 

t h e  world th rough  l u c i d  e y e s .  The e y e s  of t h e  o r d i n a r y  p e r s o n  are 

c louded  w i t h  t h o u g h t s ;  h i s  f e e l i n g s  a r e  t w i s t e d  w i t h  conce rns .  You 

must f i r s t  c l e a r  a  p a t h  t o  i n t e n t ,  b e f o r e  i t  can  b e g i n  t o  p u l l  you. 

. ' t  Then you can  g r a d u a l l y  t a p  t h e  energy  body, and when it i s  a s  b r i g h t  
. . 

a s  t h e  s u n ,  you l e t  go of t h e  s e l f  and a l l o w  i n t e n t  t o  move you." 
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"How d o e s  it move you?" I a sked .  

'With e n e r g y ,  my d e a r .  With ene rgy .  Once you abandon t h e  r e a s o n -  

i n g  mind t h a t  makes e v e r y t h i n g  f a c t u a l ,  i n t e n t  p u l l s  you t o  t h e  s i d e  

of  s h e e r  energy ."  

N e l i d a  s a i d  t h a t  it t a k e s  a g r e a t  d e a l  o f  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  t o  l e t  

go of  o n e ' s  judgments ,  o p i n i o n s ,  and o u r  i n c e s s a n t  need f o r  c o n t r o l .  

But once  one  makes t h e  c r o s s i n g ,  it i s  a s  i f  one had a l w a y s  under -  

s t o o d ,  o n l y  b e f o r e ,  one h a d n ' t  t h e  power t o  see t h a t  n o t h i n g  e v e r  

e x i s t e d  i n  any o t h e r  way. 
Ã 

" C o n c e n t r a t e  on i n t e n d i n g  a  b r i d g e  t o  t h e  e n e r g y  body , "  N e l i d a  

a d v i s e d .  "Do t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s ,  t h e n  u s e  t h e i r  e n e r g y  and i n t e n t  t o  

c r o s s  o v e r  t o  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  i n  f u l l  awareness .  Only t h e n  can  you 

1 e s c a p e  t h e  f a t e  t h a t  a w a i t s  you as a human being. ' '  

"What f a t e  a w a i t s  me?" I a sked  w i t h  a s h i v e r .  I f e a r e d  t h a t  s h e  

had s e e n  someth ing  i n  t h e  c h a r r e d  embers of  t h e  f i r e  and knew some- 

t h i n g  I d i d n ' t .  

"The f a t e  of your p a r e n t s ,  n a t u r a l l y . "  

I t h o u g h t  abou t  my p a r e n t s .  My mother  had d i e d  of  c a n c e r  a f t e r  a 

l o n g  bout  of i l l n e s s .  My f a t h e r  d i e d  o f  c i r r h o s i s  of  t h e  l i v e r  a f t e r  

months of e x c r u c i a t i n g  p a i n .  I f r o z e  a t  t h e  t h o u g h t  of what f a t e  had 

i n  s t o r e  f o r  me, i f  I f a i l e d  t o  make t h e  c r o s s i n g .  

P r o l o n g e d  i l l n e s s  and d e a t h  are a l l  you have  t o  l o o k  forward  

t o , "  N e l i d a  s a i d  r e a d i n g  my t h o u g h t s .  "And i t  d o e s n ' t  mat ter  if one 

d i e s  r i c h  o r  p o o r ,  young o r  o l d ,  p e a c e f u l l y  o r  s l o w l y  from some 

h i d e o u s  d i s e a s e .  What matters is  t h a t  p e o p l e  d i e  unawares ,  consequent -  

l y  t h e y  a l l  go t o  t h e  same p l a c e . "  



I asked Nelida if there was some sort of hades where everyone who 

was not aware went when they died. Nelida laughed and said that unless 

we merge with our energy bodies, the hell is right here on this earth. 

"But don't you need a teacher to help you to change and get to 

your energy body?" I asked. "I know when I go back to Los Angeles, you 

won't be there, and I'll be at a loss as to what to do." 

W e  don't need teachers," Nelida assured me. "Anyone can make the 

crossing. All we have to do is to let go of our holdings. Intend it; 

fulfill the sorcerers' bidding. But who wants to recapitulate their 
Â 

lives and let go of herself?" 

Nelida was talking about me again. I wanted to defend myself and 

argue that I had recapitulated my tail off, but I knew it would be 

, . 
, ; pointless. There were enormous reservoirs left that I hadn't even 

touched. 

"There is really not much more to say on the subject," Nelida 

said. "In fact, I am talking to you only to convince your reason that 

its empty assertions and clinging will not lead to freedom. To hold 

onto the self is a waste of energy. You are better off using this 

energy to forge the double so that intent cantpull it to freedom." 

Nelida reiterated, that all one needs to do is to acquiesce and 

to abandon the willful need to control that characterizes our daily 

life . 
"Whenever you practice the sorcery passes focus on the abdomen 

and let the energy flow unimpeded. Also never feel important or that 

you have accomplished something." 

"Why is that?" I asked. 



'On ly  when one i s  n o t  d o i n g  and no t -be ing ,  can  i n t e n t  t a k e  h o l d , "  

Nel ida  s a i d .  

"How can  one do someth ing  and n o t  do i t  a t  t h e  same t i m e ?  That  

has  a lways  been d i f f i c u l t  f o r  m e  t o  g r a s p . "  

"You l e t  go and a l l o w  t h e  e n e r g y  t o  a c t  t h r o u g h  you, r e g a r d l e s s  

of what you do.  S ink  down and become q u i e t .  Cons ider  t h i s  a s  y o u r  new 

s o r c e r y  t a s k - - t o  become q u i e t  and deep . "  

N e l i d a  t o o k  a  thermos from a knapsack  and poured  a  cup of  water 

f o r  m e  t o  d r i n k .  D e f t l y  s h e  screwed t h e  t o p  back and r e t u r n e d  t h e  

thermos t o  her bag. 

"Developing  t h e  ene rgy  body i s  a n o t h e r  s o r c e r y  t a s k  t h a t  you must 

f u l f i l l , "  she s a i d  t a k i n g  a s i p  of  water. "Some p e o p l e  a r e  more a d e p t  

a t  t h i s  t h a n  o t h e r s .  But everyone  beg ins  a t  t h e  same p l a c e ;  w i t h  a  

s t r o n g  a t t a c h m e n t  t o  t h e  s e l f . "  

How d o e s  one b reak  t h i s  a t t a c h m e n t ? "  

"Une s imply  d e c i d e s  one  h a s  had enough of i n d u l g i n g  and pampering 

t h e  c h i l d  i n  u s ,  and one s t a r t s  t o  l i v e  a  d i s c i p l i n e d  l i f e .  Every-  

t h i n g  w e  have  shown you a r e  means t o  make i t  e a s i e r  f o r  you t o  g i v e  up 

your  o b s e s s i v e  self  conce rn . "  

I nodded. Something i n  me was a g r e e i n g  w i t h  what N e l i d a  was 

s a y i n g  b u t  some o t h e r  p a r t  o f  m e  s t i l l  d i d n ' t  want t o  l e t  go o k: b e i n g  - 

i n  c o n t r o l .  The t h o u g h t  t h a t  some o u t s i d e  f o r c e  would r u l e  m& was 

\efi a n t i t h e t i c a l  t o  my i d e a  of  independence .  I f e l t  t h a t  u n l e s s  I a s s e r  

m y s e l f ,  I would always be t h e  l a s t  one t o  choose  t h e  p a s t r y  and would 

have t o  take what wa l e f t .  

" D o n ' t  be a f r a i d  t o  e x e r t  y o u r s e l f .  Freedom must b e  e a r n e d , "  



N e l i d a  s a i d .  " S e i z e  your q u a r t e r  c e n t i m e t e r  of chance  and g i v e  it your 

b e s t  e f f o r t ,  bu t  n o t  t o  enhance  your  ego."  

Sens ing  my r e l u c t a n c e  t o  change ,  N e l i d a  c o n t i n u e d .  " A  p a r t  of 

you wants  t o  g i v e  up, w h i l e  t h e  o t h e r  p a r t  c l i n g s .  Consequent ly  t h e r e  

i s  c o n f l i c t .  But once t h e  d e c i s i o n  is made, t h e r e  i s  no more s t r u g g l e ,  

o n l y  p u r p o s e ,  d e l i g h t  and acqu iesc ing . ' '  

N e l i d a  s t o o d  up, s a y i n g  s h e  wanted t o  p r a c t i c e  some s o r c e r y  

p a s s e s  t o  h e l p  u n i f y  t h e  body and mind and r e l e a s e  t h e  energy  t h a t  was 

t r a p p e d  i n  v a r i o u s  body c e n t e r s .  She s a i d  t h a t  t h rough  o u r  h a b i t  of 
Â 

h o l d i n g  e v e r y t h i n g  i n ,  ene rgy  s t a g n a t e s .  A s o r c e r e r  l e t s  go of 

e v e r y t h i n g  and does  n o t  c a r r y  a n y t h i n g  i n s i d e  him t h a t  would b lock  t h e  

f l o w  of ene rgy .  

"The f i r s t  area t h a t  needs  t o  be r e l e a s e d  is  t h e  s e x u a l  c e n t e r , "  

Ne l ida  s a i d .  

Why, because  it i s  t h e  l o w e s t ? "  

"No, because  of t h e  emphasis  p l a c e d  upon it by o u r  p u r i t a n i c a l  

c u l t u r e , "  s h e  c o r r e c t e d  me. "Th i s  r i g i d i t y  e x p r e s s e d  i t s e l f  i n  

emot iona l  needs  f o r  l o v e  and  o u r  e x c e s s i v e  a t t e n t i o n  p l a c e d  on 

c o u r t s h i p  and mat ing .  C o u r t s h i p  and ma t ing  are s o  dominant  t h a t  t h e y  

l e a v e s  no energy  f o r  a n y t h i n g  e l s e .  H e l e a s i n g  and p u r i f y i n g  t h e  

ene rgy  t r a p p e d  i n  t h e  s e x u a l  c e n t e r s  v i t a l i z e s  t h e  e n t i r e  body i n c l u d -  

i n g  t h e  c e n t e r s  l o c a t e d  o u t s i d e  t h e  luminous  cocoon i t s e l f . "  

When I asked  h e r  what s h e  was t a l k i n g  a b o u t ,  s h e  r e p e a t e d  t n a t  

t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s  i n c r e a s e  o n e ' s  e n e r g y ,  o r  can  be done a s  a means of 

invoking  i n t e n t .  They were d o o r s  t o  n o t  b e i n g ,  as w e l l  as  a  means of 

d i s r u p t i n g  t h e  h a b i t s  t h e  body h a s  b u i l t  up th rough  a l i f e t i m e  of 

do ing .  
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"Sorce ry  p a s s e s  wake up t h e  energy  body," N e l l d a  s a i d .  "They a r e  

d e s i g n e d  t o  release t r a p p e d  e n e r g y .  But t h e y  must neve r  b e  t h o u g h t  of 

as mere e x e r c i s e s ,  o r  even as  m a r t i a l  a r t s ,  yoga o r  t a i  c h i . "  

Why i s  t h a t ? "  

T h e i r  i n t e n t  i s  d i f f e r e n t .  I t  was s e t  by s o r c e r e r s  of a n c i e n t  

t imes .  " 

"Did t h e y  make them up?" 

'No ,  t h e y  were n o t  s imply  n o t  made up. These p a s s e s  come down 

i n  ou r  l i n a g e  th rough  dreaming o r  from t h e  s p i r i t  i t s e l f .  When you 

have  enough energy  you t o o  m a y  be a b l e  t o  p u l l  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s  d i r e c t l y  

f rom t h e  s p i r i t .  The v o i c e  of  t h e  s e e i n g  w i l l  t e l l  you a l l  you need  t o  

know a b o u t  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s . "  
. . ~  
>:'j 
r :  N e l i d a  c l a r i f i e d  t h a t  whatever  came t o  t h e  s o r c e r e r s  a t  any 

. ~ 

moment was des igned  f o r  a g i v e n  pu rpose .  

S o r c e r e r s ,  e s p e c i a l l y  s t a l k e r s ,  a r e  e x t r e m e l y  f l e x i b l e .  They 

f o l l o w  t h e  d e s i g n  of t h e  s p i r i t .  A l l  w e  do i s  empty o u r s e l v e s  and 

a l l o w  i n t e n t  t o  move u s .  That  i s  why no two s o r c e r y  p a s s e s  a r e  a l i k e .  

And one  n e v e r  knows which p a s s  one  shou ld  d o  u n t i l t h e  moment of  d o i n g  

it. T h i s  is t h e  s e n s e  i n  which w e  p r a c t i c e  them today .  We do them t o  

l e a d  u s  t o  awareness  and freedom. Used p r o p e r l y ,  t h e i r  i n t e n t  may 

h e l p  one e s c a p e  i n  a f l u r r y  o f  l i g h t . "  



Not-Being 

Un t h e  way back t o  don J u a n ' s  house ,  w e  t o o k  a d i f f e r e n t  t r a i l .  

I t  was s t e e p  and r u t t e d  from t h e  r a i n  and f l a s h  f l o o d s  had e r o d e d  t h e  

c l a y  e a r t h .  A f t e r  an hour  of h i k i n g ,  N e l i d a  tapped  my head w i t h  a  

f l i c k  of h e r  f i n g e r .  

"You a r e  t a l k i n g  t o  y o u r s e l f  a g a i n , "  s h e  s a i d  i n  a warning t o n e .  

I t  was t r u e .  I was inward ly  compla in ing  t o  myself  t h a t  my musc le s  

) ached and how I wished I  had more p h y s i c a l  p rowess  t o  keep  up w i t h  

someone t w i c e  my age .  I laughed  o u t o f  s h e e r  n e r v o u s n e s s .  

I t ' s  n o t  musc les  you need f o r  w a l k i n g , "  N e l i d a  c o r r e c t e d  m e .  

" I t ' s  i n t e r n a l  s t r e n g t h .  Walking w i t h  i n t e r n a l  s t r e n g t h  t a k e s  ve ry  

l i t t l e  e x e r t i o n .  In  f a c t .  none a t  a l l . ' '  

She s topped  walking and r a n  h e r  hand up my s p i n e  i n f o r m i n g m e  

t h a t  two c u r r e n t s  flowed a l o n g  b o t h  s i d e s  of t h e  backbone. 

"When I t o o k  you on t h i s  wa lk ,  it w a s  t o  s tore  your  ene rgy  and 

b a l a n c e  your  p o s i t i v e  and n e g a t i v e  f o r c e s ,  n o t  t o  e x h a u s t  them,"  s h e  

s a i d .  "These c h a n n e l s  a r e  i n t e r c o n n e c t e d  w i t h  o t h e r s ,  l i n k i n g  t h e  

i n t e r n a l  o r g a n s  w i t h  t h e  m u s c l e s ,  t endons  and s k i n .  

She e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  when s o r c e r e r s  s e e  t h e  e n e r g y  body, t h e y  see 

t h a t  i t  is made up o f  a s u b t l e  f o r c e  t h a t  f l o w s  tho rough  b i l a t e r a l  and 

. symmet r i ca l  c h a n n e l s ,  j o i n i n g  t h e  f r o n t  and back of t h e  body t o  form a 

c o n t i n u o u s  c i r c u i t .  To a s e e r  it l o o k s  l i k e  a luminous  egg o r  cocoon 

270 



that surrounds the physical body. In between the shoulder blades, an 

arm's length away is a point of intense luminosity which she called 

the place of awareness. 

She stressed that the energy passages have to be kept open in 
, 

order for the subtle force to circulate freely. Whenever a person 

overexerts oneself physically, mentally, or emotionally, one creates a 

blockage, in which fibers of light become knotted. The energy is 

constricted in one area, thereby, producing an excess in another, like 

damning up a stream. This produces an energy imbalance causing illness 
Â 

in the body. 

Nelida found a flat area and told me to clear it of rocks and 

debris. 

"Lie down on your back and merge with the earth by tensing and 

relaxing all your muscles," she said. 

I did as she directed, spreading out my poncho as a blanket. 

She asked me specifically to note the difference in feeling 

between tightening and relaxing various muscle groups. 

Tighten and relaxing involve two opposite energies," she 

explained, as she placed my knapsack under my head. for a pillow. "If a 

person is too relaxed or weak, he needs to tighten; if he is too tense 

or agitated, he needs to relax. When the forces of tension and 

relaxation are in balance, the person experiences health and well- 

being. " 

Nelida elaborated saying that the body naturally regulates itself 

and finds its optimal state of balance which is. not only important for 

maintaining one's health, but also for becoming aware of the universal 

forces that surround us. 
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When I a g a i n  f e l t  r e s t e d  and my b r e a t h i n g  was back t o  no rma l ,  s h e  

t o l d  me t o  s i t  up. Again s h e  t r a c e d  a  l i n e  up my s p i n e  t o  t h e  crown 

o f  t h e  h e a d ,  paus ing  t o  p o i n t  o u t  v a r i o u s  c e n t e r s  w i t h  a s o f t  p r e s s u r e  

of h e r  f i n g e r s .  

"The f i r s t  g a t e  is  a t  t h e  t a i l b o n e ;  t h e  second i s  between t h e  

k i d n e y s ;  t h e  t h i r d  i s  h i g h e r ,  o p p o s i t e  t h e  s o l a r  p l e x u s ;  a n o t h e r  i s  

between t h e  s h o u l d e r  b l a d e s ;  a n o t h e r  is a t  t h e  nape of t h e  n e c k ,  and  

t h e r e  i s  t h e  one  h e r e ,  a t  t h e  t o p  of  t h e  s k u l l . "  

She g e n t l y  p r e s s e d  t h e  l a s t  p l a c e  w i t h  h e r  thumb p l a c i n g  h e r  

f i n g e r s  l i k e  open f a n s  on t h e  back of t h e  head .  

T h e s e  a r e a s  a r e  s t o r a g e  c e n t e r s  f o r  e n e r g y , "  s h e  e x p l a i n e d ,  

l i g h t l y  t o u c h i n g  t h e  s i x  a r e a s  a g a i n  s o  I c o u l d  n o t e  them. "They a l s o  
, 

1 r e f i n e  t h e  energy  a s  i t  f l o w s  up t h e  back." 

A s  s h e  p r e s s e d ,  I s e n s e d  a  mi ld  c u r r e n t  o r  v i b r a t i o n .  A f t e r  a 

w h i l e ,  I f e l t  my b r e a t h  s low down and become e v e n .  My r i b c a g e ,  t h a t  

had  been t i g h t  from w a l k i n g ,  now expanded and c o n t r a c t e d  w i t h  e a s e ,  

a l l o w i n g  m e  t o  i n t a k e  more a i r .  A s  s h e  massaged my lower back n e a r  t h e  

k i d n e y s ,  I e x p e r i e n c e d  a s h a r p  p a i n .  She s a i d  t h a t  massaging  t h e  body 

r e l e a s e s  e x c e s s  e n e r g y  t h a t  t e n d s  t o  accumula t e  i n  t h e  m u s c l e s ,  

e s p e c i a l l y  around t h e  j o i n t s .  One way t o  massage was w i t h  t h e  palms or 

t h e  f i n g e r s ,  moving them a l o n g  t h e  pathways t h a t  e n c i r c l e d  t h e  body. 

S o r c e r e r s  c o u l d  a l s o  p o i n t  w i t h  t h e  i n d e x  f i n g e r  t o  open  up  any e n e r g y  

b lockage .  

N e l i d a  s t r e s s e d  t h a t  i n  t h e  sorcerer's world e x t r e m e  b e h a v i o r  had  

t o  be avoided  because  it' one  went t o  f a r  i n  one  d i r e c t i o n ,  one  t a x e d  

t h e  complementary f o r c e s  t h a t  a r e  needed t o  b a l a n c e  o n e s e l i .  She added 



t h a t  a  p e r s o n  shou ld  s t r i v e  f o r  e a s e  and ba lance  i n  o r d e r  t o  a c h i e v e  

t h e  o p t i m a l  l e v e l  of e f f i c i e n c y  i n  any t a s k .  

"The c e n t e r  of l i f e  and wel l -be ing  i s  i n  t h e  e n e r g y  body,"  s h e  

s a i d ,  a g a i n  runn ing  a  S i n g e r  up my s p i n e .  "Between t h e  t w o  c h a n n e l s  on 

e i t h e r  s i d e  of  t h e  backbone,  is  a  t h i r d  passageway. "When t h e  p o i n t  of 

awareness  p a s s e s  down t h e  back and e n t e r s  t h e  womb. one becomes calm 

and c e n t e r e d .  The energy  body is s o  s u b t l e  t h a t  one h a r d l y  n o t i c e s  

t h e  assemblage  p o i n t  s t i r r i n g .  Y e t  when i t  moves away from i t s  

moor ings ,  t h e  pace  behind t h e  s h o u l d e r  b l a d e s ,  i t  i s  a s  i f  we e n t e r  a 
s 

d i f f e r e n t  wor ld .  A l l  human s t r u g g l e  seem i n s i g n i f i c a n t . "  

Fo r  a  wh i l e  we s a t  i n  s i l e n c e .  Then s h e  p o i n t e d  t o  my b o o t s  and 

remarked t h a t  t h e r e  is n o t h i n g  worse t h a n  wearing s h o e s  t h a t  d o n ' t  f i t  

w e l l .  

"Only when your  ene rgy  and your  a c t i v i t i e s  a r e  i n  p e r f e c t  

concordance ,  do you n e t h e r  n o t i c e  y o u r s e l f  no r  what you d o , "  s h e  s a i d .  

I asked  h e r  t o  e x p l a i n e d  h e r  s t a t e m e n t .  

B e c a u s e  p e o p l e  want t o  be n o t i c e d , "  s h e  began,  " t h e y  c o n t i n u a l l y  

c a l l  a t t e n t i o n  t o  themselves  and t o  t h e i r  acts.  To be c o n c e n t r a t e  on 

d o i n g  someth ing  w h i l e  be ing  i n d i f f e r e n t  to  t h e  outcome, means g i v i n g  

your  f u l l  a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  t a s k .  The most e f f e c t i v e  s t a t e ,  f o r  a 

s t a l k e r , "  N e l i d a  c o n t i n u e d ,  " i s  t o  be  comple t e ly  a b s o r b e d  i n  t h e  

moment, s o  one does  n o t  waste e n e r g y  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  t h e  p a s t  or  

f u t u r e .  " 

I asked  h e r  i f  i t  w a s n ' t  u n r e a s o n a b l e  t o  worry a b o u t  whether  o r  

n o t  o n e  was ove rdo ing  a n y t h i n g .  N e l i d a  r e p l i e d  t h a t  one  s h o u l d  n e v e r  

worry a b o u t  a n y t h i n g ,  because  t o  worry means t h a t  o n e  i s  a l r e a d y  

imbalanced .  
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"Pu t  a n o t h e r  way,"  s h e  o f f e r e d ,  " i f  you a r e  t h i n k i n g  w h i l e  

a c t i n g ,  it  w i l l  be t h o s e  t h o u g h t s ,  n o t  t h e  a c t i o n ,  t h a t  w i l l  s t a y  i n  

your  memory. Un t h e  o t h e r  hand ,  i f  you a r e  s i l e n t  w h i l e  a c t i n g ,  when 

you t r y  t o  r e c a l l  t h e  a c t i o n s ,  t h e r e  w i l l  be l i t t l e  t o  remember. That  

is why s o r c e r e r s  say  t h a t  t h e  s e l l  is  a n  i d e a .  When you u n d e r s t a n d  

t h i s  and s t o p  your  r u n n i n g  i n t e r n a l  monologue, a n o t h e r  awareness  w i l l  

rise t o  t h e  foreground."  

A s  I t hough t  of what N e l i d a  had s a i d ,  i t  seemed t o  c o i n c i d e  wi th  

what I had f e l t  w h i l e  per forming  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n .  I had ,exper i -  

enced a  k i n d  of w i t h d r a w a l ,  a  s e p a r a t i o n  from myself and t h e  wor ld  a s  

I knew it. Une p a r t  of me--which c o n s i s t e d  of  a l l  t h a t  I r e c a l l e d  

hav ing  e x p e r i e n c e d  i n  t h e  world--seemed t o  have become d e t a c h e d  and 

was f l o a t i n g  unencumbered. Behind t h i s  l a y  a  s u b s t r a t a  of awareness  

t h a t  was s i l e n t ,  v a s t  and empty. I t  s e r v e d  a s  t h e  background t o  

s u p p o r t  a c t i v i t i e s .  But because  a l l  my a t t e n t i o n  had a lways  been 

focused  on my t h i n k i n g  s e l f ,  t h a t  s i l e n t  i n f r a s t r u c t u r e  had gone 

u n n o t i c e d .  With t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  t h e  d i s t i n c t i o n  was c l e a r ;  t h e r e  

e x i s t e d  a s e p a r a t i o n  between myself  as  a  conglomera t ion  of i d e a s ,  

f e e l i n g s ,  a c t i v i t i e s ,  and t h i s  o t h e r  i n d e f i n a b l e ,  s i l e n t  awareness .  

W h i l e  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g , "  I t o l d  N e l i d a ,  "it seemed t h a t  awareness  

w a s  no  l o n g e r  a t t a c h e d  t o  my f a m i l i a r  se l f .  I t  seemed t o  be h o v e r i n g  

o u t s i d e ,  o b s e r v i n g  t h e  r e s p o n s e s  t h a t  I had h a b i t u a l l y  r e g a r d e d  as my 

f a m i l i a r  s e l f .  While t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f  is f u l l  o f  s t r u g g l e ,  t e n s i o n  

and stress f r o m  l i v i n g ;  t h e  o t h e r  awareness  is de tached  and i n d i f -  

f e r e n t ,  a d a r k  s i l e n c e ,  p e r f e c t l y  c o n t a i n e d ,  w i t h o u t  t h o u g h t  o r  

d e s i r e .  " 



"What you a r e  d e s c r i b i n g  i s  t h e  r e l a t i o n s h i p  between awareness  of 

t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f  and awareness  of t h e  energy  body,"  N e l i d a  c l a r i f i e d .  

"The r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  b r e a t h  and t h e  s o r c e r y  p a s s e s  a l lowed  you t o  

a c t i v a t e  t h e  e n e r g y  body. From t h a t  p e r s p e c t i v e  you can  s e e  t h a t  t h e  

everyday  s e l f  is  o n l y  an appea rance  s u s t a i n e d  by t h e  power of  speech  

and though t .  " 

Nel ida  p a t i e n t l y  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  a f t e r  a p e r s o n  h a s  swept  h i s  

p e r s o n a l  p a s t  c l e a n  w i t h  t h e  b r e a t h ,  t h e  s e l f  t h a t  is remembered, is 

no l o n g e r  c a p a b l e  of a f f e c t i n g  t h e  p r e s e n t .  Ã 

"Does a  p e r s o n  s t i l l  u s e  t h e  se l f  t o  i n t e r a c t ? "  I a s k e d .  

"One d o e s ,  b u t  a t  t h e  same t i m e  one knows b e t t e r  t h a n  t o  b e l i e v e  

t h a t  what h e  s e e  i s  a l l  t h e r e  is t o  t h e  w o r l d , "  N e l i d a  r e p l i e d .  

I d o n ' t  u n d e r s t a n d , "  I s a i d  "Could you be more s p e c i f i c ? "  

"A pe r son  u s e s  t h e  s e l f  and t h e  p h y s i c a l  body i n  e v e r y  day s i t u a -  

t i o n s ,  b u t  he knows it is a  f a c a d e ,  o n l y  f o r  show," N e l i d a  e x p l a i n e d .  

"L ike  a  f a c a d e ,  i t  h a s  a n  e l a b o r a t e  f r o n t ,  w i th  n o t h i n g  beh ind .  Une no 

l o n g e r  b e l i e v e s  t h e  s e l f  is i m p o r t a n t  o r  a l l  there is t o  b e i n g .  One 

s e e s  e v e r y t h i n g  a s  c o n t r o l l e d  f o l l y  f l o a t i n g  i n  a  sea of  mys te ry . "  

N e l i d a  s t r e s s e d  t h a t  de tachment  happens n a t u r a l l y  once  awareness  

is no  l o n g e r  i d e n t i f i e d  w i t h  t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f .  

"When t h e  t h i n k i n g  self r ema ins  a t  t h e  s e r v i c e  of  p u r e  a w a r e n e s s ,  

one becomes i n c r e a s i n g l y  q u i e t .  Y e t  o n e ' s  a c t i o n s  are easy  and 

e f f i c i e n t .  T h i s  is  because t h e  ene rgy  t h a t  was once  r e s e r v e d  f o r  

enhancing  t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f ,  is  d i r e c t l y  employed f o r  c r e a t i v i t y ,  

h e a l t h  and wel l -being. ' '  

Ne l ida  r e i t e r a t e d  t h a t  t o  confuse  p u r e  awareness  of  t h e  energy  

body w i t n  t h e  p e r s o n a l ,  t h i n k i n g  s e l f ,  is  d e a d l y .  
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'Not only does it force the energy body to follow the actions of 

an undisciplined master, or an unruly child, but it also tricks the 

person into believing that what one sees is all there is to existence. 

The personal self is linked to the senses and seeks immediate gratifi- 

cation in things that are finite. The energy body must never be linked 

to the senses or be confused with anything. Only then can it retain 

its rightful place as conduit of the life force." 

W h y  is that?" 

"Because when awareness becomes identified with the things it is 

aware of, including the self or the mind, it becomes clouded by the 

interpretations of daily life. You must allow the seer in you to guide 

you," she stressed. "And not let the personal sell pull awareness up 

1, 
) and down like a yo-yo in an attempt to satisfy its every whim." 

I had to agree that it is hellish to be constantly at the mercy 

of one's feelings and those of others. But I knew that when it came to 

actual practice, it was a different matter. 

"What is involved is a turning of the tables," Nelida continued. 

"And that can on1,y be done by returning one's attention to the silence 

that is beyond speech and thought." 

"What exactly is pure awareness?" I asked. 

"The awareness of not-being," she said. "It is a direct link to a 

force sorcerers call intent--a force that is not the self, yet one 

that gives rise to all things, including the sell. When you understand 

this contradiction, you will see that there is nothing to defend and 

nothing to reflect upon, not even the self." 

. . 
After a long silence Nelida went on to say that the mind experi- 

ences perfect harmony when the right and left channels in the body 
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merge and one's awareness crosses over to the energy body. This state 

is reflected by a specific movement in the assemblage point. 

'When one is centered, it's easy to see energy directly," Nelida 

explained, "because the physical body no longer makes itself felt. If 

you try to remember how your body feels when it is in a state of 

heightened awareness, or when you experience the lines of the uni- 

verse, I guarantee you will have difficulty recalling these sensati- 

ons. 'I 

1 had to agree. Whatever feelings I experienced during the 

recapitulation in the cave or in the trees were so different from the 

feelings I was accustomed to having, that later I could not recall 

them. 

1 "That's because in the trees, you were operating directly trom 

your energy body, just as you are doing now while you are with me. In 

the trees your energy body woke up. To suspend someone from the trees, 

is a sorcery maneuver to break the pull gravity has on the physical 

body and consolidate the energy body." 

Nelida explained that all experiences leave a trace in the body. 

To stand erect, for example, involves a certain distribution of 

pressure and weigh on the legs and also a tensing and relaxing ot 

certain muscles groups. Sitting involves a different pattern of bodily 

awareness, depending on how gravity exerts its pull on the physical 

body. 

'Being suspended from the trees or climbing them, breaks the pull 

of gravity and allows the energy body to take over," she said. I n  

. , 
! addition, the fact that there were no far oft horizons allowed you to 

concentrate on the immediacyof the moment. And since you have no 
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history of feelings for acting in the moment without reflection, you 

became silent for you had no words to describe what you were doing. 

That's why it is so difficult for you to remember what happened after 

you woke up in the trees." 

"What exactly did happen?" 

"You were training your energy body to stalk," Nelida said. "The 

novel sensations and responses not formerly encountered in your 

storehouse of experience, allowed you to forge your energy body. You 

have already experience casting your luminous net and entering the 

black cavern above you head. These, too, are instances of stalking 

with your energy body." 

Nelida leaned back against a rock, stretched her legs and told me 

) to sit silently while she refreshed my memory about not-doing. 
. . 

"Not doing is to act without acting; it is to have no words or 

labels to describe your actions." 

"How can one act without knowing what one is doing?" I asked. 

"By acting from deep silence, without becoming involved with your 

actions," she replied. "for when you are not tied to expectations or 

to the outcome of your actions, you will not notice your actions. 

Like shoes that fit just right." 

Nelida added that when o n e k  empty and silent inside, yet full 

of vigor and activity, one is acting without acting. On the other 

hand, if we are filled with concern and worry and expectations, and 

have little energy directed toward our task, we are acting and in a 

very inefficient manner. We must dissolve the person in us, so that 

, . we can be free from being and doing. When one has no desires or 



a m b i t i o n s ,  y e t  one  is v i t a l l y  engaged i n  t h e  a c t i o n  a t  hand ,  one knows 

u n e r r i n g l y  when t o  c o n t i n u e  and when t o  s t o p .  

T h e r e  i s  a door  t o  n o t - b e i n g , "  Ne l ida  s a i d .  " I t  opens  s o  one 

can s l i p  i n s i d e .  Once i n s i d e ,  power renews and r e v i t a l i z e s  t h e  ene rgy  

body, o r  it can  d e s t r o y  us .  I t  i s  t h a t  i n d i f f e r e n t .  But t o  f i n d  t h e  

open ing  one h a s  t o  be s e l f l e s s ,  and t o  g o  th rough  it w i t h  a w a r e n e s s ,  

one h a s  t o  r i d  o n e s e l t  of  a t t a c h m e n t s  t o  o u r  f a m i l i a r  wor ld ."  

"What does  one  do i n s i d e  t h e  door?"  

"You a l l o w  the f i r e  from w i t h i n  t o  d i s s o l v e  you and y o u ~ e x p e r i -  

ence  not -be ing  . " 
"Is t h a t  what happens when p e o p l e  d i e ? "  

For a  moment s h e  w a s  s i l e n t .  "Eve ry th ing  o r i g i n a t e s  f rom t h e r e  

and r e t u r n s  t o  i t , "  Nel ida  s a i d .  "Some c a l l  i t  t h e  womb o r  c r e a t o r  of 

t h e  u n i v e r s e .  O t h e r s  c a l l  it t h e  d e s t r o y e r  of  t h e  u n i v e r s e .  For  t h a t  

is  what happens.  The world a s  we know it comes t o  an end ."  

Ne l ida  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  i n  o r d e r  t o  p ro long  o n e ' s  l i f e  f o r  more 

t h a n  t h e  u s u a l  span  of s i x t y  o r  Seven ty  y e a r s ,  one h a s  t o  d i s s o l v e  

o n e ' s  p h y s i c a l  body a g a i n  and a g a i n  w i t h o u t  l o s i n g  o n e ' s  awareness .  A 

p e r s o n  can l e t  go l i t t l e  by l i t t l e  t h r o u g h  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  o r  a t  

d e a t h  a p e r s o n  i s  f o r c e d  t o  r e l i n q u i s h  e v e r y t h i n g  a l l  a t  once .  I was 

c u r i o u s  t o  know more abou t  t h e  m y s t e r i o u s  c r a c k  s h e  was a l l u d i n g  t o .  

' F o r  S o r c e r e r s  i t  i s  t h e  r e a l m  beyond d e a t h ! '  N e l i d a  s a i d .  " I t  is 

f a m i l i a r  t o  u s  and t o  you b e c a u s e ,  a l t h o u g h  you a r e  n o t  c o n s c i o u s l y  

aware of  i t .  YOU have  been t h e r e  many t i m e s  be fo re . "  

I n e r v o u s l y  p l ayed  wi th  my Kleenex ,  o n l y  t o  r e a l i z e  I had 
i 

, sh redded  it t o  b i t s .  I  p u t  t h e  p i e c e s  i n  my p o c k e t  n o t  t o  l e a v e  t r a c e s  

of  l i t t e r  on t h e  ground. 
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'You can look at it this way," Nelida continued. "The body you 

have now is asleep. It hasn't yet learned the intricacies of stalking 

with the double and of not-doing and not being. But your awareness is 

old and we have taken you beyond the barrier of the self many times. 

That is why sensations there are not unknown to you." 

I asked her why she said that my awareness is old. She explained 

that some people have an awareness that extends back into the realm of 

not-being. 

H o w  far back?" I wanted to now. 
Ã 

"Only you can answer that question," Nelida replied. "Or rather, . 

only your awareness that is old can say how far into not-being it has 

journeyed ." 
I s  it like reincarnation" I asked. 

There is no reincarnation," she replied. "There is no past or 

future either. Awareness is just awareness. There are infinite lines 

criss-crossing the universe. Each one of them is a conglomeration of 

awareness. All I am saying is that your awareness has travelled on 

other lines, besides the one that amalgamates this world.'' 

Suddenly, I felt apprehensive. I experienced a moment of contus- 

ion, in which part of me knew something, yet couldn't say what it was. 

"Practice dissolving your physical body," Nelida recommended. 

"Only then will you be able to answer your questions. Going beyond 

your individual self, puts you directing in touch with the ancient 

awareness. You already know from your recapitulation that the self is 

only a cover; a shield that we use in the world. To stalk with the 
, , 
, energy body, you have to experience not-being many times and accumu- 

late awareness in order to make it recognizable." 
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"How can  I s t a l k  w i t h  t h e  energy  body w i t h o u t  t h e  nagua l  o r  you 

or  h 'mi l i to  t o  g u i d e  me?" 

I a l r e a d y  t o l d  you t h a t  t h e  b e s t  way t o  n o t  b e ,  is t o  s t o p  

t a l k i n g  t o  y o u r s e l f .  Tha t  you can do a l l  by y o u r s e l f .  I a l s o  t o l d  you 

t h a t  we make t h e  world w i t h  o u r  words and t h o u g h t s ,  which t o g e t h e r  

w i th  a c t i o n s  and f e e l i n g s  c o n s t i t u t e s  o u r  be ing .  Not-being is  n o t  t o  

have t h o u g h t s ,  e i t h e r  a b o u t  o u r s e l v e s  o r  a b o u t  t h e  wor ld ."  

'How can  one n o t  have  t h o u g h t s ? "  

"Not t o  t h i n k  i s  n o t  t h e  same a s  be ing  i m b e c i l i c , "  Ne lq ia  s a i d .  

"Ha the r ,  it l e a d s  one  t o  p u r e  awareness  and t o  s i l e n c e  which a r e  t h e  

r e q u i s i t e s  of n o t  b e i n g .  

"To be i n w a r d l y  s i l e n t , "  Ne l ida  c o n t i n u e d ,  " i s  t o  make no  

) judgments or d i s t i n c t i o n s  between good and e v i l ,  myself  and o t h e r s ,  

t h e n  and now. And more i m p o r t a n t l y ,  it means n o t  hav ing  c o n c e p t s  of 

any Kind. T r y  f e e l i n g  and a c t i n g  w i t h  your  energy  body,  t h e n  you c a n  

a v o i d  t h e  p i t f a l l s  of a lways  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  t h i n g s . "  

I s  i t  wrong t o  t h i n k  a b o u t  t h i n g s ? "  

"No, i t s  n o t  wrong, b u t  i t s  d i s t r a c t i n g  t o  a lways  t a l k  t o  

y o u r s e l f .  Doing t h i s  and t h a t  w i l l  n e v e r  l e a d  you t o  t h e  ene rgy  body. 

Reasoning o n l y  produces  l i m i t e d  knowledge and shoddy awareness .  There  

i s  a  much more i n c l u s i v e  way t o  u n d e r s t a n d ,  and t h a t  i s  t o  i n t u i t  

d i r e c t l y  w i t h o u t  t h e  i n t e r v e n t i o n  of t hough t . ' '  

I f e l t  f o r l o r n ,  d e j e c t e d .  I knew when I r e t u r n e d  t o  Los Angeles  

and t o  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y ,  t h i n k i n g  and r e a s o n i n g  would be a l l  t h a t  

awa i t ed  m e .  

"We have t a l k e d  of  t h i s  b e f o r e , "  N e l i d a  reminded m e .  " I t  comes 

down t o  t h i s .  Hegard t h e  s e l f  a s  u n i m p o r t a n t ;  s o  u n i m p o r t a n t ,  i n  
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fact, that you forget about it altogether. Then per force you will 

begin to forge your energy body." 

W h a t  about when I am in school and have to study for an examina- 

tion. How can I use my energy body, then? And what about when I am 

talking to professors and fellow students?" 

She tapped the top of my head and said that if one is selfless, 

gradually, the boundaries between the perceiver and the object that is 

being perceived disappear. She described selflessness not as a moral 

condition, but as an impersonal state in which one no longerregards 

the self as a separate entity; a state in which there is no concept of 

the perceiving self, nor of the thing perceived. 

'What does this state feel like to the person?" 

Nelida thought for a moment then replied. "It is as if one has 

misplaced something, or has lost sight of it and can't remember what 

it is. But because it is not important, one is no longer interested in 

finding it. 'I 

Nelida made clear that the reason the self is usually regarded so 

highly is because we use it as our single and constant reference point 

with respect to the world. It is the center from which we think, feel, 

and shape our existence, and we have been forging it since we were 

infants. 

'Abandon the self, and you do away with the fluctuations of 

thought," she continued. "By the same token, still your thoughts, and 

the self is erased. Then you can stalk with the double, then you see 

your professors and your fellow students as controlled folly. Then 

everything is equal and you can grasp any concept directly witn your 

energy body. Then you are truly capable of having a romance with 
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knowledge. w i t h o u t  t h e  i n t e r v e n t i o n  of thought  and t h e  s e l f ,  you w i l l  

be o p e r a t i n g  from t h e  p o i n t  of n o t  be ing  where t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f  i s  no 

l o n g e r  your  pr imary  p o i n t  of  view. Then t h e  s e e r  i n  you w i l l  t e l l  you 

what is  what ."  

"Why i s  not -be ing  s o  i m p o r t a n t ? "  

"Thinking  makes you a s k  s t u p i d  q u e s t i o n s , "  s h e  s a i d .  "Marvels 

i s s u e  f o r t h  f rom t h e  r e a l m s  of n o t  b e i n g ;  h e a l t h ,  c l e a r  v i s i o n ,  d i r e c t  

u n d e r s t a n d i n g ,  m y s t e r i o u s  powers.  But a  person  n e e d s t o t a l  c o n c e n t r a -  

t i o n  and a w i l l i n g n e s s  t o  abandon t h e  p e r s o n a l  s e l f  i n  o r d e r t o  open 

t h e  door  and s l i p  t h r o u g h  i n  f u l l  awareness ."  

N e l i d a  s c r u t i n i z e d  m e  i n  t h e  amber l i g h t .  

"Are you w i l l i n g  t o  l e t  go of your  wonderful  s e l f ? "  s h e  asked  

' p o i n t  b l ank .  

For  a moment I h e s i t a t e d ,  t h i n k i n g  she  meant t h a t  I was r e a l l y  

wonder fu l .  Then I nodded even though I knew s h e  meant t h e  o p p o s i t e .  

I c e r t a i n l y  hope s o , "  s h e  s a i d .  "For your r e s o l v e  w i l l  be t e s t e d  

s o o n e r  t h a n  you t h i n k . "  



STALKING WITH THE DOUBLli 

Emi l i to  took me t o  t h e  most beau t i fu l  span ish  c o l o n i a l  house I 

had ever  seen o t h e r  than C la ra ' s .  Outs ide ,  it had a p l a i n  tacade  w i t h  

bars  on the  windows and seve ra l  second s t o r y  balconies  overlooking t h e  

s t r e e t s  below. The balcony I had admired from t h e  p l aza  was ladened 

wi th  pot ted geraniums and t h i c k  green t e r n s .  Whoever l i v e s  here  loves  

p l a n t s ,  was t h e  f e e l i n g  t h a t  came t o  me as  we en te red  through t h e  

1 massive twelve paneled door. 
.. 

I n s i d e ,  t h e  courtyard was cool and dark.  I t  reminded me of a  

c l o i s t e r  from another  era.  Columns and arches  l i n e d  s tone  walkaways. 

Kaised beds rramed a  smal l  orchard with f r u i t  t r e e s .  P o r t i o n s  of t h e  

high wa l l s  were covered with  honey suckles  and hanging w i s t e r i a  

growing up t r e l l i s e s .  Cool s t o n e  benches were f lanked wi th  f lowers  

growing i n  ceramic po t s  wi th  a  marbleized b lu i sh  green g l a z e ,  and out  - 
o t  a  s tone  p l a n t e r  grew a  huge agave cactus .  

To one s i d e  was a  dark hallway which l ead  t o  a  s m a l l  garden 

pa t io .  A high backed carved wooden bench was s e t  a g a i n s t  t h e  w a i l ,  and 

a b e a u t i f u l  jacaranda t r e e  shaded t h e  r ec t angu la r  enclosure .  To the  

s i d e  was a  s t o n e  g r o t t o ,  wi th  a  s l ende r  w a t e r f a l l  f lowing i n t o  a  t i n y  

pool. The house and grounds seemed t o  me t h e  most peace fu l  p l a c e  on 

1 t h e  ea r th .  From time t o  time I could hear  t h e  f l u r r y  of b i r d s ,  but 

even they were hushed and subdued a s  i f  o u t  of r e s p e c t  f o r  t h e  



s a n c t i t y  of t h e  house. To t h i n k  t h a t  t h i s  o a s i s  of t r a n q u i l i t y  ex i s t ed  

i n  t h e  h e a r t  o t  a  busy cosmopolitan c i t y  seem i n  i t s e l f  an a c t  o t  

power. 

" S i t  on t h i s  bench and wai t  t o r  t h e  lady of t h e  house t o  show 

h e r s e l t , "  Emi l i to  suggested. "Now t h a t  I ' v e  de l ivered  you,  I ' l l  be on 

my way. ,, 

"Wait, w a i t ,  Emil i to .  I d o n ' t  know t h e  lady of t he  house. Won't 

you s t a y  and in t roduce  me t o  her."  

'Ot course you know h e r , "  Emil i to  s a i d  su rp r i s ed .  "You met her  

i n  Sonora. Her name i s  Zuleica ."  

A t  t h e  mention of her  name, I remembered t h e  lady a t  t he  f i e s t a  

who had given me t h e  cocoa t o  d r ink  f o r  t h e  f l e a  b i t e s .  She had wanted 

me t o  s t a y  wi th  her  but I had decl ined.  I had no idea  she l i ved  i n  

such b e a u t i f u l  surroundings.  

"But what should I do when I meet her?"  I asked. 

Emi l i to  gave me a  s t e r n  look. "When you meet h e r ,  be impecc- 

a b l e , "  he advised.  "Tha t ' s  a l l  anyone can do." 

Before I could ask him what would impeccabi l i ty  mean i n  t h i s  

s i t u a t i o n ,  he l e f t  through a s i d e  door l ead ing  o t t  t h e  c o r r i d o r .  I 

s a t  on t h e  bench, f e e l i n g  f o r l o r n ,  watching t h e  f i s h  p lay ing  i n  t h e  

pond. But t h e  harmony of t h a t  house and t h e  r i p p l e s  i n  t h e  wate r  soon 

made me f e e l  drowsy, but i n  a  p leasan t  way. I exhaled a  few t imes ,  and 

wi th  my brea th  a l l  my concerns seemed t o  f low out  u n t i l  t h e r e  was 

nothing l e f t  but a  profound sense  of we l l  being. I closed my eyes and 

l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  water  running over t h e  smal l  rocks ,  and imagined 

1 see ing  t h e  t i n y  g o l d f i s h  t h a t  by now had h i d  under some water  p l an t s .  



" I f  only t h i s  waking dream would l a s t  f o r e v e r , "  I heard a woman's 

voice say.  

I turned and looked i n t o  t h e  dark c o r r i d o r  but  saw no one. But 

those  words summed up i n  me t h e  moment, f o r  t h a t  i s  exac t ly  how I 

f e l t .  

"That ' s  r i g h t ,  dea r ,  r e s t ,  and l e t  t h e  sound of t h e  wate r  t a k e  

you where it w i l l . "  

The voice  came from my l e f t ,  ve ry  near .  S t a r t l e d ,  I opened my 

eyes t o  s e e  a  t a i l  lady wearing a  black flowing c a f t a n  wi th  an Ind ian  

motif around a  s tand  up c o l l a r .  Her auburn h a i r  was p i l e d  high i n  a  

p leas ing  al though somewhat o ld  fashioned h a i r  do. The s k i n  of her  f a c e  

was t aun t  and her  eyebrows arched express ive ly  w i t h  t h e  a i d  of eyebrow 

j penc i l .  Her mouth was t h i n  and d e l i c a t e  and h e r  eyes were f i x e d  on me 

i n  such a  p i e r c i n g  manner t h a t  I knew it was Zuleica .  

She could hypnotize me wi th  her  gaze i f  s h e  wanted t o o ,  I 

thought,  but somehow I d i d n ' t  mind. I t r u s t e d  h e r ;  f o r  a t  a  deep l e v e l  

we were a l i k e .  Then t h e  r e a l i z a t i o n  surfaced as t o  how we were a l i k e  

and t h a t  made me uneasy. We were both q u i t e  a  b i t  c razy and had t o  u s e  

a l l  our energy t o  make a  coherent  p r e s e n t a t i o n  of ou r se lves  i n  t h e  

f a c e  of u t t e r  chaos. 

"You're not  a f r a i d  o t  me a r e  you?" Zuleica  asked s o l i c i t o u s l y .  

*, Because I a s su re  you, I ' m  he re  t o  he lp  you." 

" I ' m  n o t  a f r a i d , "  I s a i d  and meant i t .  Zu le i ca  w a s  so  t a r  beyond 

t h e  p e t t i n e s s  of t h e  world t h a t  she  exuded s t r e n g t h  and v i t a l i t y  i n  

h e r  voice  and movements. Except f o r  her  burning e y e s ,  she  was t h e  

5 p i c t u r e  of calmness and s e r e n i t y .  



"You're going t o  s t a y  wi th  me t o r  a  whi le ,  and I ' m  going t o  t each  

you how t o  s ta lk  w i t h  your dream body," she  s a id .  

"But I s t i l l  h a v e n ' t  f i n i s h e d  r e c a p i t u l a t i n g , "  I s a i d .  "Shouldn ' t  

I cont inue wi th  t h a t ? "  

"Recapi tu la t ing  is  important ,  but so  i s  dreaming. I have t o  s e t  

you up i n  t h e  proper manner now because t h e r e  is s o  l i t t l e  time. Then 

you can p r a c t i c e  on your. While you a r e  here ,  however, you have t o  

fol low my i n s t r u c t i o n s .  Agreed?" 

I had no choice but t o  nod my head in  agreement f o r  s h e  was 

nodding he r s .  

"Dreaming and gazing go hand i n  hand," Zuleica  began. "You 

a l ready  caught on t o  t h a t  when you gazed a t  t he  r i p p l e s  i n  t h e  pond. 

, , Now l e t  t h e  sound of t h e  water  t a k e  you. T h a t ' s  how you s t a r t .  You 

f i n d  something i n  t h e  world t h a t  shimmers o r  has a  glow t o  it and you 

gaze a t  it. Then you f ind  a sound, l i k e  r a i n ,  water  from a  s t r eam,  

even the  no i se  o t  t h e  c i t y  w i l l  do. And you fol low t h e  sounds. Then 

you t r a n s f e r  it i n t o  your dreams by gazing i n  your dreams or  hea r ing  

t h a t  sound i n  your s leep."  

I knew w h a t s h e  meant. For once I had a  rock tumbler t h a t  made a  

t e r r i b l e  r a t t l i n g  no i se .  Since I had t o  keep it on 24 hours a  day f o r  

t h e  s tones  t o  be p o l i s h e s  as  they co l l i ded  a g a i n s t  each o the r  i n  t h e  

tumbler,  I could hear  t h a t  n o i s e  i n  my s leep.  I remember t h a t  n o i s e  

would t a k e  me p laces  I d i d n ' t  want t o  go. So I f i n a l l y  had t o  t u r n  of f  

t h e  machine a t  n igh t .  

"There a r e  exe rc i se s  you can do you t o  move your awareness t o  t h e  

' o t h e r  s i d e , "  Zuleica  s a id .  
. , 

"The o the r  s ide?"  



"To your dreaming body." 

She spoke i n  such a  s o f t  melodic voice  t h a t  it calmed me j u s t  t o  

l i s t e n  t o  her .  

"When you s l e e p ,  you must a l low your dream body t o  become aware, 

conscious of i t s e l f .  You do t h i s  f i r s t  by looking a t  your hands,  and 

then by g e t t i n g  up out  of your bed t o  move around. U r  you can f i n d  

anything e l s e  you wish, such a s  t h e  item you gaze a t  dur ing  t h e  day. 

O r  something i n  p a r t i c u l a r  you wish t o  f i nd .  I n  o the r  words, your 

dream body must respond t o  your commands. To s t a l k  wi th  t h e  double i s  

t o  c o n t r o l  your movements i n  a  s p e c i f i c  endeavor and n o t  e x p e n d a l l  

your energy i n  one crazy ou tbu r s t . "  

8 ,  How does one expend one ' s  energy?" I asked. 

I ', "Gradually,  harmoniously. Try t o  prolong your dreaming endeavor 

a s  long a s  p o s s i b l e  but always reserve  energy s o  you can wake up and 

you don ' t  g e t  l o s t  i n  p l aces  you won't be a b l e  t o  come back from. 

"Now, I w i l l  show you a  few s p e c i f i c  exe rc i se s  you can p r a c t i c e . "  

She placed a  cushion on t h e  f l o o r  i n  f r o n t  of a  low. wrought i r o n  

t a b l e  and t o l d  me t o  s i t  comfortably,  c ros s ing  my l e g s  i f  I wished. I n  

t h e  c e n t e r  of t h e  t a b l e  s h e  placed a  s h o r t  b lue  candle and lit it. 

Af t e r  f l i c k e r i n g  f o r  a  wh i l e ,  t h e  yellow flame formed a  p e r f e c t  

unwavering ova l .  Zuleica  g e n t l y  blew on t h e  flame causing it t o  l eap  

sideways f o r  an i n s t a n t .  When t h e  cu r r en t  of a i r  had passed,  t h e  flame 

s t r a i g h t e n e d  out  and became calm again.  I watched Zuleica  i n t e n t l y  f o r  

I knew t h e r e  was a  l esson  i n  what she was doing. 

"There a r e  two s i d e s  t o  every th ing ,"  she  s a i d  s i t t i n g  down i n  a  

', \ high backed cane cha i r .  "And t h a t  includes  t h e  mind. Un t h e  one hand, 

i t c a n  t h i n k ,  reason,  and r e f l e c t  upon i t s e l f  i n  o rde r  t o  c r e a t e  and 
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draw conclusions.  The o the r  q u a l i t y  o t  t h e  mind i s  t o  be s i l e n t ,  

i n a c t i v e  and without  thought.  We a l l  know how t o  reason and r e f l e c t  

upon ou r se lves ,  but  t o  achieve s i l e n c e  is  more d i t f i c u l t . "  

Without g e t t i n g  up,  she  blew on t h e  flame again.  I was su rp r i s ed  

t o  s e e  t h a t  t h e  t lame leaped a s  it had done before. 

"The mind is  l i k e  t h i s  flame. It  f l a r e s  up a t  t h e  s l i g h t e s t  

d i s tu rbance  and f l u t t e r s  t h e  moment a  breeze touches i t , "  she s a i d .  

"Thoughts and d e s i r e s  a r e  l i k e  g u s t s  of a i r ;  they a c t i v a t e  t h e  mind 

and make it f l u t t e r . ' '  

I n  a  c l e a r  t one  she  explained t h a t  t h e r e  a r e  two approaches t o  

achieving mental r e s t .  She stood and placed h e r  hand around t h e  flame 

t o  form a  p a r t i a l  s h i e l d ,  then blew a t  i t  again.  This t ime,  t h e  flame, 

, being pro tec ted  by her  hand, d id  n o t  f l i c k e r .  

'One approach t o  s i l e n c e  and r e s t  is t o  s h i e l d  t h e  mind from 

o u t s i d e  d i s tu rbances  t h a t  can u n s e t t l e  it. You do t h i s  by removing 

yourse l f  from t h e  d i s r u p t i v e  o r  i n j u r i o u s  f o r c e s t h a t  t h r ea t en  your 

well-being.  I n  o t h e r  words, you withdraw and h ide  yoursel f  i n  your 

depths.  " 

The second method, Zuleica  ' sa id  was more d i f f i c u l t  t o  accomplish 

t o r  it involved a  d e l i c a t e  maneuver of s h i e l d i n g  t h e  mind no t  from 

o u t s i d e  inf luenced but from i t s  own inf luence .  I n  t h i s  case ,  s i n c e  the  

d i s t u r b i n g  s t i m u l i  come from w i t h i n ,  t h e r e  is  no way t o  run o r  r e t r e a t  

i n t o  t h e  s e l f ,  f o r  t h e  mind, i t s e l f  is  a g i t a t e d  and running. Therefore,  

one has t o  s top  o n e ' s  a g i t a t i o n  by f i x i n g  t h e  mind t o  some poin t  such 

a s  an image, i d e a ,  o r  sound, and i n  t h i s  way render  it immobile. 

' qu i e tude  is t h e  product of d i s c i p l i n e  and t r a i n i n g , "  Zuleica 

s a i d .  "It involves  s topping t h e  i n t e r n a l  d ia logue by focusing on a  



s i n g l e  p o i n t ,  o r  by expanding awareness t o  merge w i t h  t h e  g rea t  

s i l e n c e  t h a t  e x i s t s  beyond t h e  l i m i t s  of thought." 

A s  I l i s t e n e d  t o  her  t a l k ,  I t e l t  a  qu i e tnes s  s e t t l e  about me as  

i f  it came not  trom h e r  words but from her  very being. 

'To be unperturbed means t h a t  nothing can p u l l  your a t t e n t i o n  

away trom i t s  c e n t e r , "  she  s a i d  sensing my mood. "One o t  t h e  b e s t  

methods t o  achieve t h i s  i s  by gazing a t  a  l i g h t  o r  luminous o b j e c t . "  

She asked me it I had understood t h e  two approached f o r  r e s t i n g  

t h e  mind, which she s a i d  were r e a l l y  methods of gazing.  When I 

h e s i t a t e d ,  she repea ted  them. I n  t h e  f i r s t  i n s t a n c e ,  t h e  body and mind 

a r e  removed from t h e  d i s t u r b i n g  s t i m u l i ,  by r e t r e a t i n g  o r  moving away 

from it. This can be accomplished because t h e  d i s r u p t i v e  f o r c e s  come 

, , from t h e  ou t s ide .  I n  t h e  second i n s t a n c e ,  t h e  body and mind a r e  s e t  

f i r m ,  because t h e  d i s tu rbances  a r i s e  from wi th in  one ' s  own being.  

"Its  best  t o  use  a  combination of both methods; r e t r e a t  and 

f i x a t i o n , "  she s a id .  "That is  why you a r e  h e r e  i n  t h i s  q u i t e  house 

where no one bothers  you. While you a r e  l ea rn ing  t h e s e  gazing tech-  

niques  you must r e t r e a t  from t h e  o u t s i d e  world. But you must a l s o  

r e t r e a t  form t h e  world you c a r r y  i n s i d e  you by f i x i n g  your mind though 

gazing p r a c t i c e s  ." 
"What does f i x i n g  t h e  mind a c t u a l l y  do?" I asked. 

"Only a  f i x e d  o r  cen te red  mind allows you t h e  freedom t o  come and 

go a s  you please."  

I t o l d  her  I d i d n ' t  understand how a  f i x e d  mind could a l low one 

t o  move about. I t  seemed t o  be a con t r ad i c t i on .  Zule ica  c a r e f u l l y  

I 
picked up t h e  candle and s lowly moved it trom s i d e  t o  s i d e  so t h a t  



t h e  tlame d id  no t  waver but d i f f e r e n t  a r eas  o t  t he  t a b l e  were i l lumi-  

nated.  

"Notice t h a t  t h e  tlame does not  f l i c k e r  and y e t  it moves about. A 

t i x e d  and s t eady  awareness allows you t o  s ee  i n t o  anyth ing ,  t o  move i n  

any d i r e c t i o n  without  becoming a g i t a t e d  by what you s e e  o r  do. 

Therefore  you a r e  a b l e  t o  come and go anywhere and s t i l l  be i n  

c o n t r o l .  " 

Zuleica  s e t  t h e  candle on t h e  t a b l e  so  t h a t  t h e  flame was j u s t  a t  

t he  l e v e l  of my eyes. 

" I f  y o u ' r e  mind is no t  f i x e d ,  and your thoughts jump around, 

whatever you see  w i l l  p u l l  you and a f f e c t  your awareness. Then you 

w i l l  have t o  s t r u g g l e  t o  e x t r i c a t e  yourse l f  before you a r e  f r e e  t o  

; . . , move on t o  something e l s e .  And i n  no t ime a t  a l l  you w i l l  have s o  many 

t i e s  t h a t  you won't be a b l e  t o  move a t  a l l . "  

'What w i l l  happen then?"  

"You w i l l  have t o  r e c a p i t u l a t e  you a c t s  t o  f r e e  your energy,"  she  

s a i d .  "Tha t ' s  why we recommend t h a t  one always r e c a p i t u l a t e s  t h e  

events of t h e  day so  t h a t  one is f r eed  o t  t h e i r  i n f l u e n c e ,  and one 

does n o t  bu i ld  up e n e r g e t i c  bonds." 

Zuleica  s t r e s s e d  t h a t  r e c a l l i n g  t h e  events  of my l i f e  combined 

wi th  t h e  sweeping brea th  I had learned,  could c l e a n  n o t  only p a s t  

t i e s ,  but a l s o  mainta in  awareness i n  a  f l u i d  condi t ion  every moment of 

t h e  day. Once f r e e d , . t h e  awareness can be focused and used a t  t h e  

s e r v i c e  of i n t e n t ,  o r  t h e  s p i r i t  t h a t  r u l e s  us and g i v e s  us l i f e .  

"We must use  our  awareness t o  l i b e r a t e  awareness,"  she  s a i d .  

" Jus t  a s  we use  a n e e d l e  t o  t ake  out  a  s p l i n t e r  i n  a f i n g e r .  Now, 

enough explanat ion.  L e t ' s  g e t  down t o  p rac t i ce . "  
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Zule ica  i n s t r u c t e d  me t o  gaze a t  t h e  candle t o r  a  moment then t o  

p l a c e  t h e  palms of my hands over my eyes ,  and v i s u a l i z e  t h e  tlame. For 

a  whi le  I looked a t  t he  flame then c losed  my eyes and covered them 

with  my palms. I could s e e  a  cha r t r euse  c i r c l e ,  then a  golden flame 

appeared which turned i n t o  a  b r igh t  red  orange glow. Soon t h e  tlame 

was replaced by a  smal l  black opening t h a t  formed i n  f r o n t  of my 

eyes. 

Zule ica  t o l d  me t o  r epea t  t h e  e x e r c i s e  of gazing a t  t h e  f lame, 

then cover ing my eyes w i th  my palms. This t ime,  t h e  reddish  l i g h t  

seemed t o  be moving t o  my r i g h t ,  and i t  was d i f f i c u l t  t o  keep it 

centered i n  my inner  t i e l d  of v i s ion .  She s a i d  I should t r y  t o  move 

t h e  image of t he  flame c l o s e r  and t u r t h e r  away from me, wh i l e  keeping 

my eyes covered wi th  my palms. Af t e r  a whi le  I was a b l e  t o  hold t h e  

image o t  t h e  flame and move it f u r t h e r  away o r  br ing it c l o s e r  t o  me 

us ing  t h e  f o r c e  of my mind. 

"This gazing p r a c t i c e  w i l l  he lp  you t o  develop your focusing 

a b i l i t y , "  Zule ica  s a i d  when I opened my eyes again .  " J u s t  a s  t h e  

so rce ry  passes  s t r eng then  your e n e r g e t i c  body, your mental  c o n t r o l  can 

be sharpened through gazing techniques."  

She added t h a t  v i s u a l i z i n g  a  l i g h t ,  n o t  only q u i e t s  t h e  thoughts ,  

but it a l s o  a c t i v a t e s  a  fundamental energy c e n t e r  i n  t h e  back o t  t h e  

head, i n v i g o r a t i n g  t h e  e n t i r e  body. She remarked t h a t  wi th  continued 

p r a c t i c e ,  I would no longer  need t o  gaze a t  a  candle ,  bu t  would be 

a b l e  t o  s e e  t h e  flame simply by c l o s i n g  my eyes. The l i g h t ,  once 

f i x e d ,  would help  

.: s i o n  of a l l  o the r  

me t o  concen t r a t e  on a  s i n g l e  p o i n t ,  t o  t h e  exclu- 

in f luences .  



"This i s  one way o t  r e s t i n g  t h e  mind," Zuleica  s a id .  "liven though 

you a r e  a c t i v e l y  concen t r a t i ng ,  your mind i s  a t  rest because it i s  no t  

d i spersed  i n  a  thousand d i r e c t i o n s . "  

The most i nv igo ra t ing  form of rest,  she explained,  i s  n o t  pass ive  

s l e e p  i n  which a  person is a t  t h e  mercy of d i s t u r b i n g  dreams, but a  

c o n t r o l l e d ,  a c t i v e  concen t r a t i on ,  i n  which one i s  a t t end ing  on ly  t h e  

i nv igo ra t ing  l i g h t  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  eyes. 

She recommended t h a t  I s tand  up and walk around f o r  a  wh i l e  t o  

loosen my limbs before going on t o  t he  second gazing exe rc i se .  When I 

had again  s a t  down on t h e  cushion,  I saw t h a t  Zuleica  had placed a  

l a r g e  black crow's f e a t h e r  on top  of t h e  t a b l e .  

"Mow, I ' l l  show you another way of r e s t i n g  t h e  mind," she  s a id .  

8 ,  . . 
'I b i t  q u i e t l y ,  breath  n a t u r a l l y  and without  any thoughts ,  gaze a t  t h e  

f e a t h e r .  " 

She s a i d  t h a t  I was t o  focus my a t t e n t i o n  on t h e  f e a t h e r  u n t i l  it 

and I merged. She s a i d  it  was poss ib l e  t o  merge wi th  any o b j e c t  one 

was gazing a t  so  t h a t  it was no longer a  s e p a r a t e  e n t i t y ,  bu t  some- 

t h i n g  a l i v e  and a  p a r t  of one ' s  own ene rge t i c  being. 

"How i s  t h a t  pos s ib l e?"  I asked. "Everyone knows t h e  world i s  

made up o t  s e p a r a t e  o b j e c t s ? "  

Zuleica  arched an eyebrow. "Is it r e a l l y ? "  she asked. "Objects 

a r e  only  s e p a r a t e  when we t h i n k  about them. When we gaze a t  them, they 

merge i n  a  s i n g l e  f i e l d  of energy which a l s o  inc ludes  our ene rge t i c  

bodies. " 

She looked a t  me t o  s e e  i f  I comprehended what she  sa id .  I must 

have given her  a  dumb look t o r  she  added, "I have j u s t  revea led  t o  a  



s o r c e r y  s e c r e t  and you i n s i s t  on t ak ing  it a s  an ord inary  s ta tement .  

Think about it what I s a i d . "  

I was s x l e n t  t o r  a  moment. "I t  s t i l l  looks l i k e  an ord inary  

t eache r  t o  me," I s a i d  stubbornly.  

Zuleica  shook h e r  head. "The here  and t h e r e  a r e  one. The t h e r e  

and h e r e  a r e  one. Nothing is  s e p a r a t e  from anything." 

As I gazed a t  t h e  t e a c h e r ,  I no t iced  t h a t  my breathing became 

s lower ,  more rhythmical .  I t  had lowered down i n t o  my abdomen. My 

thoughts  faded and I was immersed i n  a  profound s i l e n c e .  I t  seemed 

t h a t  Zuleica  was r i g h t .  A t  one po in t  t h e  f e a t h e r  was aware and 

observing me; i t  r a d i a t e d  energy a t  me a s  i f  it were conscious o5 my 

watching it. I had t h e  d i s t i n c t  c e r t a i n t y  t h a t  i f  in tended it I could 

make t h e  t e a t h e r  l i t t  o f t  t h e  t a b l e  and f l o a t  i n  t h e  a i r ,  t o r  we were 

e n e r g e t i c a l l y  l inked.  

Af t e r  a  wh i l e ,  Zuleica  t o l d  me t o  move my head i n  smal l  c i r c l e s  

t o  r e s t  my eyes;  they had begun t o  t e a r  from t h e  s t r a i n  of s t a r i n g  a t  

t h e  t eache r .  She explained t h a t  t h e  po in t  of t h e  gazing was n o t  t o  

s t a r e  f i x e d l y  a t  an o b j e c t ,  but t o  l e t  t h e  eyes gen t ly  c a r e s s  t h e  

o b j e c t ,  so  t h a t  responding t o  one 's  f e e l i n g ,  it opens up and emanates 

i t s  own f e e l i n g  and knowledge. 

' I t  i s  a  merging of both f e e l i n g s ,  from t h e  gazer and t h e  o b j e c t ,  

' t h a t  r e s u l t s  i n  a  common blending of awareness and a  sense  of mutual 

t r u s t  and a f f e c t i o n , "  Zuleica  s a i d .  

She f u r t h e r  e l abo ra t ed  t h a t  t h i s  t e e l i n g  of openness and empathy 

is t h e  r e s u l t  of s topping  one ' s  i n t e r n a l  d ia logue and of a l low one ' s  

i nne r  s e n s i b i l i t y  t o  s p i l l  f o r t h  and merge wi th  whatever one is  gazing 

a t .  
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"Pick any ob jec t  t h a t  is p l eas ing  t o  you," Zuleica s a id .  "Never 

gaze a t  anything t h a t  i s  unpleasan t  o r  f r i gh t en ing . "  

"Why i s  t h a t ? "  

"Because through s t e a d f a s t  gazing you open cen te r s  i n  your 

e n e r g e t i c  body and the  energy of t h e  ob jec t  w i l l  e n t e r  i n s i d e  you. By 

t h e  same token,  i f  y o u f a r e  n o t  i n  an agreeab le  mood, you should no t  

i n f l i c t  your nega t ive  f e e l i n g s  on t h e  o b j e c t s  around you by concen- 

t r a t i n g  on them, r ega rd l e s s  of whether they a r e  rocks ,  f e a t h e r s  o r  

peop Le. " 

I r e s t e d  my eyes by making c i r c l e s  w i t h  my nose f i r s t  i n  a  

clockwise then i n  a  counterclockwise d i r e c t i o n .  When I was re laxed 

aga in ,  Zule ica  gave me a  t h i r d  exe rc i se  f o r  f i x i n g  t h e  mind, one 

which involved v i s u a l i z i n g  a  shape o r  form. 

"What kind of a  form should I v i s u a l i z e ? "  I asked. 

"Any p l eas ing  shape w i l l  do ,"  she  r ep l i ed .  She picked up my 

drawing pad and inscr ibed  a  c i r c l e .  I n  i t s  c e n t e r ,  she drew a  smal le r  

c i r c l e  and shaded it black.  She s a i d  t h a t  a  c i r c l e  was always 

p l ea s ing  t o  v i s u a l i z e  because it represented t h e  completeness of t h e  

un ive r se  from which nothing could be added o r  taken away. To visua-  

l cze  a c i r c l e ,  she s a i d  t i l l e d  one wi th  a  s ense  of f u l l n e s s  and well-  

being t h a t  was needed f o r  a  joyous journey. 

Zule ica  t o l d  me t o  c l o s e  my eyes ,  and moving i n  a  clockwise 

d i r e c t i o n ,  s lowly and smoothly draw a c i r c l e  wi th  my mind. Then my 

inner  f e e l i n g  was t o  l eap  i n t o  t h e  cen te r  of  t h e  c i r c l e  and momentar- 

i l y  r e s t  t he re .  Then I was t o  f i x  my a t t e n t i o n  a t  t h e  t o p  and begin 

i n s c r i b i n g  t h e  c i r c l e  again  and r epea t  t h e  procedure of pushing - 

through t h e  c e n t e r  of i t .  i iu le ica  explained t h a t  t h e  c i r c u l a r  motion 
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of t h e  eyes a s  w e l l  a s  mental ly  l eap ing  i n t o  t h e  c i r c l e ' s  c e n t e r ,  

should be repeated u n t i l  I could do it with g r e a t  concent ra t ion .  

I tound t h i s  exe rc i se  more d i t f i c u l t  t o  do than  t h e  l a s t  one. It  

made me drowsy. I began t o  yawn and t i d g e t .  

"When gazing a t  an inner  our ou te r  shape,  one must no t  become 

a g i t a t e d  o r  l e t  one ' s  thoughts roam," Zuleica  warned. ' I f  they do, 

immediately bring your a t t e n t i o n  back t o  your t ask ."  

She explained t h a t  l eap ing  i n t o  t he  c i r c l e ' s  cen t e r  had a very  

powerful e f f e c t  on t h e  energy po in t s  loca ted  behind t h e  eyes. Pushing 

i n t o  t h e  cen te r  of t h e  c i r c l e ,  helped t o  open t h e  passageway o r  door 

t o  t h e  o t h e r  world. 

"What's on t h e  o the r  side?!' I wanted t o  know. 

j Zuleica  h e s i t a t e d .  "Perhaps  everything,  perhaps nothing.  Soon . ! , . . ~  

you w i l l  s e e  f o r  you r se l f . "  

She suggested I continued i n s c r i b i n g  c i r c l e s  i n  o rde r  t o  s t i l l  

and s t r eng then  t h e  mind. She assured me t h a t  by gen t ly  y e t  f i r m l y  

pushing t o  t h e  c e n t e r ,  I would develop a s t e a d f a s t n e s s  and imperturb- 

a b i l i t y  t h a t  were ind ispensab le  f o r  journeying wi th  t h e  energy body. 

Af t e r  I p rac t i ced  t h e  technique s e v e r a l  more t imes ,  Zule ica  stood 

up and t o l d  me t o  s e l e c t  one o t  t h e  t h r e e  techniques  she  had shown me, 

and p r a c t i c e  it whi le  she  a t tended  t o  some a f f a i r s .  I decided t o  gaze 

a t  t h e  l i g h t e d  candle;  somehow I found t h e  smooth yellow flame 

appealing.  When I c losed my eyes ,  I could s t i l l  s e e  t h e  f lame and 

p rac t i ced  moving it back and f o r t h  and t o  t h e  s i d e .  I t  seemed t h a t  

only moments had passed,  when Luleica  re turned  and t o l d  me t o  blow out  

t h e  candle. 



"Whenever t h e  mind i s  a g i t a t e d  or  u n s e t t l e d ,  be su re  t o  do one of 

t hese  e x e r c i s e s , "  she advised.  "The golden flame, once f ixed  i n  your 

mind w i l l  s h ine  through t h e  tog l i k e  a  beacon from the  o the r  s i d e .  

Once f i x e d ,  even i f  your eyes a r e  c losed ,  it w i l l  be t h e r e  i n  f r o n t  of 
, 

you t o  calm your hear t . "  

We s a t  i n  almost t o t a l  darkness t o r  t h e  sun had a l ready  s e t ,  and 

she  had n o t  y e t  l i t  t h e  outdoor l an te rns .  

'Why i s  i t  important t o  q u i e t  t h e  mind?" I asked. 

"If you l i n k  your a c t i o n s  t o  t h e  l e v e l  of profound s i l e n c e , "  

Zuleica s a i d ,  "you w i l l  have accomplished a  d e l i c a t e  f e a t ;  t h a t  of 

a c t i o n  thorough i n a c t i o n  o r  not-doing. Once one l e a r n s  t o  harness  t h e  

energy o t  no t  doing,  one can become t r u l y  powerful." 

She rUr ther  explained t h a t  i n  o rder  t o  accomplish anything,  we 
I 

needed an unbending i n t e n t  t h a t  g ives  one ' s  a c t s  d i r e c t i o n  and 

purpose,  a s  we l l  a s  a  r e f i n e d  and s u b t l e  awareness t h a t  g ive  one ' s  

a c t s  power. She s t r e s s e d  t h a t  only a  re f ined  and s u b t l e  awareness 

w i l l  a l low us t o  reach beyond. the  world of form and e n t e r  t h e  energy 

l a y e r s  of t h e  o t h e r  realms. 

She leaned c l o s e r  on her  cha i r  and s a i d  i n  a low tone ,  "Now I 

w i l l  r e v e a l  t h e  second o t  t h e  s o r c e r e r ' s  s e c r e t s .  When you p r a c t i c e  

gazing you a r e  r e a l l y  p r a c t i c i n g  dreaming whi le  you a r e  awake." 

Again she looked a t  me t o  s ee  i f  I understood her  meaning. 

' t o u  a r e  focusing t h e  energy of i n t e n t ,  which is  a b s t r a c t i o n  

i t s e l f  and a r e  move away from t h e  phys ica l  l e v e l  i n t o  t h e  realm of 

pure energy. 

She explained t h a t  i n t e n t  is t h e  f o r c e  t h a t  holds  t h ings  to- 

g e t h e r ,  g ives  them o rde r  and power. Gazing awakens t h e  under lying 
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awareness s o r c e r e r s  c a l l  i n t e n t - -  t h a t  f o r c e  t h a t  enables us  t o  

perceive--  and l i n k s  our body d i r e c t l y  t o  it. I t  i s  a l s o  t h i s  f i r m  

and unbending t o r c e  c a l l e d  i n t e n t ,  t h a t  d i s t i n g u i s h e s  a c t s  of power 

from t h e  sha l low,  a r b i t r a r y  a c t s  o t  everyday l i t e .  

"Through gazing,  your phys i ca l  body i s  gradua l ly  transtormed s o  

t h a t  it matches your mental  v i t a l i t y .  F i n a l l y ,  t h e  body becomes s o  

l i g h t  t h a t  i t s  i s  rendered i n t o  pure energy. When t h i s  happens, one is  

dreaming wi th  t h e  t o t a l i t y  o t  onese l f .  A l l  one has t o  do i s  t o  in tend  

something and t h e  body w i l l  pe rce ive  it. This  happens because one has 

l inked onese l f  t o  i n t e n t  and i s  dreaming oneself  us ing  t h e  power of 

c r e a t i o n  i t s e l f .  Gazing techniques were designed by s o r c e r e r s  o t  

a n t i q u i t y  t o  a r r i v e  a t  t h i s  s u b t l e  manipulat ion of percept ion."  

Zu le i ca  picked up t h e  f e a t h e r  and l e t  it f a l l  gen t ly  on to  t h e  

t a b l e .  

" P r a c t i c e  gazing and you w i l l  even tua l ly  p u r i f y  your body s o  t h a t  

it w i l l  become a s  l i g h t  a s  t h i s  f e a t h e r , "  she  s a i d .  "When your body 

becomes transformed i n t o  pure energy l i k e  your mind, t h e r e  w i l l  be no 

d i f f e r e n c e  between what you th ink  and what you a r e .  The he re  and t h e r e  
. . 

of space and t ime w i l l  merge i n t o  a s i n g l e  awareness 61: now, and your 

mind and body w i l l  no longer  be s e p a r a t e ,  but a  s i n g l e  e n e r g e t i c  u n i t  

of being here .  

A s  s h e  t a l k e d ,  I sensed someone e l s e  watching us  from t h e  

darkness  of the. co r r ido r .  A t  f i r s t  I only caught a  glimpse of a shape; 

then  I saw him s tanding  t h e r e ,  a s  i f  eavesdropping on our  conversa t ion  

o r  observing my p r a c t i c e .  I had no t iced  him e a r l i e r  and had kep t  

t u r n i n g  my head t o  s e e  i f  t h e  man was s t i l l  t h e r e .  I assumed it was 

someone l i v i n g  i n  t h a t  house, t o r  t h e  house was l a r g e  wi th  many rooms. 



Zuleica  smiled,  " I t ' s  n o t  t ime  t o  meet h i m  y e t ,  but  you w i l l  soon 

when you a r e  more i n v i s i b l e .  For now, concentra te  on you ' r e  prac- 

t i c e s . "  

"Who is t h a t  man?" I asked alarmed. 

"The one who makes t h e  darkness respond," she s a i d .  

"Respond t o  what?" 

"'So h i s  bidding,  t o  h i s  i n t e n t .  He i s  the  master  of i n t e n t .  When 

you l e a r n  t o  s t a l k  wi th  t h e  double,  he w i l l  come and show you h i s  

a r t . "  

"Can' t I meet him now?" I asked. 

She laughed and sa id  I was i n  no condi t ion t o  meet anyone i n  my 

p re sen t  e n e r g e t i c  s t a t e .  And it would take  a  g r e a t  d e a l  of  energy t o  

i n t e r a c t  wi th  t he  Master of I n t e n t .  
i 

' I n  t h e  darkness you sense  him. He w i l l  speak t o  your double 

d i r e c t l y .  When you reach t h e  po in t  of s i l e n t  knowledge, he w i l l  guide 

you, and you w i l l  know." 

"What w i l l  I know?" 

"1 c a n ' t  t e l l  you t h a t .  You w i l l  simply know d i r e c t l y ,  and i f  

anyone asks  you, you yourse l f  w i l l  n o t  be ab l e  t o  say what it is t h a t  

you know. I t  w i l l  be too deep, t o o  v a s t  f o r  words. You w i l l  t r y  t o  

remember, but you won't be a b l e  t o  t h ink  of i t ,  because-what you know 

is  so  f a r  removed from thought t h a t  words w i l l  t a i l  you." 

"Then what good is i t ? "  I asked,  "It I won' t  remember what he 

teaches  me, o r  it I won't be a b l e  t o  say what i t  i s ,  wha t ' s  t he  point  

of knowing anything?" 

,, You w i l l  make th ings  happen," she  sa id .  "You w i l l  cause t he  

darkness t o  move and manifes t  i t s e l t  i n  l i g h t . "  
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For a whi le ,  I t r i e d  t o  t i g u r e  out  what she meant, and then 

suddenly I knew. For a s  Kmili to had warned me, someone had a l ready  

been showing me how t o  s t a l k  w i t h  t h e  double. I d i d n ' t  know what 

Zule ica  meant, but I knew t h a t  I a l ready  knew. The c e r t a i n t y  came t o  

me t h a t  t h e  Master o t  I n t e n t  had been teach ing  me a l l  along.  The 

c l o s e s t  way I could exp la in  it was t h a t  he had been s e t t i n g  up 

something i n  an a r ea  t h a t  was beyond my waking a t t e n t i o n ,  beyond even 

my dreams. I t  was a p lace  where no dreams e x i s t e d  and y e t  energy 

flowed unimpeded by thoughts o r  wishes o r  even images a r i s i n g  i n  

s l e e p .  

With t h a t  r e a l i z a t i o n ,  t h e  man stepped out  of t h e  shadows. I was 

n o t  s u r p r i s e d  t o  s e e  t h a t  it was t h e  same man I had encountered a t  t h e  

border c ros s ing  i n  Nogales; t h e  one who had made me f a i n t  by pushing 

my upper back. And t h e  one I had seen again i n  C a t a l i n a ' s  house,  when 

she  had pointed ou t  t h e  window t o  her  p ro t ec to r .  

He seemed t o  know me a l s o ,  and y e t  I had l a i d  eyes on him only  

twice  a s  f a r  as  I could r e c o l l e c t .  He nodded p e r f u n c t o r i l y  from a 

d i s t ance .  I avoided h i s  gaze f o r  I remembered what had happened t h e  

l a s t  t ime I had looked i n t o  h i s  eyes. He s a i d  no th ing ,  and I knew 

t h e r e  was nothing t o  be s a id .  Hut t h e  pressure  of h i s  p resence  made 

my thoughts  s t o p  and t h e  muscles of my arms and l e g s  s w e l l  a s  a 

c u r r e n t  o t  energy passed through me. I could hear  t h e  a i r  around me 

buzzing; I breathed heav i ly ,  t ak ing  i n  gobs of a i r  though my mouth. 

Then I f e l t  t h e  back of my neck pop a s  he came, o r  r a t h e r ,  d r i f t e d  

c l o s e r .  

1 I saw h i s  mouth move; he was saying something, but I c o u l d n ' t  
; . . 

hear  him. I t  was a s i l e n t  sound and I was being pushed away by t h a t  
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v o i c e l e s s  whisper. I f e l l  backwards onto t h e  bench, and had t o  hold on 

t o r  dear  l i f e  so  I wouldn't  pass ou t .  Then I f e l t  t he  top  of my head 

open and something shoot out  s o  v i o l e n t l y  t h a t  I ended up i n  San 

Francisco.  

I knew it was San Francisco because I could see  t he  Golden Gate 

bridge.  I was soar ing  over the  choppy grey waters  and could s e e  where 

t h e  r u s t  colored pa in t  was pee l ing  o f t  t h e  massive i r o n  g i r d l e s  he ld  

up by cab les .  Then I was f l y i n g  around sky s c r a p e r s ,  l a r g e  o f f i c e  

bu i ld ings  wi th  dark g l a s s  windows. I t lew very hard s o  I wouldn ' t  g e t  

t rapped between t h e  bu i ld ings ,  which had s t rong  a i r  c u r r e n t s  c i r c l i n g  

around them. I could hear t h e  deafening r o a r  t h e  a i r  cond i t i on ing  

u n i t s  on t h e  top  of t h e b u i l d i n g s .  I d i d  no t  l i k e  t h a t  a r ea  one b i t .  

I t  was so  menacing t h a t  I became f r igh t ened .  The shadows of t h e  t a l l  
. .. 

bui ld ing  on t h e  s t r e e t s  below made t h e  scene dark and ominous. 

I could hear  a  h o r r i b l e  sound, I looked and knew it was a 

h e l i c o p t e r ,  and I was being sucked i n t o  t h e  p r o p e l l e r  b l ade ,  f o r  t h e  

wind was horrendously s t rong  and I could not  f i g h t  a g a i n s t  it. I made 

a  supreme e f f o r t  t o  p u l l  away us ing  every b i t  of my energy i n  my womb. 

Then I f e l t  myself sucked i n  a  long tunne l  by a  cord t h a t  was a t tached  

t o  my body somewhere at  t h e  o the r  end. I was pu l led  sou th ,  through 

d i f f e r e n t  t e r r a i n  zooming below me a t  a  f a n t a s t i c  speed. I saw o r  

r a t h e r  sensed t h e  scenery changing from c i t i e s ,  t o  d e s e r t ,  t o  c i t i e s  

and l akes  a s  I covered thousands of geographical  miles  i n  mere 

seconds. When the  rushing stopped,  I tound myself back i n  Guadala- 

j a r a ,  i n  t h e  p a t i o ,  slumped on t h e  bench o t  Zu le i ca ' s  house. 

I opened my eyes and found Lule ica  s t a r i n g  a t  me. I t o l d  her  

where I had been. She was not  pleased t o  hear  of my t r a v e l s .  
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"You expend a l l  you energy i n  one uncont ro l led  ou tbu r s t .  You 

t r a v e l l e d  a  g r e a t  d i s t a n c e  f o r  nothing.  And t o  what a v a i l . "  

"I d o n ' t  know what happened," I s a i d .  

"The master  of darkness loaned you some of h i s  energy and you 

wasted it i n  a  cross-country  joy r i d e ,  t h a t ' s  what happened. I hope 

you a t  l e a s t  enjoyed t h e  s i g h t s . "  

I shook my head. " I t  a i l  zoomed by too  f a s t ,  l i k e  a  movie played 

a t  an u l t r a  f a s t  speed. I j u s t  go t  glimpses of water  and d e s e r t  and 

bu i ld ings ,  and many c i t i e s  below." 

"Glimpses. Glimpses. What good a r e  glimpses,"  Zule ica  s a i d .  "tefe 

a r e  a f t e r  con t ro l .  You have a  g rea t  dea l  of work ahead of you before  

you can u s e  your s t a l k i n g '  techniques t o  c o n t r o l  your f l y i n g  o r  

whatever you chose t o  do wi th  your dreaming energy. So p r a c t i c e ,  
, . 

p r a c t i c e .  " 

She l e f t  me a lone i n  t h e  darkness s o  I could cont inue  p r a c t i c i n g  

t h e  gazing exerc i ses .  



19 

THE OTHER SIDE 

Af t e r  s e v e r a l  weeks of p r a c t i c i n g  t h e  gazing and dreaming 

techniques Zuleica had taught  me, I f e l t  a  s t r a n g e  s i l e n c e  s e t t l e  over 

me. I was no longer  i n  a hur ry ;  I had no appointments t o  keep; 

nowhere t o  go and no one t o  t a l k  t o .  I seldom saw Carlos  o r  don Juan,  

and when ' our paths d id  c r o s s ,  they usua l ly  avoided me. I could  move 

f r e e l y  on the  ground f l o o r  of Z u l e i c a ' s  house and i n  t h e  p a t i o s  and 

i 
garden,  but I was n o t  allowed u p s t a i r s  o r  o u t s i d e  t h e  compound. My 

~. 
food was brought t o  me by a  s e rvan t ,  and I s l e p t  i n  a  high p la t form 

f o r  which I needed a  s t ep l adde r  t o  climb in to .  

During the  day, I worked on some sketches .  Drawing, I r e a l i z e d ,  

was r e a l l y  another form of gazing; it allowed me t o  spend hours i n  

t o t a l  s i l e n c e  without g e t t i n g  bored. A t  n i g h t ,  I p r a c t i c e d  f i n d i n g  my 

hands i n  my dreams; moving about wi thout  s h i f t i n g  t h e  scene ;  l o c a t i n g  

c e r t a i n  o b j e c t  Zule ica  had s p e c i f i e d  beforehand, and g iv ing  myself 

commands i n  my dreams, t h a t  I would c a r r y  out  w i th  a s  much d e t a i l  a s  

poss ib le .  

One evening, I w a s  gazing a t  t h e  r i p p l e s  i n  t h e  pond. I t  was 

t w i l i g h t  and the  smal l  p a t i o  was a  mass o t  dense shadows. Everything 

was s o  s t i l l  t h a t  I thought I could hear  whispering on t h e  o t h e r  s ide  

. . 
I of t h e  house. I again  senses  a  person lu rk ing  i n  t h e  darkness .  But 

t h i s  t ime,  t h e  man a b r u p t l y  came o u t  of t h e  shadows and s tood before 

3 l Y  



me. I recognized him as  t h e  Master of I n t e n t ,  but before  I could say 

anything he vanished i n  a f l u r r y  of r i p p l e s  t h a t  began wi th  h i s  f e e t  

and undulated upward t o  encompass t h e  t op  of h i s  head. To my as ton ish-  

ment, he had a c t u a l l y  v i b r a t e d  himself i n t o  non-existence r i g h t  before 

my eyes. He melted i n t o  t h e  darkness a s  myster iously  a s  he had 

appeared. 

Before I could become too  f r i g h t e n e d ,  Zuleica came and s a t  bes ide  

me on t h e  bench. 

"The master o t  I n t e n t ,  j u s t  showed you how t o  merge wi th  t he  

darkness , "  she s a i d .  "Don't be a f r a i d  of it. Embrace it .  Be one w i t h  

t h e  n i g h t .  Become i n v i s i b l e  as  he i s . "  

I f e l t  something i n s i d e  me s t r u g g l e ,  r e s i s t .  I d i d  n o t  want t o  

I 
be i n v i s i b l e .  I wanted t o  be recognized and no t iced .  I was t i r e d  of 

L . .  . 
being ove r looked .1  wished o ther  people would help me g e t  r i d  of my 

moroseness and quandar ies ,  no t  ignore  me even more. The memory of my 

grammar school c lassmates  t e a s i n g ,  me and my teachers  c r i t i c i z i n g  me 

because I did  n o t  speak Engl ish ,  u n s e t t l e d  me. fly c l a s s  mates would 

s a y ,  "What's t he  ma t t e r ,  a  c a t  go t  your tongue," and t ake  tu rns  

p u l l i n g  my p i g t a i l .  Then they l e f t  me t o  brood on a bench whi le  they 

r a n  o f f  t o  play jump rope o r  k i ckba l l .  I vowed then t h a t  I would g e t  

t h e  a t t e n t i o n  I t e l t  I deserved and no longer  would be a  f r i gh t ened  

nobody. My whole l i f e ' s  endeavor was a  s t r u g g l e  t o  f u l f i l l  t h a t  

ambition. Now Zuleica  w a s  t e l l i n g  me t o  b e c o m e i n v i s i b l e  and be a  

s i l e n t ,  unseen nobody again .  

"A s t a l k e r ' s  t r a i n i n g  i s  i n  t h e  a r t  o t  being i n v i s i b l e , "  Luleica  

i whispered a s  i f  fo l lowing t h e  d r i f t  of my thoughts. "A s t a l k e r  makes 



h e r s e l f  unobtrusive  i n  a l l  s i t u a t i o n s ,  and never c a l l s  a t t e n t i o n  t o  

h e r s e l f  . " 
"Never?" I s a i d  remembering t h e  f o r t u n e  cookie I once had t h a t  

s a i d :  "There is only one t h i n g  worse t h a t  being ta lked  about ,  and 

t h a t ' s  n o t  being t a lked  about." 

I t  was t rue .  It  was e a s i e r  t o  be c r i t i c i z e d  or  i n s u l t e d  than t o  

be ignored ,  overlooked. I d i d  n o t  want t o  n o t  e x i s t .  Some p a r t  of me 

fought despe ra t e ly  t o  su rv ive ;  it I was a  l e s s e r  p a r t  t h a t  s e t t l e d  f o r  

c r i t i c i s m  r a t h e r  than oo l iv ion .  I would have l i ked  t o r  Car los  and 

don Juan t o  have taken time t o  eva lua te  my progress o r  even l ack  of 

p rog res s ,  but they always passed me i n  t h e  co r r ido r s  wi thout  saying a  

word. 

L e t  go,"  Zuleica  s a i d .  "Let go of everything.  J u s t  Let go.'' 

"Why must I ? "  I s a i d  s tubbornly .  

1 ,  So t h a t  t he  energy waves from e t e r n i t y  can tumble you i n t o  o the r  

realms. They c a n ' t  reach you i f  you s h i e l d  yoursel f  w i t h  yourse l f .  

Unly i f  you a r e  i n v i s i b l e  can t h e  waves a f f e c t  your energy body 

d i r e c t l y .  !' 

Something i n  me s t i l l  fought  t h e  idea  of being i n v i s i b l e .  

"Let go o t  your crappy s e l f , "  Zuleica  snapped. 

I heard her  say t h a t  over  and over and a s  she kep t  saying it 

something i n  me began t o  g i v e  up. I s t a r t e d  l e t t i n g  go, a l though of 

what I d i d n ' t  know. But I kept  l e t t i n g  go more and more u n t i l  I became 

f l u t t y ,  l i k e  a  g i a n t  p i l low.  And when t h a t  p i l low d i s so lved ,  I became 

a  t i n y  do t  l o s t  somewhere i n  t h e  black vas tness .  And then I l o s t  

awareness o t  being a d o t ,  and I was nothing.  



"Cross over ,"  a vo ice  s a i d .  "Let t h e  energy waves of t h e  un iverse  

push you over t o  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e ,  t o  t h e  world where we are. ' '  

I followed t h e  voice  and heard i t  t a l k  of a p a r a l l e l  un iverse  

almost i d e n t i c a l  t o  ours  t h a t  e x i s t e d  behind a b a r r i e r .  That b a r r i e r  

was made up of our concerns,  our  ideas  of r e a l i t y ,  our e n e r g e t i c  

a f f i l i a t i o n  t o  everyday l i f e ,  and fundamentally t o  ourse lves .  Then I 

heard the  voice  of Nelida r epea t ing  what she had t o l d  me seemingly 

long ago, how n o t  even t h e  body is  ours t o  keep; t h a t  t h e  essence of 

l i f e  i s  borrowed, no t  ours t o  c l i n g  to .  The essence of l i f e  is  t l u i d  

and our awareness must be a l s o  f l u i d  t o  move wi th  it, o r  i t  i s  f o r e v e r  

s c a t t e r e d  i n  t h e  fragmentation of t h e  world i n t o  which we were born. 

But  t h a t  t h e r e  is  a way o u t ,  and t h a t  is  t o  l e t  go and be no th ing .  

', . I opened my eyes ,  and saw t h a t  I was s t i l l  s i t t i n g  on t h e  bench 
., 

by t h e  pond, but i n s t ead  of Zule ica ,  l imi l i to  was t h e r e  s t a r i n g  at  me. 

So was Car los  and don Juan ,  Nel ida  and o the r  people  m i l l i n g  about t h e  

p a t i o .  Food had been s e t  ou t  on a sideboard.  I was i n  t h e  midst  of a 

p a r t  going f u l l  f o rce .  People were having a l i v e l y  d i scuss ion .  They 

were comparing desc r ip t ions  of t h e i r  t r a v e l s ,  of t h e  t h ings  they had 

seen i n  t h e  twin un ive r se ,  a s  they c a l l e d  it. 

"There i s  pope but he i s n ' t  c e l i b a t e , "  Car los  s a id .  "He has a f a t  

and loud mouthed wife."  

"Ah but does he l i v e  i n  Rome?" don Juan asked c r y p t i c a l l y .  He 

seemed t o  be more re laxed than usua l ;  almost j o v i a l .  

Car los  thought f o r  a moment a s  it it were a t r i c k  ques t ion .  

"I have seen t h e  most e x q u i s i t e  grove o t  t r e e s , "  Emi l i to  i n t e r -  

rupted.  "They a r e  dark green and enormous. Exce l l en t  t o r  t r e e  climb- 

ing.  - 9  



' I  have t a lked  t o  many people,  they a r e  hea l thy  and v i t a l ,  but 

t o t a l l y  c losed minded," don Juan added. "They a r e  unable t o  imagine o r  

specu la te .  A l l  t h e i r  behavior i s  r i t u a l i s t i c ,  compulsive and governed 

by r u l e s  ." 
"Their  language i s  t a s c i n a t i n g , "  Car los  continued. "The funda- 

mental  u n i t  i s  no t  t h e  phoneme based on sound, but a s y n t a c t i c a l  

s t r u c t u r a l  element. Their  b ra ins  d i r e c t l y  impinge on one another  i n  

t h e  form of an agreed upon s t r u c t u r a l  framework governed by r u l e s  of 

syntax.  " 

' I  have seen a typewr i te r  t h a t  w r i t e s  wi th  s y l l a b l e s ,  p r e t i x e s  

and s u f f i c e s  ins tead  of l e t t e r s .  t;ach key i s  p r a c t i c a l l y  a word i n  

i t s e l f , "  don Juan sa id .  "Tha t ' s  something f o r  Taisha t o  explore."  

,) I became very ex i ted  upon hear ing about such a machine. I wanted 

t o  know more about i t ,  but o the r  people con t r ibu ted  t h e i r  d e s c r i p t i o n s  

o t  d i s cove r i e s  they had made about t h a t  world. I lea rned  t h a t  t h e  

people t h e r e  had a pe r iod ic  t a b l e  of chemical elements,  but i n s t ead  of 

having t h e  u sua l  32 elements; t h e i r  world had 76 elements,  and some of 

them were no t  t he  same a s  t h e  ones i n  our world. 

"There a r e  some animals t h a t  a r e  very s t r a n g e , "  don' Vicente.  s a i d .  

"And very unusual  p l an t s  I had never encountered before. Much of t he  

knowledge t o r  cur ing comes from t h i s  world." 

I had a moment of sudden i n s p i r a t i o n .  "You're t a l k i n g  about t h e  

realm of t h e  i n v i s i b l e  people o t  t h e  Monte," I s a id .  "You mean t h e  

Yaqui indians  a r e  r i g h t ?  There r e a l l y  i s  such a world p a r a l l e l  t o  our 

own. And magical p l an t s  and animals r e a l l y  do e x i s t ? "  

Don Juan nodded. "The sad p a r t  i s ,  however, t h a t  f o r  t h e  'Caqui 

indians  t h e  realm o t  t h e  i n v i s i b l e  i s  now only a myth. They c a n c a t c h  
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glimpses of i t ,  but they cannot e n t e r  it wi th  t h e  t o t a l i t y  of them- 

se lves .  So f o r  them it must remain only a p a r t  of t h e i r  mythology." 

"Why i s  t h a t ? "  I asked. 

"Their everyday world has  become too  r e a l  and a l l  encompassing 

t o r  them." don Juan explained.  "The door has been sea led  s h u t  by a 

b a r r i e r  of human concern t h a t  they cannot p e n e t r a t e .  However, i t  was 

n o t  always l i k e  t h i s ;  but now t h e  western world has impinged on t h e  

Yaqui so  powerfully t h a t ,  f o r  them, t h a t  door remains fo reve r  s e a l e d . .  

A l l  they can do is t o  r e l a t e  s t o r i e s  of t h a t  world and t e l l  t a l e s  of 

magic and wonder from a bygone time." 

I looked around f o r  Lule ica  but she  was no where i n  s i g h t .  Then I 

no t iced  t h a t  my surroundings l o o ~ e d  somehow d i f f e r e n t .  Although we 

were i n  t h e  same house, it was n o t  t h e  same. I t  looked more l i k e  t h e  

p a t i o  and house d id  a f t e r  a long se s s ion  of gazing a t  t h e  s t o n e s  and 

w a i l s .  I cou ldn ' t  put my f i n g e r  on i t ,  but I r e a l i z e d  t h e  t i l e s  were 

n o t  exac t ly  square ;  they were rhomboid, and t h e r e  was an ever  s o  

s l i g h t  tilt t o  t h e  f l o o r  and wa l l s .  If I had my l e v e l e r  and plumb l i n e  

wi th  me, I could have determined t h e i r  v e r t i c a l i t y  f o r  c e r t a i n .  A s  it 

was, they seemed t o  be s h i f t i n g  a s  they d id  a f t e r  my s e s s i o n s  of 

gazing. . . 

The t i l e s  were shinny and v ib ra t ed  causing t h e i r  shapes t o  a l t e r  

every so  s l i g h t l y .  The roof beams of t h e  c o r r i d o r  were n o t  p a r a l l e l  

a s  they should have been. And then I no t i ced  t h a t  t h e  t r e e s  were 

d i f f e r e n t  too.  Larger ,  f u l l e r ,  t h e i r  f o l i a g e  more dense. And while I 

was a t  i t ,  I no t i ced  t h e  people  i n  t h e  p a t i o .  They looked p r i s t i n e ,  

pure ,  empty a s  i f  they had form but no substance.  



Umilito s t a r e d  a t  me t h e  way Zuleica  had done whenever I was 

t o t a l l y  preoccupied wi th  something i n  o rder  t o  ga in  my a t t e n t i o n .  

Then I saw him wink a t  me and nod h i s  head. Suddenly I knew what h i s  

s e c r e t  was, t he  myster ies  he had wanted t o  r e v e a l  t o  me when I had 

enough energy t o  comprehend i t .  Now I grasped it without him having 

t o  t e l l  me. He was Z u l e i c a ' s  dreaming body. That was the  reason why 

Zuleica  wasn ' t  t h e r e  i n  t h e  room. 

Emi l i to  nodded s i l e n t l y  wa i t i ng  t o r  me t o  f i n i s h  wi th  my bubbling 

r e a l i z a t i o n s .  I knew a l s o  t h a t  i t  t h a t  was s o ,  t hen  I ,  t oo ,  was i n  my 

dreaming body and s o  was everyone i n  t h e  room and t h a t  was why they 

seemed so spark l ing .  What's more, t h e  house, t h e  bench, t h e  t a b l e s ,  

t h e  food t h a t  had been s e t  o u t  i n  t h e  p a t i o ,  a l l  were p a r t  of another  

world. I had crossed over i n t o  t h e  twin world wi thout  even r e a l i z i n g  

i t .  And t h a t  meant t h a t  t h e  d i scover ies  t h a t  everyone had been 

shar ing ,  were n o t  about some inacces s ib l e  d i s t a n t  dream world ,  but 

about t he  very r e a l i t y  which we were now inhab i t i ng .  

The minute I r e a l i z e d  t h i s ,  Emi l i to  s a i d ,  "Tha t ' s  r i g h t '  Taisha.  

I am t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o t  Zule ica ,  and you a r e  your dream body, t h e  o t h e r  

s i d e  o t  yourse l f .  You have used t h e  e n e r g e t i c  wave trom t h e  un ive r se  

t o  c ross  over t o  t he  p a r a l l e l  world ,  t h e  one t h a t  e x i s t s  nex t  t o  our 

own. " 

I pinched myselt t o  s ee  it I was r e a l ,  and seemed t o  be a s  s o l i d  

a s  could be, given my s t a t e  o t  e x c i t a t i o n  and e b u l l i e n c e  upon r e a l i z -  

ing  where I was. 

"We a r e  i n  another  b r a i d  o t  t h e  un iverse , "  Emi l i to  explained.  

?'t 
I "The one over lapping wi th  t h e  world of every day l i f e ;  made up of t he  

same energy only s l i g h t l y  d i f f e r e n t .  Now you know what it means t o  

325 



become i n v i s i b l e ,  and what it i s  l i k e  t o  be s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double. 

And why we always s t r e s s  s o b r i e t y  and con t ro l .  Without c o n t r o l  

awareness i s  d isbursed.  You can do without t h e  s e l t  o t  everyday l i f e ,  

but  you c a n ' t  do without s o b r i e t y  and c l a r i t y .  Awareness must remain 

i n t a c t ,  no ma t t e r  where you f i n d  yourse l f  so  t h a t  you can cont inue  t o  

perce ive .  " 

I embraced Emil i to  and thanked him t o r  a l l  h i s  he lp .  To my 

s u r p r i s e  seemed t o  be s o l i d ,  and y e t  he w a s n ' t ,  f o r  we encompassed 

volumes o t  space,  l i k e  two g i g a n t i c  pi l lows embracing. But t h e  reason 

I could grasp him, was because I ,  too ,  was 

substance.  

'Hut how is  it p o s s i b l e  t h a t  you a r e  a  

woman?" I asked. "My dream body is n o t  t h a t  
I 

billowous and without  

man when Zule ica  i s  a  

of  a  man." I touched 

myself qu ick ly  t o  s e e  i f  what I was saying w a s  t r u e .  

"The nagual  J u l i a n  taught  u s  how t o  move our  assemblage p o i n t s  t o  

t h e  p o s i t i o n  or  a  man," Emi l i to  explained.  ' I t  was an ex t r ao rd ina ry  

cha l lenge  t o  be male and 1 took it. I t ' s  s o  t iresome t o  have a  h o l e  

between your l e g s , "  he added w i t h  an exaggerated s igh .  "It leads  t o  

a l l  s o r t s  of ou t l and i sh  behavior." 

Everyone laughed i n  agreement, e s p e c i a l l y  t h e  female members o t  

t h e  group. Then I saw Carlos  s i g n a l l i n g  me t o  cove over t o  him. I 

r e a l i z e d  I had known him f o r e v e r  and now I knew where it w a s  t h a t  we 

had met. I t  was n o t  i n  t h e  anthropology department of t h e  u n i v e r s i t y ,  

a s  I had f i r s t  thought,  but it was here  i n  t h e  twin world which I had 

v i s i t e d  o t t e n .  Me had done many t h i n g s  

inconceivable  trom t h e  po in t  o t  view o t  

3 L 6  

on t h i s  s i d e ,  th ings  t h a t  were 

t h e  everyday world. 



Then I saw a young woman about my age. She was blond,  had biue 

eyes and was p e t i t e  and very p r e t t y .  Her name was F lo r inda ,  and she  

was the  ward of t h e  o lde r  woman, wi th  t h e  same name, who was Ne l ida ' s  

counte rpar t .  

"You and I a r e  s i s t e r s , "  I s a i d  embracing her  a f f e c t i o n a t e l y ,  f o r  

I recognized her  from o the r  encounters ,  al though I could no t  remember 

them i n  d e t a i l .  

'Kemember each o the r  w e l l , "  don Juan sa id .  "Because y o u ' l l  meet 

aga in  i n  t h e  world o t  everyday Li fe  and w i l l  f o r g o t t e n  t h a t  you knew 

each o ther .  You w i l l  have t o  r econs t ruc t  t h i s  f e e l i n g  of unbiased 

a f f e c t i o n  from scra tch ."  

The nagual  woman, Carol  was t h e r e  t oo  whom I remembered see ing  

before.  She was t h e  young woman who had given Carols t h e  bread i n  t h e  

bakery i n  Hermosilio. But I a l ready  knew her .  She had helped h o i s t  me 

up i n t o  t h e  t r e e  house and had looked a f t e r  me while I was unconscious 

f o r  t h r e e  days and two n igh t s .  

"And we a l s o  w i l l  meet aga in  on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e , "  she  s a i d  l i s p i n g  

a b i t  on t h e  word ' s i d e ' .  "But we won't f o r g e t .  We'l l  always remember 

t h a t  we loved each o the r , "  and she  embrace me wi th  s u c h g e n u i n e  

a f f e c t i o n  t h a t a n  overwhelming emotion enveloped me and I knew we were 

t i e d  t o  each o the r  fo rever  ac ros s  un iverses .  

Don Juan s t o o d  the  t h r e e  of us around Carlos and moved our heads 

t oge the r  so  t h a t  they touched. He t o l d  u s  t h a t  h i s  t a s k  was t o  make 

c e r t a i n  through a l l  our t r a i n i n g  t h a t  our  assemblage p o i n t s  would be 

i n  t h e  same pos i t i on .  And even though our assemblage p o i n t s  would be 

cons t an t ly  d i sp laced  throughout our  t r a i n i n g ,  they would' move a t  t h e  

same r a t e  and i n  t h e  same d i r e c t i o n ,  so  t h a t  t he  f o u r  o t  us  would 
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f u n c t i o n  a s  a  s i n g l e  u n i t  and be a b l e  t o  amalgamate a  c o n s i s t e n t  

r e a l i t y  t h a t  we shared.  

"For some time Carol  w i l l  have t o  s t a y  on t h i s  s i d e  w i t h  u s , "  he 

went on. "Hut you w i l l  no t  r e a l l y  be separa ted ;  t h e  bond of energy s e t  

up i n  t h i s  world w i l l  hold across  t h e  boundaries between t h e  twin 

un iverses .  You only have t o  be s i l e n t  and abandon yourse l f  t o  know 

where each o t  t h e  o the r  is ."  

I knew what he meant, but I a l s o  became t r i gh t ened .  from exper i -  

ence it was evident  t h a t  t h e  un iverse  was v a s t  and one could e a s i l y  

g e t  l o s t .  I a l s o  was aware or my tendency t o  indulge i n  s e l t  obsess-  

ions  and i n  s t r u g g l e s  t o r  independence which could only  s e t  up 

b a r r i e r s  and block t h e  energy holding us toge ther .  The most dangerous 

p a r t  w a s  t h a t  we would meet aga in  i n  t h e  world human a f f a i r s ,  where 
i 

our power would be minimal, diminished by t h e  concerns of d a i l y  l i f e  

and t h e  absence of don Juan and t h e  energy of h i s  s o r c e r e r  group. We 

would be opera t ing  on a  low l e v e l  awareness, colored by t h e  massive 

i n t e r f e r e n c e  o r  t h e  bulk o t  humanity wi th  t h e i r  own obsess ions  and 

concerns. 

' F lo r inda  w i l l  be your companion and act as your counte r  bal- 

ance," don Juan sa id .  " S h e ' l l  s e e  t o  it t h a t  you d o n ' t  indulge  too  

much. I f  you do, she w i l l  be a t  your t h r o a t  l i k e  a  f e roc ious  jaguar ."  

F lor inda  l e t  ou t  a  growl and c l icked  her  t e e t h  t oge the r  repeated-  

l y  i n  a  b i t i n g  motion. Hveryone laughed. 

"Bet te r  watcn ou t ,  o r  s h e ' l l  be a t  your t h r o a t , "  don Juan warned. 

" ~ n d  I w i l l  never be a t  your t h r o a t , "  Carol  s a i d  soo th ing ly .  

"Lis ten  t o  k'lorinda; she is more sober  than you. The two of you 



w i l l  f l a n k  the  new nagua l ,  and journey wi th  him, p e r f e c t i n g  yourselves  

u n t i l  Carol  Tiggs r e t u r n s . "  

"When w i l l  she  come back?" I asked. 

'Only power can decide t h a t , "  don Juan r e p l i e d .  "And your 

impeccabi l i ty . "  He paused t o r  a  moment. " I t  you want t o  s e e  your loved 

one again .  Be impeccable. Do your r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  and don ' t  t h ink  

about yourselves .  " 

Carol  gave us a  w i s t f u l  smile  urging us on. 

" I ' m  counting on you, Ta isha ,"  she  whispered so  no one could 

hear .  "You w i l l  p u l l  me and I w i l l  p u l l  you. Agreed?" 

I nodded but wordless ly  asked,  how? She showed me her  l e f t  hand. 

She was wearing a  gold and diamond r i n g  t h a t  looked Like a  t i n y  mons- 
.,h, 

\ 
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t rance.  She t o l d  me t o  gaze a t  it f o r  a  moment and t o  remember it 

always. Because one day, she would g ive  it t o  me a s  a  s i g n  t h a t  we had 

been toge ther  before.  

" In  t h e  world of everyday L i t e  it i s  s o  easy t o  f o r g e t , "  she 

s a i d .  "Token of proof a r e  always welcomed." 

' I ' l l  never t o r g e t , "  I swore embracing her .  " I ' l l  p u l l  you with  

my a f r ec t ion . "  

"This a f te rnoon  you have enough energy t o  grasp t h e  t r u t h  of t he  

twin un ive r se  a s  a  bonafide realm of ex i s t ence , "  don Juan s a i d .  "But 

i t ' s  n o t  t h a t  easy t o  c ros s  over wi th  your body. You can ca tch  

glimpses of it i n  dreams, but; t o  come here  wi th  t h e  t o t a l i t y  of 

yourse l f  t akes  years  of t r a i n i n g  and s t o r i n g  'energy, and even then,  

t h e r e  a r e  coun t l e s s  oDstacles and no guarantees."  

"Then I won' t  go back," I s a i d .  " I ' l l  s t a y  here  w i th  a l l  o t  you. 9, 



"That ' s  n o t  p o s s i b l e , "  he s a i d  s t e r n l y .  "You have t o  p e r t e c t  

yourse l f  i n  t h e  world o t  human being. You have t o  begin from t h a t  

p o i n t  and journey here." 

' Nhy'/ " 

"Because t h a t  i s  were t h e  bulk of your energy is rooted.  riesides 

t h e r e  i s  no advantage of being on t h i s  s i d e .  A s t a l k e r  must be f l u i d  

s o  t h a t y o u  can move anywhere. You must be a t  ease  and impeccable no 

m a t t e r  where you a r e ;  i n  t h i s  world, o r  i n  t h e  one i n  which you l i v e ,  

o r  i n  any o t h e r  p l ace  i n  t h e  i n f i n i t e  band of p o s s i b i l i t i e s  t h a t  makes 

us  s e n t i e n t  beings." 

"Leave t h e  s e l f  behind, and you can go anywhere," Carol  s a i d .  

"Your t a s k  is  t o  d i s s o l v e  everything t h a t  makes a  human being grounded 

i n  t h e  world of human beings." 

"Then, I ' l l  leave  everything here ,"  I s a i d .  

Don Juan smiled. He advised me t h a t  whi le  we were i n  t h e  

everyday world, a l l  t h e  energy gleaned from r e c a p i t u l a t i n g  and 

impeccable a c t i o n s  would be a b l e  t o  c ros s  over t o  be s t o r e d  he re  wi th  

them. Carol  would remain t o  a c t  a s  a  beacon and t o  he lp  conso l ida t e  

our  double. The more impeccable we were and t h e  l e s s  emphasis we 

placed on our persona l  s e l v e s ,  t h e  more we would s t r eng then  our  o the r  

s i d e ,  o r  energy body. 

"fou w i l l  be l i k e  s q u i r r e l s  ga the r ing  n u t s  f o r  t h e  w i n t e r , "  Carol 

s a i d .  "Your e n e r g e t i c  s e l v e s  w i l l  g e t  s t r o n g e r  and more conc i se ,  u n t i l  

one day you w i l l  be a b l e  t o  t i p  t he  s c a l e s  and f i n d  t h e  e n t i r e t y  of 

your being on t h i s  s i d e  w i t h  nothing l e t t  f o r  t h e  world of t h e  human 

apes. " 



That day, she  s a i d ,  we would become i n v i s i b l e  t o  t h e  human eye 

and we would conso l ida t e  t h e  t o t a l i t y  of ourse lves  on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e .  

I t  was a l l  c r y s t a l  c l e a r .  I knew now t h e  importance of the  

s o r c e r e r s '  t r a i n i n g ;  t h e  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  was t o  r i d  onese l f  of one 's  

remembered pas t  and t o  r e l e a s e  one ' s  t rapped energy; l o s i n g  s e l f  

importance prevented one from placing undue energy on t h e  f a b r i c a t e d  

s o c i a l  s e l l ,  thereby making it i n t o  a  permanent f e a t u r e .  The sorcery  

passes  enable one t o  d i s s o l v e  t h e  s o l i d i t y  of one ' s  body and p u r i t y  it 

e n e r g e t i c a l l y .  Losing persona l  h i s t o r y  t r e e s  one from t h e  compulsion 

of r e l a t i n g  oneself  t o  a  s i n g l e  mode of being,  atid prevents  u s  from 
~ 

being pinned down by o t h e r s  w i th  t h e i r  thoughts and ' expec t a t i ons .  

To t e s t  one 's  p rogress  and t ransformat ion ,  s o r c e r e r s  use  p e t t y  

j t y r a n t s  they f i n d  i n  t h e i r  d a i l y  w o r l d . ,  In  t h i s  way, they make 
. .,.; 

c e r t a i n  t h a t  change i s n l t . m k r e l y  an i d e a l i t y  but  an a c t u a l  bodily 

metamorphoses on a  fundamental ene rge t i c  l e v e l .  Hy regard ing  the  

world a s  con t ro l l ed  f o l l y ,  a  s t a l k e r  i s  assured of n o t  becoming 

entangled wi th  human concerns.  Only i n  t h i s  way can one l i b e r a t e  

enough energy and become t l u i d  t o  move wi th  o n e ' s  body i n t o  t h e  twin 

world. 

Guiet ing t h e  i n t e r n a l  d ia logue  through t h e  gazing techniques  has 

a  t r i p l e  purpose: f i r s t  it blocks t h e  reinforcement and a f f i rma t ions  

we cons t an t ly  g ive  ou r se lves  t h a t  t he  world i s  such and such;  second, 

it enable  us  t o  s t o r e  energy needed t o  make t h e  c ross ing ;  and t h i r d ,  

it c r e a t e s  an opening i n  our  e n e r g e t i c  bodies s o  t h a t  t h e  waves from 

t h e  universe  can tumble us  over t o  t he  o t h e r  s i d e .  

I thought of what Lule ica  had s a i d  about l e t t i n g  go and becoming 

i n v i s i b l e .  Now I knew why everything chat  i s  human had t o  be abandon- 



ed. So rce re r s  u t i l i z e  t h e  same methods a s  do t h e  phenomenologists, 

such a s  suspending judgement, ques t ion ing  t h e  taken f o r  granted 

a s p e c t s  of space and time. But s o r c e r e r s  do n o t  merely desc r ibe  

phenomena but t o  a c t u a l l y  t ranscend r e a l i t y .  Rea l i t y  i s  c o n s t i t u t e d  

by t h e  ex i s t ence  and c o n d i t i o n  of our  sense  apparatus  t h a t  enable  us  

t o  perce ive  t h e  world. S o r c e r e r s ,  by d e l i b e r a t e l y  and c o n s i s t e n t l y  

enhancing t h a t  capac i ty  f o r  percep t ion  . t h r o u g h  s t o r i n g  energy,  and 

they  l i b e r a t e  themselves from t h e  imprisonment of a s i n g l e  mode of 

being. Sorcery i s  r e a l l y  t h e  capac i ty  t o  perce ive  more than  t h e  

average person. 

' T a i s h a  i s  phil-osophizing even i n  t h e  twin world," t imi l i to  s a i d  

ou t  loud. 

"Let her conceptua l ize  and specu la t e  a l l  she  wants,"  don Juan 
.. .. 

s a i d .  "Some day she  w i l l  be a b l e  t o  l i v e  ner  r e a l i z a t i o n s .  Hesides ,  

it means she and Car los  w i l l  g e t  a long famously. We a l l  Know how he 

i s  given t o  a n a l y s i s  and conceptual  i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s . "  

"Like t h e  nagual  t i l i a s  before u s , "  Bmili to s a i d .  

Don Juan nodded. 

"Well, then l e t  Taisha s p e c u l a t e  on t h i s , "  t imil i to s a i d .  "The 

he re '  and t h e r e  of t h e  t r e e  house." 

I turned t o  f a c e  him. H i s  eyes were glowing with  t h e  excitement 

of a r eve l a t i on .  With a nodding o f  h i s  head he  coaxed me t o  th ink  

about it. I was a t  a l o s s  a s  t o  what he was r e f e r r i n g  to .  

" ~ i v i n ~  i n  t h e  t r e e  house, gave you a d i f f e r e n t  pe r spec t ive  on 

t h e r e  he re  and t h e r e , "  he s a i d .  

' I  don' t know what you mean." 



"There was no horizon i n  your world,"  he s a id  br inging h i s  f ace  

so  c l o s e  t o  mine t h a t  h i s  f e a t u r e s  became blurred.  

I t  dawned on me then t h a t  h a l t  o t  C l a r a ' s  house, t h e  grounds a t  

t he  f r o n t  p a r t  of her  p l a c e ,  including t h e  g i a n t  t r e e s  and t h e  t r e e  

house, had a l l  ex i s t ed  i n  t h e  twin world. I had a l r eady  spend many 

months or  my t r a i n i n g  on t h i s  s i d e .  llo wonder Emil i to  had i n s i s t e d  

t h a t  I r e c a p i t u l a t e  again ,  saying I had t o  do i t  s e v e r a l  times f o r  

t h e r e  were many l a y e r s  of ex i s t ence  t o  break through. I had t o  do i t  

once wi th  my everyday body and again wi th  t he  double. 

What's more, Emil i to  was r i g h t ;  my extended s t a y  i n  t h e  t r e e  

house and t h e  t r e e s ,  had a l t e r e d  the  r e l a t i o n s h i p  between my body and 

t h e  ground. My assemblage p o i n t ,  o r  cen te r  t o r  organizing pe rcep t ion ,  

had been d i sp laced  t o  another  po in t  on my ene rge t i c  body, thereby  \ 
enabl ing me t o  experience d i f f e r e n t  s p a c i a l  and temporal r e l a t i o n -  

sh ips .  

Now t h a t  I focused my a t t e n t i o n  on i t ,  I remembered t h a t  t h e  

f o l i a g e  of many of t h e  t r e e s  was s o  t h i c k  t h a t  t he  sky a s  we l l  a s  t h e  

horizon were completely obscured. Percept ion of t h e  world i n  t h e  

t r e e s ~ w a s  no t  l a i d  ou t  i n  terms of d i s t a n t  and c l o s e  space.  Rather 

every th ing  was immediate, i n t ima te ly  r e l a t e d  t o  my body. I t  was a  

superb t r a i n i n g  t o  expand t h e  l i m i t s  of my awareness of space. The 

more I climbed t h e  t r e e s ,  t h e  more f l u i d  my assemblage po in t  became, 

u n t i l  I could swing from branch t o  branch t e e l i n g  no sepa ra t ion  

between myself and my surroundings. 

I t  gave me a new pe r spec t ive  on the  world,  t o t a l l y  d i f t e r e n t  from 

t h e  one I had while I was on t h e  ground. In  order  t o  climb t h e  t r e e s  

I had t o  match my p h y s i c a l i t y  wi th  t h a t  of t he  branches and leaves .  



My e n t i r e  ex i s t ence  was determined by t h e  here  and now. For any 

d i s t r a c t i o n  could have caused a  l o s t  o t  balance and a  f a l l  t o  my 

death .  A t  any given moment, a l l  of me was focused on a s p e c i f i c  

concern; t h a t  o t  maneuvering through t h e  branches. P a s t ,  f u t u r e ,  and 

t h e  f a r  away had a l l  merged i n t o  a  s i n g l e  p o i n t :  t h e  immediate now 

which was governed by my p a r t i c u l a r  t a s k  a t  hand. 

I had d i sso lved  my old  mode of being i n  t h e  world through my 

t i r s t  r e c a p i t u l a t i o n  i n  t h e  cave,  and I had incorporated a  new one-- 

t h a t  o t  a  t r e e  dweller--by never l eav ing  t h e  t r e e s .  I experienced a  

new bodily s o l i d i t y  t h a t  a t  times would express  i t s e l f  i n  an i n t e n s e  

f e e l i n g  o t  c laus t rophobia .  I could d i s p e l  t h i s  by e i t h e r  merging wi th  

t h e  t r e e s  e n e r g e t i c a l l y ,  o r  by c r e a t i n g  a  new exper ience of space o r  

i 
t ime,  i n  which case  my body had t o  d i s so lve  t h e  branches around me and 

move beyond them. I d i d  t h i s  through a  second r e c a p i t u l a t i o n ,  which 

expanded my temporal hor izon;  and through p r a c t i c i n g  t h e  bodi ly  

movements Emil i to  would p e r i o d i c a l l y  show me from t h e  ground, which 

expanded my s p a c i a l  horizon. 

"You r e c a p i t u l a t e d  i n  t h e  t r e e s ,  p r ac t i ced  dreaming and in tending  

i n  t h e  t r e e s  and even were a b l e  t o  do movements o u t s i d e  t h e  t r e e s  

l eap ing  with  your e n e r g e t i c  body i n t o  a d i f f e r e n t  realm,"  l imi l i to  

reminded me. "A11  t h i s  is  s t a l k i n g  wi th  t h e  double. I t  was made 

p o s s i b l e  by abandoning t h e  memory of t h e  l i m i t s  of t h e  phys i ca l  s e l f . "  

'You moved from the  t r e e s  t o a n o t h e r  r e a l i t y , "  don Juan sa id .  "A 

r e a l m  which is  i n a c c e s s i b l e  from t h e  world of everyday l i f e .  You used 

in tending  t o  c a t a p u l t  y o u .  from one bra id  of t h e  un ive r se  t o  another.  

Now you know what we meanwhen we say  t h a t  in tending  a r e  w i n g s  t h a t  

c a r r y  a  s o r c e r e r  ac ross  t h e  span of e t e r n i t y .  Soon my p a r t y  w i l l  be 
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l eav ing  on those  wings, but we w i l l  meet aga in ,  somewhere i n  t h e  t o l d s  

of dreaming and trom t h e r e  c a t a p u l t  ourselves  t o  freedom." 

I wanted t o  ask him when and where they would be going and more 

s p e c i f i c a l l y  how we would c a t a p u l t  ourse lves  t o  freedom, but my 

dreaming energy was waning. I knew I would be waking up soon i n  t h e  

world of every day l i f e ,  and, t h e r e ,  I would f o r g e t  most of what had 

t r ansp i r ed  here. I t  would be l i k e  a v iv id  dream, fragmented f o r  a 

s h o r t  whi le ,  then it would fade and merge w i t h  t h e  dense f o g  t h a t  

separa ted  t h e  twin universes .  

"I have t o  go now," I s a i d .  "I d o n ' t  suppose you could keep me 

here  wi th  you?" 

"l'lo." don Juan s a i d  t i rmly.  " I t  you come it w i l l  have t o  be on 

the  wings of i n t e n t  blown by your own f l u i d i t y . "  

I thought o t  Nel ida ' s  advice of always saying goodbye t o  each 

moment because it would never again  r e tu rn .  She caught t h e  d r i f t  of 

my thoughts. 

' Impeccab i l i t y  i s  saying h e l l o ,  thank you and goodbye a l l  i n  one 

moment through your superb a c t i o n s , "  she  s a i d  a s  she embraced me. 

"That way you w i l l  always be a t  ease ,  w i th  no r e g r e t s ,  and wi th  

nothing pending." 

I nodded. I t  summed up everything I t e l t  i n  a n u t s h e l l  s o  t h a t  

nothing more needed t o  be s a id .  I looked a t  everyone, t r y i n g  t o  

incorpora te  them i n  my gazing memory before they faded i n t o  t h e  tog.  

I woke up gradua l ly  becoming s o l i d  again.  I was l ay ing  i n  my bed 

i n  Zu le i ca ' s  house, numb and d i so r i en t ed .  And t h e n 1  remembered b i t s  

and p ieces  o t  a  g i a n t  mosaic. I knew t h a t  ano ther  world e x i s t e d ,  a  

335 



world t h a t  was a s  r e a l  a s  t h e  one I had lea rned  t o  c a l l  my own. I 

knew t h a t  I was nothing.  That whatever I thought I was, i s  a f a b r i c a -  

t i o n ,  a temporary conso l ida t ion  o t  components held t oge the r  by a  f o r c e  

f o r  some e t t e c t .  but  i t  could never be taken f o r  r e a l .  There was 

another  r e a l i t y ,  p a r a l l e l  t o  our own, and it too  wasn ' t  r e a l .  The 

p o s i t i o n  o t  our  assemblage p o i n t s  was everything.  It  amalgamated 

worlds upon worlds and enabled us t o  experience them a s  our  world ,  a s  

t h e  world. 

The world o t  everyday l i f e  was only one percep tua l  p o s s i b i l i t y  

ou t  o t  an i n f i n i t e  number of p o s s i b i l i t y  t h a t  make up ex i s t ence .  The 

s t a l k e r s  t r a i n i n g  is  t o  be t l u i d ,  i n v i s i b l e  wi thout  at tachment t o  s e l f  

and t h i n g s ,  s o  t h a t  one could s h i f t  back and t o r c h  a t  e a s e  wi thout  

l o s i n g  energy o r  g e t t i n g  l o s t .  

Living i n  t h e  world o t  everyday l i f e  was Like being a  s t u d e n t  i n  

a  c l a s s .  I had t o  g ive  a good p re sen ta t ion ,  I had t o  appear t h a t  I 

knew what I was t a l k i n g  about ,  t h a t  I meant what I s a i d .  I needed t o  

s t r i v e  f o r  o rde r  and coherence. Hut when t h e  c l a s s  was ove r ,  whatever 

was s a i d  meant no th ing ,  it was on ly  an o r d e r l y  s t r u c t u r e  c r ea t ed  t o r  

t h a t  moment and no t  meant t o  eve r  be taken s e r i o u s l y  a s  something r e a l  

o r  be l ievable .  I t  was an e x e r c i s e  which had t o  be discarded when t h e  

need was over  s o  t h a t  one could move on i n  a never ending journey. 

So it was wi th  t h e  twin r e a l i t y .  I t  was made up of people and 

animals and vege ta t i on  j u s t  l i k e  our  world, on ly  d i t t e r e n t .  The grove 

of t r e e s  i n  C l a r a ' s  house, t h e  t r e e  house, Emi l i to  and myself a l l  had 

been p a r t  o t  t h e  twin world. I r e a l i z e d  I had spent  e n t i r e  s t r e t c h e s  

o t  t ime t h e r e  wi thout  even knowing it. I had been a b l e  t o  e n t e r  it 
'1 

under t h e  power of don Juan and h i s  group of s o r c e r e r s  who t ra ined me. 



t 

He and h i s  group o t  s o r c e r e r s  througti a l i f e t i m e  of t r a i n i n g  had 

scored enough energy t o  c r o s s  back and f o r t h  wi thout  l o s ing  t h e i r  

awareness, t h e i r  c o n t r o l  aad s o b r i e t y .  With t r a i n i n g  I ,  t oo ,  would be 

a b l e  t o  make t h e  g r e a t  c ros s ing  and have enough energy not only t o  

perce ive  t h e  twin world b u t  t o  hold t h a t  p o s i t i o n  of t h e  assemblage 

p o i n t  long enough t o  remember it i n  d e t a i l .  And wi th  added energy t o  

be a b l e  t o  descr ibe  t h e  p lace  and the  path  so  t h a t  t h e  l i s t e n e r  on 

t h i s  s i d e  would be ab l e  t o  comprehend them and perhaps even t o  make 

t h a t  journey himself .  

Car los  came i n t o  the  room where I had awoken. tie examined my eyes 

t o  s ee  i f  I was myself again  and nodded s a t i s f i e d .  He t o l d  me t o  g e t  ,..~' 

my th ings  toge ther  t o r  we were r e tu rn ing  t o  Los Angeles. A new 

'*, academic year  would be s t a r t i n g  soon, and it would n o t  be ausp ic ious  
. ,! 

. , ,,' 

t o  m i s s  t h e  f i r s t  day of c l a s s e s .  
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